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,DOi^    PEDRp,  Prince  of  hvY2igQn, 
Leonato,  Go'vemorofMt&n^, 
Don  John,  Bajiard-Brother  to  Don  Pedro. 
Claudio,    a  young  Lord  of  Florence,  Fanjourite  to  Don 

Pedro. 
Benedick,  a  ymng  Lord  of  Padua,  fa'vourd  like<wife^bj 

Don  Pedro. 
Balthazar,  Serniant  to  Don  Pedro. 
Antonio,  Brother  ta  Leonato. 
Borachio,  Confident  to  Con  ]Qhn, 
Conrade,  Friend  to  Borachio. 

Hero,  Daughter  to  Leonato, 
Beatrice,  Niece  p  Leonato. 

UrliUa     '    ^  ^"^^  Gent/eivomen,  attending  on  Hero. 

A  Friar i  Mejfenger,    Watch,  Toivn-Clerk,  Sexton^  awi 
Jttendants, 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE,  n  Court  before  Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  Hero,  ^//^  Beatrice,  nvith  a  Mejfengerl 

Leon,^  Learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Fedro  oi  Arra- 
I     gon  comes  this  night  to  MeJJtna. 
Jl       Mejf.  He  is  very  near  by  this  j  he  was  not 
three  leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  loft  in  this  a^i* 
on  ? 

MeJ/".  But  few  of  any  Sort,  and  none  of  Name. 

Leon.  A  vidlory  is  twice  itfelf,  when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers ;  I  find  here,  that  Don  Pedro 
hath  bdlowed  much  honour  on  a  youn^  Florentine, 
call'd  Claudia. 

Meff.  Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  re- 
membred  by  Don  Fedro :  he  hath  borne  himfelf  beyond 
the  promife  of  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb 
the  feats  of  a  lion :  he  hath,  indeed,  better  betterMex- 
pedtation,  than  you  muft  exped  of  me  to  tell  you  how» 

Leon^  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  MeJJina  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

Mejf.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 

appears  much  joy  in  him;  even  fo  much,  that  'joy 
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.could not  fhevv  itfelf  modeft  enough,  withoat a  badge  of 
:bitterneis. 

£eo».  Did  lie  break  out  into  tears  ? 

Me/^]  111  great  meafure. 

Lean.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefs.  There  are  n© 
» faces  truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  vvafh'd.  How  much 
vbetteris  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ! 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  ^  is  Signior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  wars  or  not 

Meff.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  Ladyj  ^  there  was 
•  nonefuch  in  the  army  of  any  Sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  afk  for,  Niece? 

}^ero.  My  Coufm  means  Signior  i?^w^2V/^  df  Padua. 

Mejf.  C,  he's  return'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he 
-was. 

Beat.  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  MeJJina,  and  chal- 
Icng'd  C/i'/t/V  at  the  flight ;  and  my  Uncle's  fool,  reading 
-the  challenge,  fubfcrib'd  for  Cupid,  and  challenged  him 
at  the  bird-bolt.  "  I  pray  you,  now  many  hath  he  kill'd 
**  and  eaten  in  thefe  wars  ?  but  how  many  hath  he 
'**  kiird  ?  for,  indeed,  I  promised  to  eat  all  of  his  kill- 
a  ing.»' 

Leon.  Faith,  Niece,  you  tax  Signior  Benedick  too 
.much ;  but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Me/p.   He  hath  done  good  fervice,  Lady,  in  thefe  wars. 

Beat.  "  You  had  mufly  vi6luab,  and  he  hath  holp 
-**  to  eat  it;  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath 
<^*  an  excellent  llomach.'" 

MeJf.  And  a  good  foldier  too..  Lady. 

Beat.  Ar.d  a  gcodfoldier  to  a  lady?  but  what  is  he  to 
a  lord ? 

nefi.'\  This  is  judicloufly  exprefs'd.  Of  all  the  tranfports  of  Joy, 
that  wbkh  is  attended  with  tears  is  leaft  ofientive  ;  becaufe  carrying 
with  it  this  mark  of  pain,  it  allays  the  en\y  that  ufuaJly  attends 
another's  happlnefs.  This  he  iinely  calls  a  mcdcfi  jcy,  fuch  a  one  as 
did  not  infult  the  obfcrver  by  an  indication  of  happinefs  unmixed  with 
j>3tn. 

3  is  Si^r.lor  Mon'anto  returned']  Montantc,  in  Spantp:),  is  a  huge 
invo-handi-d /word,  given,  with  much  hamour,  to  one,  the  fpeakcr 
y.'Oiild  represent  as  a  Boafter  or  Bravado. 

4  there  'i^si  nonefucb  in  the  army  of  any  Sort.l  Not  meaning  there 
y/as  nosM  fufh  of  any  order  or  decree  tehatever,  but  that  there  was 
Ctfts  ff^vh  ff  en\>  Guelitj  abme  tke  c^ir.?^n, 
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Mejf.  AMord  td  a  lord/  a  man  to-  a  man,  ilufFt  with 
all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo,  indeed ;  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftufFc  manr  • 
but  for  the  ftufEng,      i  -  well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  muft  not.  Sir,  miflake  my  Niece  5  there 
is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  Signior  Benedkk  and 
her;  they  never  meet,  but  there's  a  lldrmifh  of  Wit  be- 
tween them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing'by  That.  Incur  laft 
conflift,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off^  and  now 
is  the  whole  man  govern'd  with  one :  So  that  if  he  have 
*'  wit  enough  to  keephimfelf  from  hiirm,  let  him  hear- 
it  for  a  difference  between  himfelf  and  his  horfe ;  for  it 
\t  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  rea- 
fonable  creature.  V/ho  is  his  companion  now  :  he  hatk 
every  month  a  new  fworn  brother. 

Mejjf,  Isitpoffible? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible;  ^  he  wears  his  faith  but 
as  the  faihion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next 
block. 

Mejf.  I  fee.  Lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books.      * 

Beat.  "  No  J  an  he  were,  I  would  bum  my  ftudy. 
"  But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  is  there  no 
"  young  fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  withr 
^*  him  to  the  devil  ? 

MeJf.  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio, 

Beat.  O  lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe^ 
he  is  fooner  caught  than  the  peftilence,  and  the  taker 
runs  prefently  mad.     God  help  the  noble  C/^W/o,  if 

*  w//  ensughto  leep h'mjelf  ^ kbl  m,]  But  how  would  that  make  a 
difference  bettuesn  him  and  his  horfe  ?  We  Aould  read,  JVit  enough  to 
keep  hi mfe/f  FROM  harm.  This  fuits  the  fatirical  turn  of  her 
fpeech^  in  the  charader  iht  would  give  of  Benedick  :  and  this  would 
make  the  difference  fpoken  of.  For  'tis  the  nature  of  horfes,  when 
wounded,  to  run  upon  the  point  of  the  weapon. 

5  he  ivears  his  faith]  Not  religious  Profeflion,  hut  ProfcJJiot!  of 
friendjhip  j  for  the  fpeaker  gives  it  as  the  reafon  of  her  afking,  whi 
nvas  now  ibis  Companion  ?  that  he  had  every  minth  a  neiv  fwarn 
irstber, 
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he  have  caught  the  Benedick  i  it  will  coft  him  a  thoufand 
pounds  ere  he  be  cur'd. 

Mejf.  I  will  hald  friends  wkh  you.  Lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad.  Niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  'till  a  Yiot- January, 

Meffi  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

SCENE    11. 

Mnter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  and 
Don  John. 

Pedro.  GoodSignior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  coi% 
and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  like- 
nefs  of  your  Grace ;  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort 
jfhoald  remain  J  but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow 
abides,  and  happinefs  takes  his  leave. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly :  1 
think,  this  is  your  daughter- 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  Sie  fo. 

JBene.  Wereyotrin  doubt.  Sir,  that  you  afkt  her? 

Leon»  Signior  Benedick,  no  j  for  then  Vv^ere  you  a 
child. . 

Pedro.  You  have  it  full.  Benedick',  We  may  guefs  by 
this  what  you  are,  being  a  man :  truly,  the  lady  fathers 
herfelf ;  be  happy,  lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable 
father. 

Bene.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  Ihe  would 
not  have  his  head  on  her  ihoulders  for  all  Mejpma,  as  like 
him  as  fhe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking^,  Signior 
Benedick',  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene,  What,  my  dear  lady  Difdain  !  are  you  yet 
living  ? 

Beat  Is  it  poflible,  Difdain  ihould  die,  while  fhe 
hath  fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick? 
Courtefie  itfelf  mull  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in 
her  prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtefie  a  turn-coat ;  but  it  is  certain, 
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l\m  lovM  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted;  arid  I  wduld 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard  heart,  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  hapj^inefs  to  women  i  they  would  eir« 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  fuitor.  I  thank 
God  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  Hufnour  for 
that  J  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than 
a  man  fwear  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyfhip  Hill  in  that  mind  !  fd 
fome  gentleman  or  otherlhallfcapea  predeftinatefcratcht 
face. 

Beat.  "  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an 
*•  'twere  fuch  a  face  as  yours  were." 

Br/ie.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot'teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a  beall  of 
yours. 

Be  fie.  I  would,  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  youf 
tongue,  and  fo  good  a  continuer  j  but  keep  your  way 
o*God's  name,  I  have  done. 

B^at.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  tric^k  i  I  know 
you:  of  oM. 

Pedro,  This  is  the  fum  of  all :    Leo»ato,~  Signlor 

Claudio^  and  Signior  Benedick,  ~ my  dear  friend 

Leonato  hath  invited  you  all;  I  tell  him,  we  ihall  flay 
here  at  the  leaft  a  month  j  and  he  heartily  prays,  fome 
occasion  may  detain  us"  longer :  I  dare  fwear,  he  is  no 
hypocrite^  but  prays  from  his  heart. 

1^3-^.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fhall  not  be  for- 

{worn -Let  me  bid  Yoh  welcome,  my  lord,  being 

reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother;  I  owe  you  aU 
duty.' 

John.  I  thank  you ;  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but  S 
thank  you. 

Le&n.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato ;  we  will  go  together. 

lExeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claud!®*' 

SCENE    III. 

Glaud.  Benedick,  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  ^ig" 
mot  Leonato? 
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Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  fhe  not  a  modeft  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  queflion  me,  as  an  honeft  man  fhould 
do,  for  my  iimple  true  judgment?  or  would  you  have 
me  fpeak  after  m^  cuilom,  as  being  a  profeffed  tyrant 
to  their  fex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks,  fhe  is  too  low  for  an 
high  praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little 
ifer  a  great  praife  ',  only  this  commendation  I  can  af- 
ford her,  "  that  were  Ihe  other  than  Ihe  is,  fhe  were 
"  unhandfome ;  and  being  no  other  but  as  fhe  is,  I  da 
**  not  like  her." 

Claud.  Thou  think'fl:,  I  am  in  fport  j  I  pray  thee„ 
tell  me  truly  how  thou  iik'fl  her. 

Bene.  "Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after 
iier  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  v/orld  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into;  but  fpeak  you 
this  with  a  fad  brow  ?  Or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jacky 
to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare 
carpenter  ?  come,  in  what  key  fhall  a  man  take  you  to 
go  in  the  Song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  fhe  is  the  fweetefl  lady  that  I 
ever  look'd  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpeflacles,  and  I  fee  no 
fuch  matter  ;  there's  her  Coufm,  if  fhe  were  not  pofTefl 
with  fjch  a  Fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as 
the  f  rfl  of  May  doth  the  kll  of  December  :  but  I  hope, 
you  }  a  e  no  intent  to  turn  hufband,  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  v/ould  fcarce  trufl  my  felf,  tho'  I  had  fworn 
the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is't  come  to  this,  in  faith  ?  hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  fhall 
J  neverfeea  batchelorof  threefcore  again  ?  go  to,  i'faith, 
if  thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the 
print  of  it,  and  7  figh  away  Sundays :  look,  Don  Pedro 
is  return'd  to  feek  you. 

7  fgh  atvay  Sundays :]  A  proverbial  expreffion  to  fignify  that  a 
man  has  no  reft  at  all ;  when  Sunday ,  a  day  formerly  of  cafe  and 
diverfion,  was  paffed  fo  uncomfortably. 
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SCENE    IV. 
Re-enter  Don  Pedro  and  Don  John. 

Pedrd.  What  Secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  '"^ 
foUow'd  not  to  Leonato's  houfe  ? 

J5^«^.  I  would,  your  Grace  would  conftrain  mc  to  ' ' 
tell. 

Pedro,  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bern.  You  hear.  Count  Claudio,  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo ;  but  on  my  al- 
legiance, mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance :  he  is  in 
love;  with  whom?  now  that  is  your  Grace's  part: 
mark,  how  fliort  his  anfwer  is,  with  Hero,  Leonato^  Hiort 
daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  wefe  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord,  it  is  not  (o^  nor 
'twas  not  fo ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  fhould  be  fo, 

Claud.  If  my  paffion  change  not  fliortly,  God  forbid  '^ 
it  Ihould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  Lady  is  very  -• 
well  v/orthy. 

Claud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 

Claud.  And,  in  faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

Bene.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord,  i   -^ 
fpeak  mine. 

Claud  That  I  love  her,  I  ^cd. 

Pedro.  That  fne  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  Ihe  fhould  be  loved^ 
nor  know  how  fne  fhould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  that  • 
fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me  ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the  flake, 

Pedro.  Thou  wafl  ever  an  obftinate  heretick  in  the 
defpight  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  ^  but  in 
the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her ; 
that  flie  brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  mo/1  hum- 
ble thanks :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheate  winded  in 

8  hut  in  the  force  ofbh  tuill.']  AJiudIng  to  th?  dsfinltkn  of  a  He- 
retick in  the  Schools. 
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my  forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invifible  baldrick,. 
all  women  fhall  pardon  me  ;  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them 
the  Wrong  to  miilruft  any,.  I  will  do  my  felf  the  Right 
to  truft  none  >  and  the  fine  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go 
the  finer,)  I  will  live  a  batchelor. 

Pedro.  I  fhall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 

Bene,  "  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger, 
"  my  lord,  not  with  love  :  prove,  that  ever  I  lofe  more 
**  blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drink- 
**  ing,  pick  out  mine  £yes  with  a  ballad-maker's  pen, 
•'  and  hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a  brothel-houfe  for 
«  the  Sign  of  blind  Cupid'' 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doll  fall  from  this  faith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
flioot  at  me ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on 
the  fhouider,-  and  call'd  9  Adam. 

Pedro.  Well,  as  time  fhall  try ;  in  time  the  favage 
bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Be7ie.  The  favage  bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  fenfiblfe 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bulFs-horns,  and  fet 
them  in  my  forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted ; 
and  in  fuch  great  letters  as  they  write.  Here  is  good 
Horfe  to  hire,  let  them  fignifie  under  my  Sign,  Here  you 
may  fee  Benedick  the  marry  d  man. 

Claud.  If  this  fhouid  ever  happen,  thou  wbuld'ft  he 
horn-mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  ^  if  Ca//V'hath  not  fpent  all  his  quiver- 
in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fnortly. 

Bene. 

^  Adam  Bell,  at  that  time  famous  for  Archery.  Mr.  Theobald'. 
I  »/ Cupid  bath  not  Jfent  all  his  quiver  in  Venice,]  All  modern 
Writers  agree  in  reprefenting  Venia  in  the  fame  light,  that  the  An- 
cients did  Cyprus.  And  'tis  this  Charafter  of  the  People  that  is 
Jierc  ailaded  to.  The  Sieur  de  St.  Dijdier  fpeaking  of  theii^  Courti- 
fares  fays,  J»jui\  certain  que  rien  ne  feut  egaler  te  qui  Je  voit  a  Venice., 

t ant  pour  la  multitude^  que  pour  la  pleine  liberie U  y  a  deux  cerrt 

einquante  quatre  ans  que  Venice  Je  trtwvant  fans  Court  i fanes,  la  Repub- 
iiquefut  obligee  d'enfaire  -venir  un  grand  nombre  d'  Efirangeres.  La 
Doglioni  loite  extrtmement  en  esla  la  fageffe  de  la  Rip.  laquelle,  par  ce 
moyen  fceut  pour-voir  a  la  feurete'  desfemmes  d'honneur,  aufqutlles  onfai- 
foit  tous  Its  jours  des  violences  publiques  j  pi^fi"^  ^^  ^"'^  i"  /'^«* 
faints  «'  efloient  point  un  afile  ajfure'.  C^eji  pourquoy  comme  la  Rep, 
croit  que  V air  fale  qu'' on  refpire  dans  ce  climat  rend  k  dijordre  habitutl 

&  fans. 
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^ene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours  j  in 
the  mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedick,  repair  to  Leo-' 
nato\,  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will  not  fail 
him  at  fupper  j  for,  indeed,  he  hath  made  great  prepa-f 
tion. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  fach  2Xl 
embaflage,  and  fo  I  commit  you  ^    ^  \        ' 

Claud.  To^the  tuition  of  God  ;  From  my  houfe,-  if  I 
had  It, "~ 

Pedro .  The  fixth  of  Jidy,  your  lo ving.friend.  Benedicks 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not;  the"  body  of  your 
difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  fl'ghtly  bafted  on  neither :  ere  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further,  examine  your  confcience,  and  fa 
I  leave  you.  \Exih 

SCENE     V. 

Claud.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  do  me 
good, 

Pedro,  My  love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how?.. 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  leffon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Lponc:to"&Xiy  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  ihe's  his  only  heir: 
Doft  thou  afFea  her,  CiiW/o .? 

Claud.   O  ray  lord°. 
When  you  v/ent  onward  on  this  ended  afliony 
I  iook'd  upon  her  with  a  foldier's  eye  ; 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  taik  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love ; 


&  Jam  remede,  elh  juged,  Sec.  Mr.  Bayk,  fpeakinjof  the  drtToIu.!e 
Tnanners  of  the  Venetian  EeclefiaSioks,  (\^5y.Je  me  fouvirm  d'a-vo'v 
tiemande  iin  jour  a  un  Homn^i-f  qui  mc  contoit  tnille  &  mi!l<  Denghmtm 
des.  Ecclcjiajltques  de  Venice,  ccmtnent  :l  f«  pcwuoit  faire  que  le  Sen  at 
\ouffroit, —  On  me  Jit  reponjs  que  U  bien  pt:b!ic  obligeoit  le  Scu'vei'ain  ii 
'ufer  de  cstte  Indulgence :  &  pcur  nC expliquer  cctte  Enigv:e,  en  ajoura 
que  le  Senatetoit  bicn  aije  que  le  Fettple  eut  le  derniir  meprispcur  les  Pre- 
ires  J  cat:  dci^  hrs  ils  Jont  Picifis  capables  de  le  fjire  Joulcvcr.  Thus, 
when  natural  temperament,  the  Policy  of  the  Republic,  and  the 
Example  of  Churchmen,  all  concur  to  foment  this  diiorder,  it  is  no 
wonder  it  {houJd  rife  hipher  here  than  in  any  othsr  place. 

But 
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But  now  I  am  returned,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant ;  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  Defires, 
All  prompting  me  liov/  fair  young  Hero  is ; 
Saying,  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently,    • 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words : 
li  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero^  cherifli  it. 
And  I  will  break  v/ith  her,  and  with  her  Father, 
And  Thou  jQialt  have  her :  was*t  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  begaa'ft  to  twiil  fo  fine  a  llory  ? 

Claud.  How  fv/eetly  do  you  minifter  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  completion ! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife. 

Tedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than  the 
flood? 
^  The  faireft  grant  is  the  neceflity ; 
Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit ;  'tis  once,  thou  lov'ft ; 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  Ihall  have  revelling  to-night ; 
I  will  affume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife. 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudia  ', 
And  in  her  bofom  I'll  unclafp  my  heart. 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale : 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break  ; 
And  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  fliall  be  thine  j 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Leonato  at^d  Antonio. 

Lean.  How  now.  Brother,  where  is  my  Coufin  your 
.^n  ?  hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 

Jnt.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it ;  but,  brother,  I  can 
tell  you  news  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Jnt.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a  good 
cover  J  they  fliow  well  outward.  The  Prince  and  Count 
Ckudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleached  alley  in  my  orchard, 

a  *ThefaJreJ}  grant  is  the  neeeffity  ;]  i.  e.  no  one  can  have  a  better 
ysi^on  for  granting  a  rsqaeft  than  the  oeceifity  of  its  being  granted. 

were 
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were  thus  over-heard  by  a  man  of  mine  ;  The  Prince 
diicover'd  to  Claudio,  that  he  lov'd  my  niece  your 
daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a 
dance  ;  and  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take 
the  prefent  time  by  the  top,  and  inftantly  break  witk 
you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 

Ant.  A  good  Iharp  fellow ;  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 
queftion  him  your  felf. 

Leon.  No,  no ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  'till  it 
appear  itfelf :  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal, 
that  fhe  may  be  the  better  preparM  for  anfwer,  if  per- 
ad venture  this  be  true ;  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it :  Cou- 
fms,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do.  {^Several  crofs 
thi  Stage  here !\  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend,  go  yoa 
with  me  and  I  will  ufe  your  fkill ;  good  Coufm,  have 
a  care  this  bufie  time.  \Exeunt^ 

SCENE    VI. 

Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Leonato'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 
C^^r.'lT  THAT  the  good-jer,  m.y  lord,  why  are  you 
W    thus  oQt-ef  meafure  fad  ? 

yohn.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds 
it,   therefore  the  fadnefs  is  without  limit. 

Conr.  You  fhould  hear  reafon. 

John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  BleiTmg  bring- 
€th  it  ? 

Conr.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fufferance. 

yohn.  1  wonder,  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fay*ft  thou 
art,  born  under  Saturn  J  gceft  about  to  apply  a  moral 
medicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief :  I  cannot  hide  what  I 
am :  I  muft  be  fad  when  I  have  caufe,  and  fmile  at  no 
man's  jefls;  eat  when  I  have  ftomach,  and  wait  for  no 
man's  leifure ;  fleep  when  I  am  drowiie,  and  tend  on  no 
man's  bufinefs ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no 
man  in  his  humour. 

Cenr.  Yea,  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  fhow  of 
this,  'till  you  may  do  it  without  controlement ;  you  have- 
of  late  flood  out  againU  your  brother,  and  he  hath  ta'en 

you 
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you  newly  into  his  grace,  where  it  is  impoffible  yoa 
fhould  take  root,  but  by  the^fair  weather  that  you  make 
yourfelf  j  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafonfor  your 
own  harvell. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a 
rofe  in  his  grace  ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  dif- 
dain'd  of  all,  than  to  falhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from 
any  :  in  this,  (though  I  cannot  be  laid  to  be  a  fluttering 
honeft  jT.an)  it  muft  not  be  deny  d  but  I  am  a  plain-deal- 
ing villain ;  I  am  trailed  with  a  muzzel,  and  infranchi- 
fed  with  a  clog,  therefore  I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  m 
my  cage  :  if'  i  had  my  mouth,  i  would  bite  v  if  1  had 
jny  liberty,  I  would  do  my  iikmgj  jn  die  ineaii  time 
let  me  be  tlmt  I  am,  and  feek  not  to  alier  m^. 

Cmr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent  ? 

John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 
Who  comes  iiere?  whatnevvs,  Borachio?     - 

Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper ;  the  Prince, 
your  brother,  is  royaiiy  entertain'd  by  LeonatOy  and  I 
can  give  yo  i  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifclr>f 
on  ?  what  is  he  fox  a  fool,  thatbetroths  him.felf  to  un- 
quietnefs? 

Bora,  Many,,  It  is  your  brother's  right  hard. 

John.  Who,  the  moft  exquifite  Claudio? 

Bora.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  Squire  \  and  who^  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he  ? 

Bora..  Marry,  on  Herai  the  daughter  and  heir  of  Leo- 
nata. 

John.  A  very  forward  March  chick  ?  How  come  you 
to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  enteftain'd  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
fmoaking  a  muily  room,  comes  me  the  Prince  and  Clau- 
dio  hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference  :  J  whipt  behind  the 
Arras,  and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that  the  Prince 
fhould  woo  Hero  for  himfelf ;  and  having  obtain'd  her, 
give  her  to  Count  Ciaudh. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove  food 

to 
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to  my  difpleafure :  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the  glory 
of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I  blefs 
my  felf  every  way  ;  you  are  both  fare,  and  will  aiTill  me. 

Conr.  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

Johit^,  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper  y  their  dieer  is  the 
greater,  that  lamfubdu'd;  'would  the  cook  were  of  my 
mind ! Ihall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait -up  on  yoar  lordfhipi  [^Exeunt  ^ 


A  C  T     ir.       SCENE    1. 

SCENE,    a  Hall  in  Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,   Antonio,  Hero,    Beatrice,  Margaret^ 
and  Urfula. 

Z^o;^.TT  T  A  S  not  Count  John  here  at  Supper  I 
W     Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks!'  I  never  can 
fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burn'd  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  Heisof  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made  juft 
in  the  mid-way  betweenhim  and  Benedick\  the  one  is  too 
like  an  image,  and  fays  notliing  :  and  the  other  too  like 
my  lady's  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tatling. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  BenedufC^  tongue  in  Count 
John's  mouth,.and  half  Count  Johns  melancholy  in  Sig- 
nior Benedick's  face 

Beat.  With  a  good  Leg,  and  a  good  foot.  Uncle,  and 
money  enough  in  his  purfc,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 
woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good  will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth.  Niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
hulband,  if  thou  befolhrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Jnt.  In  faith,  fhe's  too  curft. 

Beat.  Too  curft  is  more  than  curfl;  I  fhall  leffen 
God's  fending  that  way  j  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a  curft 
Cow  fhort  horns ;-  bik  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband;  for  the  which 
blelTmg  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 

evening ; 
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evening  :  Lord  f  I  could  not  endure  a  hufband  with  «r 
beard  on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lye  in  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  hulband,  that  hath  no 
beard. 

Beat.  What  fhould  I  do  with  him?  drefs  him  iit  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman  ?  he 
that  hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a  youth,  and  he  that  hath 
no  beard  is  lefs  than  a  man ;  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 
youth,  is  not  for  me  j  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  man,  I 
am  not  for  him :  therefore  I  will  even  take  fix  pence  in 
earneftof  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into  hell.  J 

Jnt.  Well,  Niece,  I  truft,  you  will  be  ruPd  by  your 
father.  ^       ^    ^  [To  Hero, 

Beat.  Yes,  faith,  it  is  my  Couiln's  duty  to  make  Curt- 
fie,  and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleafes  you ;  but  yet  for  all 
that,  Coufin,  let  him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or  elfe  make 
another  curtfie,  and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleafes  me. 

Leon.  Well,  Niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  hufband. 

Beat.  Not  'till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal 
than  earth ;  would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over- 
mafler'd  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dull  ?  to  make  account 
of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  way-ward  marie  ?  no.  Uncle,  I'll 
none  ;  Adarns  fons  are  my  brethren,  and,  truly,  I  hold 
it  a  fin  to  match  in  my  kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you ;  if  the 
Prince  do  follicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  an- 
fwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  coufin,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time ;  If  the  Prince  be  too  impor- 
tant, tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo 
dance  out  the  Anfwer;  for  hear  me,  Hero,  wooing, 
wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a  Scotch  yig,  a  meafure,  and 

3  Well  then,  &c.— 3  All  this  impious  nonferfe  thrown  to  the 
bottom  is  the  players,  and  foifte.d  in  without  rhyme  or  reafon. 

J. eon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell, 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate ;  and  there  will  the  devil  meet  me, 
like  an  old  cuckold,  with  his  horns  on  his  head,  and  fay,  **  get 
*'  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  you  to  heav'n,  here's  no  place  for 
**  you  maids."  So  deliver  I  \ip  my  apes,  and  away  to  St.  Peter,  for 
the  heav'ns  j  he  fhews  me  where  the  batchslors  lit,  and  there  live 
we  as  me-ry  as  the  day  is  lo»g. 

-  a  cinque- 
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a  cinque-pace  j  the  firft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafty,  like  a 
^f«/r/^  jig^and  full  as  fantaftical;  the  wedding,  manner- 
ly-mode5,  as  a  meafure,.  full  of  flate  and  anchentry;  and 
then  comes  repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs  falls  into 
the  cinque-pace  fafter  and  fafler,  'till  he  fmks  into  his 
grave. 

Leon,  Coufin,  yau  apprehend  pafling  fhrewdly. 

Bgat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  church 
by  day-light, 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entring,  brother ;  make  good 
room. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,   Benedick,   Balthazar,  ani^ 
others  in  Mafquerade. 

P'edro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  with  your  Friend  ? 

Hero,  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially  when 
I  walk  away. 

Pedro.  V/ith  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero.  I  may  fay  fo,  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedrs.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour;  for  God  defend, 
the  lute  ihould  be  like  the  cafe ! 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon'' s  roof;  within  the  houfe 
is  (a)  Jo've. 

Hero,  Why,  then  your  vifor  ftiould  be  thatch'd; 

Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  fpeak  love. 

Baith.  V/ell ;  I  would,  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 
many  ill  qualities. 

Balth.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  fay  my  Prayers  aloud. 

Balth,  I  love  you  the  better,  the  hearers  may  cry 
Amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer ! 

Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
dance  is  done !  Anfwer,  Clerk, 

(a)  Jove  J  lAx,,  llabald^-^  Vulg.  U-ve, 

Balth, 
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Balth.  No  more  words,  the  clerk  is  anfwerM. 

Urf.  I  know  you  well  enough;  you  are .  Signior 
Antonio. . 

Ant.   At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urf..  I  know  you  by  the  wagllng  of  your  head. 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him, 

JJrf.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-svell,  unlels  you 
were  the  very  man;  here's  his  dry  hand-^up  and  down  5 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urf,  Come,  come,  do  you  think,  T  do  not  know  yoa 
by  your  excellent  wit  ?  can  virtue  hide  itfelf?  go  to, 
mum,  you  are  he ;  graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an  end. 

Beati  Will  you  not  telt  me,  who  told  you  fo  f 

Rene.  No,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me,  who  you  are? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  wns  difdainful,  and  that  I  had  my  good 
Wit  out  of  The  Hundred  merry  Tales  \  well,  this  was 
Signior  Benedick  diat  faid  fe.  - 

Bene   What's  he? 

Beat.  I  am  fure,  you  know  him  well  enoughi^ 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene,  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

"Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prince's  jefter;  a  very  dull 
fool,  only  ^  his  gift  is  in  devifmg  impaffible  flanders : 
none  but  libertines  delight  in  him,  and  the  commenda- 
tion is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  >  his  villany;  for  he  both 
plealeth  men  and  angers  them,  .and  then  they  laugh  at 
him,  and  beat  him  j  I  am  fure,  he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I 
would,  he  had  boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  him 
what  you  fay. 

hh  gift  h  in  deviftng  IMP  0  S  SLBLE  pnden:}     We 


fliould  read  Imp  \ssible,   i.  t,  flanders  fo  ill  invented  that  they 
will  pafs  upon  no  body. 

5  his  •villany  5]  by  which,  fhe  means  his  malice  and  im- 
piety. By  his  impious  jefts,  fhe  infinuatcs  he  pleafid  libertines  j  and 
by  his  de^'ifng  jlandin  of  them,  he  angered  them. 

Beat, 
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Beat.  Do,  do,  he'll  but  break  a  comparifon  or  two 
on  Hief  which,  peradventure,  not  mark'd,  or  not 
laughM  at,  ftrikes  him  into  melancholy,  and  then 
there's  a  partridge  wing  fav'd,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no 
fupper  that  night.     We  mull  follow  the  leaders. 

[Mujick  within. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  HI,  I  will  leave  them 
at  the  next  turning.  ^Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     III. 
Mcment  John,  BorachrOj  fl«^  Claudio. 

John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hera,  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it :  the 
ladies  follow  her,  and  butone  vifor  remains. 

Bora,  And  that  is  Claudioi  I  know  him  by  his 
Bearing. 

John.  Are  you  not  Signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 

John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his 
love,  he  is  enamour'd  on  Hero  i  I  pray  you,  diffuade 
him  from  her,  fhe  is  no  equal  for  his  bir,th;  you  may 
do  the  part  of  an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  ye,  he  loves  her  ?: 

John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  afFetlion. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry 
her  to-night. 

John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  John  and  Bor. 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  Ears  of  Claudia, 
'Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  wooes  for  himfelf. 
Friendlhip  is  conftant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love  ; 
Therefore  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  [a)  your  own  tongues  ? 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itfelf. 
And  truft  no  agent ;  beauty  is  a  witch,  ^ 

(a)  your  cwji   tongues  I '  Oixf,    Edit...-*^  Vulg.  their  nvn 

tinguci, 

Againft 


2 o       M  u  c  H  Ado  A'b ou t  No  thing. 

Againft  whofe  charms  ^  faith  melteth  into  blood;^ 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof. 
Which  1  miilruiled  not.     Farewel  then,  Hera  ! 
Enter  Benedick. 

Bene.   Count  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Claud.   Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bu- 
fmefs.  Count.  What  fafhicn  will  you  v\  ear  the  garland 
of?  about  your  neck,  like  an  murer's  chain  ?  or  under 
your  arm,  like  a  Lieutenant's  fcarf  ?  you  muft  wear  it 
one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud.  I  wiih  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene^.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeil  drover  j  fo 
they  fell  Bullocks  :  but  did  you'>ilink,  the  Prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho!  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man|^ 
^twas  the  boy  that  ilole  your  meat,  and  you*ll  beat  the 
Poll. 

Claud.  If  k  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  \Bxtt, 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowle !  now  will  he  creep  into 
fedges.  But,  that  my  Lady  P^-^/r/r^  fhould  know  me, 
and  not  know  me  !  the  Prince's  fool !  ha  ?  it  may  be,  I 
go  under  that  Title,  becaufe  I  am  merr)  ;  yea,  but  fo  I 
am  apt  to  do  myfelf  wrong  :  I  am  not  fo  reputed.  It 
is,  the  bafe  (tho'  bitter)  difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 
the  World  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out ;  well^ 
I'll ,  be  reveng'd  zs>  I  may. 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Don^tdkio,       ^ 
Pedro.  Now,  Signior,  where's  the  Count?  did  you 
fee  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of  lady 

6 faith  melteth  into  hlocd."]  i,  e.  Thefe  intemperate  defires 

make  men  treacherous ;  but  the  expreflion  alludes  to  the  old  opinion 
of  fuperftition  concerning  witches  j  that  they  turned  wholefome  li- 
quors into  blood  by  their  charms. 

Fame. 
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Fame.  I  found  Him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lodge  in  a 
warren,  I  told  hhn  (and  I  think,  told  him  true)  that 
your  Grace  had  got  the  will  of  this  young  lady,  and  I  of- 
fered him  my  company  to  a  Willow-tree,  either  to  make 
him  a  garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a 
rod,  as  being  worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt !  what's  his  fault  ? 

Bene,  The  flat  tranfgrelTion  of  a  School-boy ;  who, 
being  oveijoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  neft,  fhews  it  to  his 
-companion,  and  he  fleals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  truft,  a'tranfgrefTionP  the 
itranfgrefTion  is  in  the  ilealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs,  the  rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  garland  too  ;  for  the  garland  he  might 
.have  worn  himfelf,  and  the  rod  he  might  have  beftow^d 
on  you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftol'n  his  bird's  nell. 

Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  tofmg,  and  reftore  them 
to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  Tinging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my 
faith,  you  fay  honeftly. 

Pedro.  The  lady  ^^^z/r/r^  hath  a  quarrel  to  you;  tht: 
gentleman,  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her  fhe  is  much 
wrong' d  by  you. 

Bene.  "  O,  fhe  mJfus'd  me  paft  the  indurance  of  a 
-"  block;  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would 
'*  have  anfwer'd  her ;  my  very  vifor  began  to  afTume  life* 
*'  and  fcold  with  her  ;  fhe  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had 
"  been  my  felf,  that  I  was  the  Prince's  jefler,  and  that  I 
''  was  duller  than  a  great  thaw  ;  hudling  jeft  upon  jefl, 
**  with  7  fuch  impaflable  conveyance  upon  me,  that  I 
"  flood  like  a  man  at  a  mark,  with  a  whole  army  Ihoot- 
**  ingatme  J  fhe  fpeaks  Ponyards,  and  every  word  flabs ; 
'*  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there 
**  were  no  living  near  her,  *  fhe  would  infed:  to  the 
•*  North-Star;"   I  would  not  marry  her,  though  {he 

•] Juch  IMPOSSIBLE  ccnwyance]  We  /hould  read  Impass>^- 
SLE.  A  term  taken  from  fencing,  when  the  ftrokes  are  fo  fvvifc 
and  repeated  as  not  to  be  parried  or  pafl'ed  off. 

8  r/be  %uouhl  infeSf  to  the  Nurth-Star  5]  i.  e.  There  is  no- 
thing of  fo  pure  and  keen  a  brightncfs,  that  her  caluma'ous  tongue 
would  not  iully, 

were 
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were  endowed  with  all  that  JJam  had  left  him  before  he 
tranfgrefs'd  ;  flie  wouid  have  made  ti^riules  havetarii'd 
Spit,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire  too. 
Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  fhail  ^  A  her  the  infernal 
^/^' in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God,  fome  fcholar 
would  conjure  her;  for,  certainly,  while  Ihe  is  here,  a 
man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell  as  in  a  fandluaiy,  and  peo- 
ple fm  upon  purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thither;  fo, 
indeed,  all  difquiet,  horror,  and  perturbation  follow  her. 

-SCENE     V. 
Mnler  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  and  Hero. 

Pedro.  Look,  here  ihe  comes. 

"Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  fervice  to 
the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  llighteft  errand  now  to 
the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on;  I  will 
fetch  you  a  tooth-picker  now  from  the  fartheft  inch  of 
Afia ;  brmg  )  :.a  die  lengch  ofPreJter  John'^  foot ;  fetch 
you  a  hair  oif  the  great  Cham's  beard  ;  do  you  any  am- 
baiiage  to  the  pigmies,  ra'^her  than  hold  three  words  con- 
ference with  this  harpy  j  you  have  no  err^ployment  for  me  ? 

Pedro.   None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  difh  1  love  not.  I  cannot 
Hidure  this  Lady  Tongue. 

Pedro.  Come,  Lady,  come ;  you  have  loft  the  heart 
of  Signior  Benedick  i 

Beat,  f  ndeed,  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while,  and  I 
gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  frngiC  one ; 
marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  dice, 
therefore  your  Giace  may  well  fay,  I  have  loft  it.     * 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down.  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  Ihould  do  me,  my  Lord, 
left  I  ftxould  prove  the  mother  of  fools :  I  have  brought 
Count  Claudio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

Pedro,  Why,  how  now.  Count,  wherefore  are  you 
fad? 

9  the  infernal  Ate.  In  good  apparef]  This  is  a  pleafant  allufion  to 
the  cuftom  of  ancient  poets  and  painters,  v/ho  reprefent  the  furies  in 
raggs. 

Claud. 
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'Claud.   Not  fad,   my  Lord, 

Pedro.  How  then?   fick? 
.Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 
nor  well;  but  civ-il.  Count,  civil  as  an  orange,  and 
fomething  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

Pedro,  rfaith.  Lady,  1  think  your  blazon  to  be  true  ; 
though  ril  be  fworn,  if  he  be  (o,  his  conceit  is  falfe. 
Here,  ClaudtQi  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name,  and  fair  Hero 
is  won ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good  will 
obtained ;  name  the  day  6f  marriage,  and  God  give  thee 
joy. 

Leon,  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  withJier 
my  fortunes :  his  Grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay.  Amen,  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak,  Count,  'tis  your  cue.— — 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfedleft  herald  of  joy  ;  I  were 
but  little  happy,  if  I  could  fay  how  much.  Lady,  as 
you  are  mine,  I  am  yours :  I  give  away  my  felf  for  you, 
and  doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Bent.  Speak,  Coufm,  or  (if  you  cannot)  flop  his 
mouth  with  a  kifs,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  In  faith.  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  Lord,  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps 
on  the  windy  fide  of  care ;  my  coufm  tells  him  in  his 
car,  that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud.  And  fo  fhe  doth,  coufln. 

Beat.  Good  Lord,  for  alliance !  thus  goes  every  one 
to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd  ;  I  may  fit  in 
a  corner,  and  cry  heiglj  ho  1  for  a  hufband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  1  would  rather  have  one  of  your  Father's  get- 
ting :  hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  Brother  like  you  ?  your 
Father  got  excellent  Hufbands,  if  a  maid  could  come 
by  them. 

Pedro.  Will  you  have  me.  Lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another 
for  working-days-;  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear 
every  day :  but  I  befeech  your  Grace,  pardon  me,  I 
was  born  to  fpeak  all  juirth  and  no  matter. 

Pedro,  Your  filence  mgfl  offends  me,  and  to  be  merry 

belt 
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heik  becomes  you  i  for,  out  of  queftion,  you  were  bom 
in  a  merry  hour. 

^eaf  No,  fure,  my  Lord,  my  mother  cry'd ;  but 
then  there  was  a  ftar  danced,  and  under  that  I  was 
born.     Coufms,  God  give  you  joy. 

Leof^.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  you 
cf? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  Uncle:  by  your  Grace's 
pardon.  [Exit  Beatrice* 

SCENE    VI. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in 
her,  my  Lord ;  fhe  is  never  fad  but  when  ihe  fleeps, 
and  not  ever  fad  then  \  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter 
fay,  ^  {he  hath  often  dream 'd  of  unhappinefs,  and 
wak'd  herfelf  with  laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  hu/band. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means,  fhe  mocks  all  her  wooers 
out  of  fuit. 

Pedro.   She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  BenedUL 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
marry'd,  they  would  talk^themfelves  mad. 

Pedro.  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go  tO 
church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  Lord  j  time  goes  on  crutches, 
'till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leon.  Not  'till  Monday,  my  dear  fon,  which  is  hence 
a  juft  feven-night,  and  a  time  too  brief  too,  to  have  all 
things  anfwer  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  fliake  the  head  at  fo  long  a  breath- 
ing J  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudioy  the  time  fhall  not 
go  dully  by  us.     I  will  in  the  Interim  undertake  one 

1  Jhe  hath  often  dream'' d of  unhappinejiy"]  So  all  the  editions  ;  but 
Mr.  'Theobald''^  alters  it  to,  an  happineji,  having  no  conception  that 
unhappinefs  meant  any  thing  but  misfortune,  and  that  he  thinks  ihe 
could  not  laugh  at.  He  had  never  heard  that  it  Signified  a  wild^ 
wanton,  unlucky  trick.  Thus  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in  their  cj^- 
medy  of  thtMaid  of  the  Mill. 

My  dreams  are  like  my  thQughts  honefi  and  inngtftit  I 

Tourt  are  unhappyi 

©f 
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of  Hercules  %  labours,  which  is,  to  bring  Signior  Bene- 
dick and  the  Lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  afFeclion 
the  one  with  the  other;  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match, 
and  I  doubt  not  to  fafhion  it,  if  you  three  will  but 
miniiier  fuch  afliftance  as  I  fhall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  me 
ten  nights  watchings. 

Claud.  And,  I,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  P 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeil  office,  my  Lord,  to 
help  my  Couiin  to  a  good  hufband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  uniiopefuUeft  hujfband 
that  I  know :  thus  far  I  can  praife  him,  he  is  of  a  no- 
ble ftrain,  of  approved  valour,  and  confirmM  honefly. 
I  will  teach  you  how  to  humour  your  Coufiii^  that  Ihe 
fhall  fall  in  love  with  Benedick -^  and  I,  with  your  two 
helps,  will  fo  praclife  on  Benedick,  that  in  defpight  of 
his  quick  wit,  and  his  queafie  llomach,  he  fhall  fall  in 
love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cu'^id  is  no 
longer  an  archer,  his  glory  fhall  be  ours,  for  we  are 
the  only  Love-Gods ;  go  in  with  me,  and  I  will  tell 
you  my  drift.  '  '  \Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    VIL 

Changes  to  another  Jpartment  in  Leonato'j  Houfe,' 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio. 

John.  X  T  is  fo,  the  Count  Claudia  fhall  marry  the 
X  Daughter  of  £i?o««/(7. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

-John.  Any,  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will  be 
medicinable  to  me ;  I  am  fick  indifpleafure  to  him. ;  and 
whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  afFeclion,  ranges  evenly 
with  mine.     How  canit  thou  crofs  this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  Lord,  but  fo  covertly  that 
no  difhonefly  fhall  appear  in  me. 

John.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordfhip  a  year  fmce,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  oi  Margaret,  the  waiting-gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

John.  I  remember. 

Vol.  II.  C  Bora. 
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Mora.  I  ca^i,  at  any  unfeafonable  inllant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady's  chamber-window. 

Jo/m.  What  life  is  in  That,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  That  lyes  in  you  to  temper- 1 
go  you  to  the  Prince  your  brother,  fpare  not  to  t^Il 
him,  that  he  hath  wrong'd  his  Honour  in  marrying  the 
renown'd  CJaudio,  (whofe  ellimation  do  you  mightily 
hold  up)  to  a  contaminated  Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero, 

John.  What  proof  Ihail  I  make  of  That  ? 

Bor.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex 
Clatidio,  to  undo,  y^pro,  and  kill  i^o««/oj  look  you  for 
any  other  iffue  ? 

John.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

Bora.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hour,  to  draw  Don 
,PedrOy  and  the-Count  C /audio ,  alone;  tell  them,  that 
you  know,  Hero  loves  me ;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both 
.to  the  Prince  znd  C /audio ,  as  in  a  love  of  your  Brother's 
honour  who  hath  made  this  mat  :h;;  and  his  friend's  re- 
putation, (who  is  thus  lilfe  to  be  cozen'd  with  the  fem- 
■  blance  of  a  maid,)  that  you  have  difcover'd  thus  ,•  they 
will  hardly  believe  this  without  try al ;  offer  them  ia- 
ftances,  which  fhall  bear  no  lefs  likelihood  than  to  fee 
me  at  her  chamber-window ;  hear  me  call  Margaret, 
Hero;  hear  Margaret  term  me  Borachio  \  and  bring 
them  to  fee  this,  the  very  night  before  the  intended 
^Wedding ;  for  in  the  mean  time  I  will  fo  fafhion  the 
.matter,  that, i/^rc  fhall  be  abfent;  and  there  fhall  ap- 
pear fuch  feeming  truths  of  Hero'^  difloyalty,  that  jea^ 
loufie  fhall  be  call'd  affurance,  and  all  the  preparation 
.overthrown. 

Jplyn.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  ifTue  it  can,  I  wiU 
,put  it  in  praftiec :  be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and 
thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

'  Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  accufation,  and  my 
xunning  fhall  not  fhame  me. 

jAhn,  I  will  prcfently  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage, 

lE7ceunt<> 
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Changes  to  LeonatoV  Orchard. 
Enter  Benedick,  and  a  Boy. 

Bene.  TJOY, ^- 

J3     ^V'  Signior. 
Bern,  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book,  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I  am  here  already.  Sir.  \Exit  Boy, 

Bene.  1  know  that,  but  I  would  have   thee  hencCj 

and  here  again. -I  do  much  wonder,  that  one  man, 

feeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when  he  dedi- 
cates his  behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laught 
at  fuch  Ihallow  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument 
of  his  own  fcorn,  by  falling  in  love  !  and  fiich  a  man  is 
Claudia .  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  muiick 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  fife  j  and  ncvv^  had  lie 
rather  hear  the  taber  and  the  pipe  j  I  have  known, 
when  he  would  have  walk'd  ten  mile  a-foot,  to  fee  a 
good  armour  ;  and  now  will  he  lye  ten  niglits  awake, 
carving  the  faihion  of  a  new  doublet.  He  was  wont  to 
fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  purpofe,  like  an  honell  man 
and  a  foldierj  and  now  he  is  tLU-n'd  orthogiapherj  his 
words  are  a  very  fantafdcal  banquet,  juit  fo  many 
llrange  difhes.  May- 1  be  fo  converted,  and  lee  with 
thefe  eyes  ?  1  cannot  tell ;  I  think  not.  I  will  not  be 
fworn,  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  Oyller  j  but 
ril  take  my  oath  on  it,  'till  he  have  made  an  oyiter 
of  me,  he  fhall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool :  one  wo- 
man is  fair,  yet  I  am  well  ;  another  is  wife,  yet  I  am 
well;  another  virtuous,  yet  I  am  well.  But  'till  all 
graces  be  in  one  woman,  one  woman  fhall  not  come 
in  my  grace.  Rich  flie  fliall  be,  that's  certain  ;  *  "  wife, 
**  or  I'll  none  i  virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapen  her : 
"  fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her  j**  mild,  or  come  not 
near  me  ;  noble,  or  not  I  for  an  angel  j  of  good  dif- 
courfe,  an  excellent  mufician,   3  and  her  hair  fhall  be 

2  Thefe  words  added  out  of  the  edilions  of  1623.  Mr.  Pope. 

3  and  her  hair  pall  be  ofivhat  colour  it  p'ea;e  GoJ.]  i.  c.  She  {hail 
not  difcolour  it  ;  hinting  at  the  fallaon  of  difcuiounng  their  hair,  hy 
9XZj  when  it  was  not  of  the  colour  in  elleem. 

C    2  of 
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of  what  colour  it  pleafe  God.  Ha !  the  Prince  and 
Monfieur  Love  !  I  will  hide  me  in  the  arbour. 

[Withdranjos. 
S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Come,  {hall  we  hear  this  mufick  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord  ;  how  ftill  the  evening  is. 
As  hufh'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  harmony  ! 

Pedro.  See  you  where  B.enedlck  hath  hid  himfelf  ? 

Claud.   O  very  well,  my  lord ;  the  muiick  ended, 
+  We'll  iit  the  hid  fox  with  a  penny-worth. 

Pedro.    Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  Song  again, 

Balth.  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  flander  mufick  any  more  than  once. 

Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  excellency. 
To  put  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfedion ; 
I  pray  thee,  fihg ;  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.   Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fmg ; 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fuit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  wooes  i 
Yet  will  he  fwear,  he  loves. 

Pedro,  Nay,  pray  thee,  come  ; 
iOr  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Baith.   Note  this  before  my  notes. 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine,  that's  worth  the  noting. 

Pedro.  Why,  thefe  are  very  crotchets  tha,t;  he  fpeaks^ 
Note,  notes,  forfooth,  and  noting. 

Bene,  Now,  divine  air ;  now  is  his  foul  ravifll'd  !  is.it 
not  flrange,  that  Iheeps  guts  Ihould  hale  fouls  out  of 
=mens  bodies?  well,  a  horn  for  my  money,  when  alt's 
done. 

The    SONG. 

S.igh  710  more,  ladies,  Jigh  no, more , 

Men  nvere  deceinjers  e^ver  i 
,One  foot  in  fea,  and  one  onjhore. 

To  one  thing  conjlant  never,: 

4  We*  11  fit  thektd-foX'-']  Tills  k  a  new  fpecies  of  animals  of  the  Edi- 
tor's creation.  Welkould  read  the /-'/'^j^^.  I.e.  the  fo-x  wh©  had  kid 
hlirifelf.  _^ 

fhm 
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Ttoen  figh  not  fo,  hut  let  them  go. 

And  be  you  hlith  and  bonny  j 
Con'Verting  all  your  founds  ofivoe 

Into  hey  nony^  nony.  ; 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  fing  no  mo 

Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  hea-oy  i 
^he  frauds  of  nteyi  <i.vere  enjer  fo,  ■ 

Since  fummer  nx;  as  fir  ft  leafy  : 
Then  fgh  not  fo,  &c. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  Song.' 

Balth.   And  an  ill  finger,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Ha,  no  j  no,  faith ;  thou  fipg'll  well  enough 
for  a  ihift. 

Bene.  "  If  lite  had  been  a  dog,  that  fhould  have 
**  hov/l'd  thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him ;  and,  I 
**  pray  God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  rriifchief :  I  had  as 
lief  have  heard  the  night-raven,  come  what  plague  could 
have  come  after  it. 

Pedro.  Yea,  marry,  doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar?  I 
pray  thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mufick  ;  for  to-morrow 
night  we  would  have  it  at  the  lady  Wro'%  chamber- 
win  do  Vv. 

Bahh..  The  bell:  I  can,  my  lord.       \_Exit  Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Do  fo :  farewel.  Come  hither,  Leonato^ 
■what  was  it  you  told  me  of  to-daj',  that  your  Niece 
Beatrice  was  in  love  with  Signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  Ojayj — llalkon,  ftalkon,  the  fowl  fitSi" 

I  did  never  think,  that  lady  would  have  loved  any-  man, 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  but  moll  wonderful,  that 
fne  iliould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedick,  whom  (he  hatli 
in  all  outward  behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  polTible,  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

lAfide. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  5  but  that  ihe  loves  him  with  an  inraged 
affeftion,— it  is  paft  the  definite  of  thought.—- 

C  3  Pedro^; 

5  hut  that pe  loves,  him  luith  an  inraged  affeEllon ,  it  is  pajl  the  In- 
yiNiTE  of  thought. '\  It  is  impoffible  to  make  Scnfe  and  Grammar 
©f-this  fpeech.     And  the  reafon  is,  that  the  two  b£sinnin<rs  of  two 

dtfirettt 
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Pedro.  May  be,  (he  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God !  counterfeit  ?  there  was  never  coun- 
terfeit of  paffion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  paffion,  as  fhe 
difcovers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  efFe£ls  of  paffion  fhews  fhe  ? 

Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well,  this  £lh  will  bite. 

Leon.  What  efFecls,  my  lord  ?  fhe  will  fit  you,  you 
heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  you  amaze  me  :  I 
would  have  thought,  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible 
againft  all  affaults  of  affedion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn,  it  had,  my  lord ;  efpe- 
dally  againft  Benedick. 

Bene.  [Ajide.']  I  Ihould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that 
the  white-bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it;  knavery  cannot, 
fure,   hide  hirafelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  th'  infedlion,  hold  it  up. 

y/tde, 

Pedro.  Hath  ihe  made  her  affedion  known  to  Bene- 
dick? 

Leon.  No,  and  fwears  fhe  never  will ;  that's  hep 
terment. 

Claud.  'Tis  true,,  indeed,    fo  your  daughter   fays : 

different  fentences  are  jumbled  together  and  made  one.  For~i«r- 
'  that  p-je  lo'ves  him  tvith  an  inraged  affeBion,  — is  only  part  of  a  feii- 
tence  which  Aould  conclude  thuSj— ^/i  mofi  certain.  But  a  new  idea 
ilriking  the  fpeaker,  he  leaves  this  fentence  unfinifhed,  and  turns  to 
another,—  It  is  paji  the  infinit:  of  thought — 'which  is  Hkewife  left  un- 
iinifiied  ;  for  it  ihould  conclude 'thus—/o/d;y  how  great  that  affeBion 
in.  Thefe  broken  disjointed  fentences  are  ufual  in  converfation. 
However  there  is  one  word  wrong,  which  yet  perplexes  the  fenfe, 
and  that  is  Infinite.  Human  thought  cannot  fure  be  called  /«■ 
Jinhe  with  any  kind  of  figurative  propriety.  I  fuppofe  the  true  read- 
ing was  Definite.  This  makes  the  paflage  intcirglblc.  It  is 
pafi  the  Definite  of  thought — i,  e.  it  cannot  be  defned  or  coxiceived 
hov/  great  that  affeftion  is.  Shakejpear  ufes  the  word  again  in  the 
fame  fenfe  in  Cymbeline. 

For  Idiots,  in  this  cafe  offa-vour,  ivould 
Be  ivij'ely  DsTj-NiTS, — i.e.  could  tell  how  f  o  pro-, 
nounce  or  deternjine  in  the  cafe. 

Ihall 
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fhall  I,  fays  fhe,  that  have  fo  oft  encountered  him  with 
fcorn,  write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leon.  This  fays  Ihe  now,  when  fhe  is  beginning  to  ' 
write  to  him  \  for  Ihe'll  be  up  tv,enty  times   a  night,  • 
and  tliere  v/ill  ihe  fit  in  her  fmock,  'till  fhe  have  writ  a 
flieet  of  paper ;  my  daughter  tells  us  nil. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  paper,  I  remem= 
ber  a  pretty  jeu  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O, when  Ihe  had  v^•rit  it,  and  was  read- 
ing it  over,  fhe  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the  ' 
fheet. 

Claud.  That-- 

Leon.  ^  O,  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  half=  ■ 
pence ;  raird  at  herfelf,  that  fhe  fhould  be  fo  immodefl", 
to  write  to  one  that,  fhe  knew,  wou'd  flout  her :  I 
meafure  him,  fays  fhe,  by  my  own  Spirit,  for  I  fhould 
fiout  him  if  he^  writ  to  me  ;  yea,  though  I  love  him,  I 
fhould. 

Claud.   Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  falls,  weeps, 
fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curfes  i  O  ' 
fweet  Benedick!  God  give  me  patience! 

Leon.  She  doth,  indeed,  my  daughter  fays  fo  5  and  the 
ecflafie  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  daughter  is 
fometime  afraid,  flie  will  do  defperate  outrage  to  her  felfi 
it  is  very  true. 

Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by 
feme  other,  if  Ihe  will  not  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport  of 
it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worfe. 

Pedro.  If  he  fhould,  it  were  an  Alms  to  hang  him  1 
{he's  an  excellent  fweet  lady,  and  (out  of  ail  fufpicion) 
fhe  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  fhe  is  exceeding. wife. 

Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

6  0,  Jhe  tore  the  Lettef  into  a  thoufand  half-pence  ;]  J.  e.  into  a 
fhcufand  pieces  of  the  fame  bignefs.  This  is  farther  explain'd  by  a 
Paflage  in  As  you  like  it  j 

nere  nuere  none  principal ;  they  were  all  like  one  another  as 

half-pence  are. 

In  both  places  the  Poet  alludes  to  the  old  Silver  Penny  which  had 
a  Creafe  running  Crojs-ivife  over  it,  fo  that  it  might  be  broke  into 
two  or  four  e^ual  pieces,  half- pence,  or  farthings,       Mr.  Theobald, 

C-4-:  Leon* 
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Leon.  O  my  lord,  wifdom  and  blood  combating  m 
fo  tender  a  body,,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood 
hath  the  vidory  ;  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  havejuft 
caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would,  Ihe  had  beflow'd  this  dotage  on  me ; 
I  would  have  dafft  all  other  refpeds,  and  made  her  half 
my  felf;:  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it ;.  and  hear  what 
he  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  thjnk  you  ? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks,  furely  llie  will  die  ;  for  fhe  fays,, 
fhe  will  die  if  he  love  her  not,  and  ihe  v.'ill  die  ere  fhe 
make  her  love  known  ;  and  fhe  v/ill  die  if  he  woo  her, 
rather  than  ihe  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accoftom'd 
croiTnefs. 

Fedra^  She  doth  well  j  if  fhe  fhould  raake  tender  of 
her  love,  'tis  very  poffible,  he'll  fcorn  it ;  for  the  man, 
as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  fpirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

Pedro.  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happinefs. 

Claud,   'Fore  God,  and,  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  fhew  fome  fparks  that  are 
like  wit. 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pedro.  AsEe^or,  laiTureyou;  and  in  the  managing 
of  quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife  ;  for  either  he  avoids 
them  with  great  dif@retion,  or  undertakes  them  with  a- 
chriftian-like  fear. 

Leon,  li  \\Q  dio  fear  God,  he  muft  neceifarily  keep 
peace  j  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a 
quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do,  "  for  the  man  doth  fear 
"  God,  howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large 
"  jefts  he  will  make."  Well,  I  am  forry  for  your 
Niece  i  ihall  we  go  feek  Bene  dicky  and  tell  him  of  her 
love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord  j  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counfel. 

Leou.  Nay,  that's  impofTible,  fhe  may  wear  her  heait 
out  firil:, 

Pedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
daughter ;  let  it  cool  the  wliile.     I  love  Bentdick  welt  l 

and 


Much  Ado  About  Nothi?jg.      ^"^ 

and  I  could  wifii  he  would  modeftly  examine  hlmfelfy 
to  fee  how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  (o  good  a  lady. 

Leo^.  My  Lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

C/aud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will 
never  trurt  my  expeftation.  [Jftde. 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fpread  for  her,  and 
that  muft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewomen  carry  j 
the  fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opinion  of  one  an- 
other's dotage,  and  no  fuch  matter ;  that's  the  Scene 
that  I  would  fee,  which  wiil  be  meerly  a  Dumb  Show ; 
let  us  fend  her  to  caB  him  to  dinner.     [^Jide.l  lExeunf, 

s  c  E  N  E  x: 

Benedick  ad'vances  from  the  Arbour. 

Bene.  "  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  was 
"  fadly  borne  ;  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero  i 
'^  they  feem  to  pity  the  lady  ;  it  feems,  her  afFedionp. 
*'  have  the  full  bent.  Love  me  !  why,  it  muR  be  re- 
^\  quited :  I  hear,  how  I  am  cenfur'd ;  they  fay,  I 
*'  v.'ill  bear  my  felf  proudly,  if  I  perceive  the  love  come 
**  ftom  her  ;  they  fay  too,  that  fhe  will  rather  die  than 

**  give  any  fign  of  affeftion. 1  did  never  think  to 

"  marry — -I  muft  not  feem  proud  ^ ^^^Ppy  ^^e  they 

'*  that  hear  their  detradions,  and  can  put  them  to  mend- 
**  ing  :  they  fay,'  the  lady-  is  fair;   'tis  a  truth,  I  can 

**"  bear  them  witnefs  :  and  virtuous  ;• .'tis  fo,  I  cati- 

*'  not  reprove  it :  and  v/ife,  but  for  loving  me by 

"  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit,  nor  no  great 
"  argument  of  her  folly  ;  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love 

"  with  her 1  may  chance  to  have  fome  odd  quirks 

"  and  remnants  of  wit  broken  on  me,  becaufe  I  have 
'*  rail'd  fo  long  againft  marriage  ;  but  doth  not  the  ap- 
"  petite  alter  ?  a  man  loves  the  meat  in-  his  youth,  that 
**  he  cannot  endure  in  his  age.  Shall  quipps  and  fen- 
"  fences,  and  thefe  paper-bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man 
"  from  the  career  of  his  humour  ?  no  :  the  world  muil 
*'  be  peopled.  When  I  faid,  I  would  die  abatchebr, 
"  1  did  not  think  I  ftiould-  live  'till  I  were  marry'd. 
"  Here  comes  Beatrice:  by  this  day,  Ihe's  a  fair  lady  ; 
**  I  do  fpy  fome  marks  of  love  in  her,'' 
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"Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Againft  my  will,  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than 
you  take  pains  to  thank  me ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I 
would  not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  melTage. 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal :  you  have  no 
i^omach,  Signior  ;  fare  you  well.  \Exit, 

Bene.  Ha  !  againjl  my  'will  I  am  fent  to  hid  you.  come" 

in  to  dinner : there's  a  double  meaning  in  that.     / 

/ooi  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than  you  took  pains  fo 

thank  me', that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that 

I  take  for  you  is  as  ealie  as  thanks.  If  I  do  not  take 
pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I 
am  a  Je'w ;  I  will  go  get  her  Pidure.  {Exit. 


ACT     III.        SCENE    I. 

Continues  in  the  Orchard, 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Urfiila. 

Uero,  f^  O  O  D  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour, 
\JJ  There  Ihalt  thou  find  my  Coufin  Beatrice^ 
Propofmg  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio  ; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell,  her,  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her ;  fay,  that  thou  overheard'ft  us ; 
And  bid  her  ileal  into  the  pleached  Bower, 

*  Where  honey-fuckles,  ripen'd  by  the  Sun, 

*  Forbid  the  Sun  to  enter  ;  like  to  Favourites, 

*  Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride 

«  Againft  that  power  that  bred  it :  there  will  Ihe  hide  her. 
To  liften  our  Purpofe ;  this  is  thy  office. 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 
Marg.  ni  make  her  come,  I  warrant  prefently.  [Exit.- 

Hero. 
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Hero.  Now,  Ur/uh,  v/hen  Beatrice  doth  come. 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down^ 
Our  Talk  rrmft  only  be  of  Benedick ; 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  Part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit,  ' 
My  Talk  to  thee  muft  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  Beatrice;  of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made,  / 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay  :  now  begin. 

jE«/^^r  Beatrice,  running  to^jjards  the  Arhour, 
For  look,  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Glofe  by  the  ground  to  hear  our  cdnierence. 

XJrfu.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  iifh 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  iilver  ftream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait  j 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice,  who  e'en  now 
Is  couched  in  the  Vvoodbine-cdverture  i 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  iofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it. — — 
No,  truly,  Urfula,  Ihe's  too  difdainful  i 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  ^  haggerds  of  the  rock. 

Urfu.  But  are  you  fure. 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  intirely  ? 

Hero.  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  new-trothed  lord. 

Urfu.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it.  Madam  ! 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  iti 
But  I  pei-fuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifh  him  wraftle  with  affeftion. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urfu.  Why  did  you  fo  ?  doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Deferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  fiiall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love  !  I  know,  he  doth  defene 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man : 
^ut  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  fluff  than  that  oi  Beatrice. 
Difdain  and  fcorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  tytz^ 

I  Wild  hawks,  Mr,  Tope, 
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Mif-prizing  what  they  look  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itfelf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  elle  feems  weak  ;  fhe  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  fhape  nor  projeft  of  afFedion, 
She  is  fo  felf-indeared. 

Vrfii    Sure,  I  think  fo  ; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  fne  make  fport  at  it. 

Hei-o.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth.     I  never  yet  faw  rnan^ 
How  v/ife,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  lite  would  fpell  him  backward  ;  *  if  fair-fac'd, 

*  She'd  fwear,  the  gentleman  Ihould  be  her  fifter ; 

*  ^  If  black,  why.  Nature,  drawing  of  an  antick, 
"'  Made  a  foul  blot ;  if  tall,  a  launce  ill-headed  ; 

*  ^  If  low,  an  aglet  very  vilely  cut ; 

^  If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds  j- 

*  Iffilent,  why  a  block  moved  with  none.' 
So  turns  fhe  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out. 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  That, 
Which  iimplenefs  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Urfu,   Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable-,. 
Hero.   No  ;  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  faftiions^. 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable. 

2.  If  black,  'lohy.  Nature,  draiving  of  an  antkk. 
Made  a  foul  blot ', — ]  The  antick  was  a  buffoon  character  In  the 
old  Englijh  farces,  with  z  blacked  face  and  a  patchioork  habit.  What 
I  would  obferve  from  hence  is,  that  the  name  of  antick  or  antique, ^ 
given  to  this  chavafter,  /hews  that  the  people  had  fome  traditional 
ideas  of  its  being  borrowed  from  the  ancient  mitnes,  who  are  thus  de- 
fcribed  by  Apuleius^  mimi  centunculo,  fuUgine  faciem  obduBi. 

3  If  lonv,  an  Agat  -very  wlely  cut ;]  But  why  an  agat,  if  low  ? 
For  what  likenefs  between  a  Ihtle  man  and  an  agat  ?  The  ancients, 
indeed,  ufed  this  ftone  to  cut  upon  5  but  very  exquifitely.  I  make 
no  queftion  but  the  poet  wrote  ; 

•   an  Aglet  'uery  'vilely  cut  ; 

An  aglet  was  the  tagg  of  thofe  points,  formerly  fo  much  in  fafhion, 
Thefe  taggswere  either  of  gold,  filver,  or  brafs,  according  to  the  qua- 
lity of  the  wearer  j  and  were  commonly  in  the  fhapeof  little  images  j 
or  at  leaft  had  a  head  cut  at  the  extremity.  The  French  call  them 
aiguillettes.  Maxeray,  fpeaking  of  Henry  Illd's  fbrrow  for  the 
death  of  the  princefs  of  Conti,  fays,~—f>ortant  tnemc  Jur  fes  aiguillettes 
de  petites  tetes  de  Mart.  And  as  a  tall  man  is  before  compar'd  to  a 
Lc^unce  ill-headed.-^  fo,  by  the  fame  figure,  a  Uttk  Man  is  very  aptly 
liken'd  to  an  Agkt  ill-cut. 

But 
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But  wHo  dare  tell  her  fo  ?  If  I  Ihould  fpeak. 
She'd  mock  me  into  air ;  O,  Ihe  would  laugh  me- 
Out  of  myfelf,  prefs  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire,,, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  walle  inwardly  ; 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks,.  ^ 

Which  is  as  bad  as  'tis  to  die  with  tickling. 

Urfu,  Yet  tell  her  of  it ;  hear  what  fhe  wilf  fay. 

Hero.   No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  paffion. 
And,  truly,  Pll  devife  fome  honeft  flanders 
To  ftain  my  Coufm  with  j  one  doth  not  know^ 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifbn  liking. 

Urfu.  O,  do  not  do  your  coufm  fuch  a  wrongs 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  fofwift  and  excellent  a  wit, 
As  fhe  is  priz'd  to  have)  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  Bemdick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudia. 

Urfu.  I  pray  yoii^  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam^ 
Speaking  my  fancy  u  Signior  Benedick,. 
For  {hape,  for  bearing,,  argument  and  valour. 
Goes  foremoft  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urfu.  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it- 
When  are  you  marry'd.  Madam? 

Hero.  Why^  every  day  j  to  morrow ;  come,  go  in, 
1*11  Ihew  thee  fome  attires,  and  have  thy  counfel 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furniOi  me  to  morrow. 

Urfu.  She's  lim'd,  I  warrant  you  i  we  have  caught 
her,.  Madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps  ; 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,,  Some  with  traps.    {Exe. 
Beatrice,  ad-vancing. 

Beat.  ^  What  fire  is  in  my  ears  ?  can  this  be  true  ? 
Stand  I  condemn'd  for  Pride  and  Scorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farewell  and  maiden  pride,  adieu.! 
No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 

And 
4  What  Jin  U  in  my  can .?— ■]   Alluding  to  a  proverbial  fay- 
ing 
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And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee  ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand ;  ' 
If  thou  doft  love,  thy  kindnefs  fhall  incite  the& 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay,  thou  doft  deferve  ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exit, 

S-  C  E  N  E    IT; 

LeonatoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick  and  heonzto. 
Pedro.'W  DO  but  ftay  'till  your  marriage  be  confum- 
X  mate,  and  then  go  1  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither,  my  lord,  if  you'll 
vouchfafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  That  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in' the  new 
glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  {hew  a  child  his  new  coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  with  Bene-' 
dick  for  his  company ;  for,  from  the  crown  of  his  head 
to  the  foale  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth ;  he  hath  twice 
or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow-ftring,  and  the  little  hangman 
dare  not  Ihoot  at  him ;  he  hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a 
bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper ;  for  what  his  heart 
thinks,  his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Be?ze.   Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks,  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,   he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love;  if  he  be 
fad,  he  wants  money. 

Bene.  1  have  the  tooth-ach. 

Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Eene.  Hang  it. 

Claud.  You  muft  hang  i(t  firft,  and  draw  it  after- 
v/ards. 

Pedro.   What  ?  figh  for  the  tooth  ach  ! 

Leon.  Which  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm. 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  can  mailer  a  grief  but  he  that 
has  it. 

in^  of  the  common  People;  that  their  ears  burn  when  others  are 
talking  of  them, 

Claud, 
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Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  "  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him, 
**  unlefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes, 
"  as  to  be  a  Dutch  man  to  day,  a  French  man  to  morrow  i 
*'  5  or  in  the  ihape  of  two  countries  at  once,^  a  German 
^  from  the  wafte  downward,  all  flops ;  and  a  Spaniard 
**  from  the  hip  upward,  no  doublet :"  Unlefs  he  have  a 
fancy  to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool 
for  fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there 
is  no  believing  oldfigns;  he  brulhes  his  hat  ©'mornings  i 
what  fliould  that  bode  ? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  manfeenhim  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  feen  with 
him  ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already 
ftuft  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by  the 
lofs  of  a  beard. 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  with  civet ;  can  you 
fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claude  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  youth's  in 
love. 

Pedro.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  waih  his  face  ? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf?  for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  fay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  hisjeftingfpirit,  which  is  now  crept 
into  a  lute-ftring,  and  now  govern'd  by  flops    '   ■"    ■ 

Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him.  Con- 
clude, he  is  in  love. 

Claud.   Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too:  I  warrant,  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions^  and  in  defpight 
of  all,  dies  for  him 

Pedro.   She  Ihall  be  bury'd  with  her  face  upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.  Old 
Signior,  walk  afide  with  me,  I  have  iludy'd  eight  or  nine 

J  Edit,   1600,  Mr,  Tope, 

wif« 
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wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you  which  thefe  iiobby-ht)rres 
mull  not  hear.  [^Exeunt  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrkg. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice  V2in^  then  the  two 
bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  meet.        ^ 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Don  John. 

^oij^.  My  Lord  and  Brother,  Godfaveyou. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  brother, 

yahn.  If  your  leifure  ferv'd,.  I  would  fpeak  v/ith  you. 

Pedro.   In  private  ? 

J^ohn.  If  it  pleafe  you ;  yet  Count  Claudia  may  hear; 
for,  >vhat  I  would  fpeak  of,  concerns  him. 

Pedro.  What's  the  matter  ?. 

John.  Means  your  lordfhip to  be  marry 'd  tomorrow? 

[To  Claudio. 

Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knov^s  what  I  know. 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dif- 
cover  it. 

John.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not ;  let  that  appear 
hereafter  j.  and  aim  better  at  me  by  That  I  now  will 
manifeft  ;  for  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you  well, 
and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  efFeft  your  enfuing 
marriage;  furely.  Suit  ill  fpent,  and  Labour  ill  be- 
flow'd  ! 

Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  drcumftances 
fhonen'd,  (forflie  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of)  the 
Lady  is  difloyal  ? 

Claud.  Who?  Hero? 

John.  Even  ihe  ;  Leonato^  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
man's  Hero. 

Claud.  Difloyal? 

John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nefs;  I  could  fay,  fhe  were  worfe  ;  think  you  of  awoffe 
title,  and  I  will  ft  her  to  it ;  wonder  not  'till  further 
warrant;  go  but  with  me  to  night,  you  lliall   fee- her 

chamber- 
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chamber-window  entered,  even  the  night  before  her 
wedding  day  j  if  you  love  her,  then  to  morrow  wed 
her;  but  it  would  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  yoar 
mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo? 

Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 

John.  If  you  dare  not  trufl  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know ;  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhew  you 
enough;  and  when  you  have  feen  more  and  heard, 
more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to  night  why  I  fhould  not 
marry  her  to  morrow  ;  in  the  Congregation,  where  I 
Ihould  v/ed,  there  will  I  Ihame  her. 

Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to- obtain  her,.  I  wiE 
join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  'till  you  are 
my  witneffes ;  bear  it  coldly  but  'till  night,  and  let.  the 
iffue  fhew  itfelf. 

Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned  \ 

Claud.  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting  f 

John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented ! 
So  you  will  fay,  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel. 

\Exeimtl 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  the  Street. 
EnterTyo^ei'ry  and  Verges,  <wzth  the  Watch* 
Dogb.    ARE  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

x\,     Verg.  Yea,   or  elfe  it.  were  pity  but  they 
ftiould  fuffer  falvation,.  body  and  foul. 

Dogb.  Nay^  that  were  a  puniftiment  too  good  for 
them,  \i  they  fhould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,, being 
chofen  for  the  Prince's  Watch. 

Verg.  Wellj  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb.  Firft,  who  think  you  the  moft  defartlefs  man 
to  be  conftable  ? 

1  Watch  Hugh  Oatecake,  Sir,  or  George  Seacole;  for 
they  can  write  and  read. 

bagb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacole:  God  hath 
bleft  you^  with  a  good  name  i  and  to  be  a  well-favour- d 

man 
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man  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes 
by  nature. 

2  Watch.  Both  which,  mailer  conflable  — -« 

Dogh.  You  have  :  I  knew,  it  would  be  your  anfwer. 
Well,  for  your  Favour,  Sir,  why,  give  God  thanks, . 
and  make  no  boaft  of  it ;  and  for  your  writing  and  read- 
ing, let  that  appear  when  there  is  ^  more  need  of  fuch 
vanity :  you  are  thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fenfelefs 
and  fit  man  for  the  Conitable  of  the  Watch,  therefore 
bear  you  the  lanthorn  -,  this  is  your  charge  :  you  ihall 
comprehend  all  vagrommenj  you  are  to  bid  any  man 
ftand,   in  the  Prince's  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  iiand? 

Dogb.  Why,  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him 
go  ;  and  prefently  call  the  reil  of  the  Watch  together, 
and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  Hand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is 
none  of  the  Prince's  Subjeds. 

Dogh,  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but 
the  Prince's  'Subjeils  :  you  fhall  alfo  make  no  noife  in 
the  ftreets;  for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is 
moft  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

2  Watch.  "  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk  j  we 
**  know  what  belongs  to  a  ¥/atch, 

Dogh,  "  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moll 
**  quiet  watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  fhould 
"  offend  ;  only  have  a  care  that  your  Bills  be  not  ftolen : 
**  well,  you  ai*e  to  call  at  all  the  ale-houfes,  and  bid 
5*  them  that  are  drunk  get  them  to  bed." 

2  Watch,  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogh.  Why  then  let  them  alone  'till  they  are  fober ; 
if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer,  you  may 
fay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  for. 

2  Watch.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogh.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpeft  him  by 
vertiie  of  your  office  to  be  no  true  man ;  and  for  fuch 
kind  of  men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them» 
why,  the  more  is  for  your  honefly. 

6  no  need  of  fuch  •vanity ;]  Dogberry  Is  only  abfurd,  not  abfolutely 
out  of  hx%  fenfes^     We  iihoulcJ  read  theveforcj  Mors  nttd. 

2  Watch. 
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2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  (hall  wc 
not  lay  hand?  on  him  ? 

Dogh,  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may  j  but^  I  think,, 
they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd :  the  moll  peacea- 
ble way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let  him 
iliew  himfelf  what  he  is,  and  ileal  out  of  your  company, 

Ferg.  You  have  been  always  cali'd  a  merciful  man. 
Partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will, 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honelly  in  him. 

Ferg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  mull 
call  to  the  nurfe  and  bid  her  ftili  it. 

2  Watch.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  nc^ 
hear  us  ? 

Bogb.  Why,  then  depart  in  Peace,  and  let  the  child 
wake  her  with  crying  :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  hear 
lier  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  calf  when  he 
bleats, 

Verg.  *Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  Charge :  you,  conftable, 
are  to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  perfon  y  if  you  meet  the. 
Prince  in  the  night,  you  may  ilay  him. 

Verg.  Nay,  birlady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  Ihillings  to  one  on't  with  any  man  that 
knows  the  Statues,  he  may  Hay  him  ;  marry,  not  with- 
out the  Prince  be  willing :  for,  indeed,  the  Watch 
ought  to  offend  no  man ;  and  it  is  an  offence  to  Hay  a 
man  againll  his  will. 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think,  it  be  fo. 

"Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  well,  mailers,  good  night  \  aa 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me;  keep 
your  fellows*  counfels  and  your  own,  and  good  night ; 
come,  neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  mailers,  we  hear  our  charge  ;  let  us 
go  fit  here  upon  the  church-bench  'till  two,  and  then  all 
to  bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours.  I  pray 
you,  watch  about  Signior  Leonato\  door,  for  the  Wed- 
ding being  there  to  morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to 
night;  adieu;  be  vigilant,  I  befeech  you. 

\Ex$unt  Dogberry  and  Verges. 
SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Enter  Borachio  and  ConradCo 

Bora.  What?   Conrade—-^ 

Watch.  Peace,   ftir  not.  \^Afide. 

Bora.   Conrade^    I  fay. 

Com-.  Here,  Man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora,  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd,  I  thought  there 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

Conr.  T  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  now 
forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  pent-houfe, 
foi  it  drizzles  rain,  and  I. will,  Hkea  true  drunkard,  ut- 
ter all  to  thee, 

Watch.  Some  Treafon,  Maflers ;  yet  fland  clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  'John 
a  thoufand  ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  pofTible  that  any  Villany  ihould  be  fo  dear  > 

Bora.  Thou  {hould!ll  rather  alk,  it  it  were  poflible 
7  any  villain  fhould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  v»^hen  rich  villains 
iiave  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price 
tiiey  will. 

Conr.    I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  Hiev/s,  ^  thou  art  unconfirm'd;  thou 
knowell,  that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a 
cloak  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Conr.   Yes,,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean  the  fafhion. 

Conr.  Tes,    the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bora.  Tufh,  I  may  as  well  fay,  che  fool's  the  fool  5 
but  fee'fl;  thou  not,  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion  is? 

Watch.  I  know  thzit  refor7nsd;  he  has  been  a  vife 
thief  thefefeven  years ;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a  gen- 
tleman :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.    Didft  thou  not  liear  ibme-body  ?  . 

Cmr^  No,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe.  . 

7  ^wj?  V I L  L  A  N  Y  poiild  be  Jo  rich  f]  The  fenfe  abfelutely  requires 
us,  to  read  VILLAIN. 
%  thou  art  un confirm^ d  \]  i.  e.  unpraftifed  in  the  ways  of  the  World. 

Bcrar 
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Bora.  Seeft  thoa  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fafnioii  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot- 
bloods  between  fourteen  and  iive  and  thirty,  fometimes, 
fafliioning  them  like  Pharao\  foldiers  in  the  reachy 
Painting;  fometimes,  like  the  God  BeV^  priefls  in  the 
old  church-window  ;  9  fometimes,  like  the  Ihaven  Her- 
cules in  the  fmirch  worm-eaten  tapeftry,  where  his  cod- 
piece feems  as  m.aflie  as  his  club. 

Conr.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee,  that  the  faihion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy 
felf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  hail  Ihifted  out 
of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither  J  but  know,  that  I  have  to 
rix^t^QQtdL  Margaret,  the  Lady  i^fr<?'s  Gentlewoman, 
by  the  name  of  Hero ;  Ihe  leans  me  out  at  her  miftrefs's 
chamber-window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night 
— I  tell  this  tak  vildly — I  fhould  iirft  tell  thee,  how  the 
Prince,  Claudhy  and  m.y  mailer,  planted  and  placed, 
and  poiTefTed  by  my  mailer  Don  Johity  faw  afar  ofi  in 
the  orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

Conr.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  Was  Hero  ? 

Bera.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudia  5 
but  the  devil  my  mailer  knew,  ihe  was  Margaret-,  and 

9  fometimes,  like  the  fha'ven  Hercules,  ©"c]  By  the  Jhamen  Her- 
cules is  meant  Samfon,  the  ufuai  fubjeft  of  old  tapeftry.  In  this  ri- 
<!icule  on  the  fafhion,  the  poet  has  not  unartfully  given  a  ftroke  at 
the  barbarousworkmanihip  of  the  comaion  Tapeftry  han^ngs,  then 
;fo  much  in  ufe.  The  fame  kind  of  raillery  Cer'uantes  has  employed 
on  the  like  occafion,  when  he  brings  his  knight  and  fquire  to  an  inn, 
■where  they  found  the  ftory  of  Dido  nn^j^neas  reprefented  in  bad  ta» 
peilry.  On  Sanco'z  feeing  the  tears  fall  from  the  eyes  of  theforfaken 
queen  as  big  as  walnuts,  he  hopes  that  when  their  atchievements  be- 
came the  general  fubjeft  for  thefe  fort  of  works,  that  fortune  will 

fend  them  a  better  artift. What  authorifed  the  poet  to  give  this 

n3^T(^t  to  Samfon,  was  the  folly  of  certain  chriftian  mythologifts,  who 
pretend  that  the  grecian  Hercules  was  the  jewi/h  Samfon.  The  rete- 
nue  of  our  author  is  to  be  commended :  The  fober  audience  of  that 
time  wouldhavebeen  offended  with  the  mention  of  a  venerable  name 
on  fo  light  an  occafion.  Sbakefpear'n  indeed  fometimes  licentious  in 
thefe  matters  :  But  to  do  him  juftice,  he  generally  feems  to  have  a 
fenfe  of  religion,  and  to  be  under  its  influence.  What  Pedro  fays  of 
Benedick,  in  this  comedy,  may  be  well  enough  applied  to  him.  The 
man  doth  fear  Gidy  however  it  feems  not  lobe  in  him  hy  feme  large  jsjfs 
he  •mlljnake, 

partly 
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partly  by  his  oaths,  which  firll  poffell  them,  partly  by 
the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by 
iny  villany,  which  did  confirm  any  llander  that  Don 
Johjt  had  made^  away  went  Claudlo  enraged ;  fwore, 
he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  appointed  next  morning 
a;t  the  Temple,  and  there  before  the  whole  Congrega- 
tion ihame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er  night,  and  fend 
her  home  again  without  a  hufband. 

1  Watch.  VVe  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  name,  iland. 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  conflable  j  we 
have  here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  lechery 
that  ever  was  known  in  the  common-wealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them  ',  I  know 
him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr.  Mailers,  mailers, 

2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Conr.  Mailers,-- 

I  Watch.  Never  fpeak  ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  Vv^ith  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  Commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  thefe  men's  bills. 

Conr.  A  comm.odity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you  : 
eome,  we'll  obey  you.  \^Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    VL 

Hero'^  Apa?'tment  in  Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  ^T'^OOD  Urfu/a,  wake  my   coufm  Bea frier, 
\J  and  deiire  her  to  rife. 

Urfu.  I  will,  lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urfu.   Well. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  Rebate  were 
better. 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Megy  Til  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it  s  not  fo  good ;  and  I  war- 
rant, your  coufm  will  fay  fo. 

Here» 
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(Hero,  My  coufiivs  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another.    i'U 
vwear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  nevV  tire  within  excellently,  if  the 
hair  were  a  thought  browner  1  and  your  gown's  a  moll 
rare  fafhion,  iYaith.  I  faw  the  Dutchefs  of  Milart^ 
-gown,  that  they  praife  fo. 

Bero*  O,  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  refpefl 
of  yours;  cloth  of  gold  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with  filver, 
.fet  with  pearls  downrfieeves,  lide-fieeves  and  fkirts, 
round  underborne  with  a  blueilh  tinfel ;  but  for  a  fine, 
queint,  graceful  and  excellent  fafhion,  yours  is  worth 
ten  oh't. 

Mere.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is 
-  exceeding  heavy ! 

Mar.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon  by  the  weight  of  a  man. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  afhani'd  ? 

Marg.  Of  v/hat,  lady  ?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ?  is 
not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar?  is  not  your  Lord 
honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  tiiink,  you  would  have 
:  jne  fay  (faving  your  reverence)  a  hufband.  If  bad  think- 
ing do  not  wreli  true  fpeaking,  I'll  offend  no  body;  is 
there  any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  Hufband  ?  none,  I 
think,  if  it  be  the  right  Hufband,  and  the  right  wife, 
ptherwife  'tis  light  and  not  heavy;  aOi  my  lady  Beatrice 
£l£e,  here  fhe  comes. 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Beatrice. 

^ero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

B^^it.   Good  morrow,  fweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now  ?  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fKrk  tune  ? 

Beat.  1  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us  into  Light  o'  lo've ;  that  goes  without 
a  burden ;  do  you  fmg  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yes,  Light  <?'  l(yve  with  your  heels ;  then  if 
your  hufband  have  ftables  enough,  yoa'll  look  he  fliall 
lack  no  barns. 

Marg^  O  illegitimate  conflrudion !  I  fcorn  that  v/ith 
«iy  heels. 

Beat. 
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Beat.  'Tis  almoft  five  o'clock,  coufin  ;  'tis  time  you 
were  ready:  by  my  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill  -^  hey  ho! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  a  hulband  ? 

Beat,  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.  Well,  if  you  be  not  '  turn'd  l^urky  there's 
no  more  failing  by  the  liar. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  €very  one  their 
heart's  defire ! 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  count  fent  me,  they  are  an 
excellent  perfume. 

Beat.   I  am  fliifft,  coufm,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  andftuiFt!  there's  goodly  catching 
of  cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me,  God  help  me,  hov/  long 
have  you  profeft  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fmce  you  left  it ;  doth  not  my  wit  be- 
come me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  iiot  feen  enough,  you  ftiould  wear  it  in 
your  cap.     By  my  troth,  I  am  fick. 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftill'd  Car  duns  Bene- 
diilusyZxA  lay  it  to  your  heart ;  it  is  the  only  thing  for 
a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiftle. 

Beat.  BenediSlus  ?  why  BenediSlus  ?  you  have  fome 
moral  in  this  Benedidus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  trcth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaniHg,  I  meant  plain  holy -thiftle:  you  may  think, 
perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love  ;  nay,  birlady, 
I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift  \  nor  I  lift  not 
to  think  what  I  can  \  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I 
would  think  ray  heart  out  with  thinking,  that  you  are 
in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can 
be  in  love  :  yet  Benedick  was  fuch  another,  and  now  is 
he  become  a  man ;  he  fwore,  he  would  never  marry  ; 
and  yet  now,  in  defpight  of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat 
without  grudging ;  and  how  you  may  be  converted, 
I  know  not ;  but,  methinks,  you  look  with  your  eyes 
as  other  women  do. 

I  turtCd  Turk,']  \.  q,  taken  captive  by  Love,  and  turn'd  a  iR-ene- 
gado  to  his  religion,  *■ 

Beat, 
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Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.   Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Urfu.  Madam,  withdraw;  the  Prince,  the  Count, 
Signior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  galants  of  the 
town  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Urfula,  \_Exemf, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Another  Apartment  in  LeonatoV  Houfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  fwith  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Leon.'WTYiA'V  would  you  with  me,  honefl  neigh- 
VV    bour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence 
with  you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for,  you  fee,  'tis  a  bufy 
time  with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  is.  Sir. 

Verg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,   my  good  friends  P 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  Sir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the 
matter ;  an  old  man.  Sir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt, ' 
as,  God  help,  I  would  delire  they  were ;  but,  in  faith, 
as  honeil  as  the  Ikin  between  his  brows. 

Verg.  ''  Yes,  I  thank  God,  ^  I  am  as  honeft  as  any 
'■^  man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter 
* '  than  I. 

Dogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous  ;  palabras,  neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon.   Neighbours,    you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleafes  your  worfhip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are 

•2.  I  am  as  hcnejl  as  any  man  limng,  that  is  an  old  m&n,  and  no'  h»- 
nefter  than  /.] There  is  much  humour,  and  extreme  good  itniz  under 
the  cover  of  this  blundering  expreffion.  It  is  a  fly  iniinuation  that 
length  of  y-3ars,  and  the  being  much  hccknied  in  theivays  of  men,  as 
Sbakefpcar  exprefles  it,  take  off  the  glofs  of  virtue,  and  bring  much 
defilement  on  the  manners.  For  as  a  great  wit  fays,  7'cuth  isthe  fea- 
fon  of  Virtue :  corrupticns  groiv  ivitb  yian,  and  I  believe  the  oldejl 
Rogue  in  Enccland  is  the  greateft. 

Vol.  II.  D  the 


JO     Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 

,the  poor  Duke's  officers.;, but,  truly,  for  mine  own 
part,  if  I  were  -as  tedious  as  a  King,  -I  cojul'd  find  in  my 
heart  to  bellow  it  all  of  your  worlliip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me,   ha  ? 

Dogh.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thoufand  tinaes  more  than 
|tis,  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  worihip  as 
of  any  man  in  the  city  ;  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor  man, 
I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

.Fergn  And  fo  am  I. 

f.eon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to  night,  excepting 
-your  worfhip's  prefence,  hath  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  ar- 
rant knaves  as  any  in  MeJJina. 

Dogb.  "  A  good  old  man.  Sir ;  he  will  be  talking, 
**  as  they  fay ;  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out ;  Go^ 
"help  us,  it  is  a  world  to  fee:  well  faid,  i'faith, 
"  neighbour  Verges,  .well,  he's  a  good  man  j  an  two 
"  men  ride  an  horfe,  one  mud  ride  behind  j  an  honeft 
"foul,  i'faith.  Sir,  by  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke 
"  bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worihipp'd ;  all  men  are 
"  not  alike,  alaSj   good  neighbour  j" 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  fiiort  of  you. 

Dogb.  Gifts,   that  3od  gives. 

,/^«.  I  mull  leave  you, 

Dogb.  One  V/prd,  Sir ;  our  Watch  have,  indeed, 
comprehended  two  aufpicio^as  perfons ;  and  we  would 
have  them  this  morning  examin'd  before  your  worihip. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  yourfeif,  and  bring  it 
jne  ;  I  am  now  in  great  haice,   as  ,jnay  appear  unto  you, 

Dogb.  It  Ihall  be  fuffigance, 

Leon,  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go :  fare  you  well. 

Enter   a  Mejjenger. 

MeJ".  My  lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give^ypur  daugh- 
ter to  her  hufband. 

I^eon.   ril  wait  upon  them.  I  am  ready.   [£*•- Leon. 
Dogb.   Go,  good  Partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis  Sea^ 
coki   bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  jail ;  wc 
are  now  to  examine  thofe  men. 
/Vr^-.   And  we  mull  do  it  wifely. 
Dupb.  *'  Wcwill  fpare  for  ao  wit,  I  warrant;  here's 

"  That 
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**  That  fliall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  noncome."  On- 
ly get  the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  excommuni- 
cation,   and  meet  me  at  the  Jail.  \_Exeunt. 

A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A    €  H  U  R  C  H. 

EnUr  D.  Pedro,  D.  John,  Leonato,    Friar,   Claudio, 
Benedick,  Hero,  ^«f/ Beatrice. 

Leon.f^OyiYj,    {risiv  Francis^   be  brief,  only  to  the 
V->  plain  form  of  marriage,  and  you  fhall  re- 
count their  particular  duties  afterwards. 

Friar.  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this 
Lady; 

C/aud,    No. 

Leon.  To  be  marry'd  to  her,  friar j  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Frtar.  Lady,  you  QDme  hither  to  l)e  marry'd  to  this 
Count  ? 

Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impedi- 
ment why  you  fhould  not  be  conjoin' d,  I  charge  you 
on  your  fouls  to  utter  it. 

Claud.   Know  you  any.    Hero  ? 

Hero.  None,  my  Lord. 

Friar.  Know  you  any.  Count? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 

Claud.  O  what  men  dare  do !  what  men  may  do ! 
what  men  daily  do  !  not  knowing  what  they  do  ! 

Bene.  How  now !  Interje6lions  >  why,  then  fome 
be  of  laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he  f 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar :  father,  by  your  leave ; 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,    u  hofe 
worth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 

D    3  Tedrs, 
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Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefe  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankful- 
nefs : 
There,  i^<7««/(7,  take  her  back  again; 
.Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend. 
She's  but  the  fign  and  fernblance  of  her  honour  j 
Behold,    how  like  a  maid  fhe  blufhes  here  ! 
O,  what  authority  and  fhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fm  cover  itfelf  withal ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modeft  evidence. 
To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  would  you  not  fwear. 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  maid. 
By  thefe  exterior  Ihews  ?  but  fne  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  ; 
^Jier  blufh  is  guiltinefs,  not  modefty. 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 

Claud.   Not  to  be  marry'd, 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  Wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  approof 
Have  vanquifh'd  the  refiftance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity- — ^ 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  v/ould  fay:    if  I  have 
known  her, 
'You'll  fay  Ihe  did  embrace  me  as  a  hufband, 
A.nd  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  fm. 
No,   LeonafOy 

I  never  tempted  her  Vvith  v/ord  too  large ; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  filler,  fhew'd 
Balhful  fincerity,  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  And  feem'd  J  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  Seeming !    - 1  will  write  againil  it| 
You  feem  to  m.e  as  X>ian  in  her  orb. 
As  challe  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown: 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,   or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

He-ro.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fo  wide  ? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you? 

ivill  write  againji   it ;]  What?    a  libel  ?  no.ircnfc. 


■WeniCuiJ  rcad^   I%uifl  R  a  t£  agalrjl  tt ^  i.  e.  rs'l  or  xty'iit. 
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Pedro.  What  fiiould  I  fpeak  ? 
I  ftand  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.   Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  aretruei 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  Nuptial. 

Hero.  True!  O  God  I 

Claud.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  Prince  ?  Is  this  the  Prince's  Brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero\  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo  j  but  what  of  this,  my  lord  t 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your  daughter,  - 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kind'iy  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,   as  thou  art  my  childr 

Hero,  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet! 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  yO'U  this  ? 

Claud.   To  make  yovi  anfwer  truly  to  your  name<r 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  P  who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud    Marry,  that  can  Hero', 
Hero  her  felf  can  blot  out  Hero''s  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yefternight 
Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Nov/,  if  you  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lord, 

Pedro.  Why,  then  you  are  no  maiden.     Leonato^  - 
I  am  forry,  you  muft  hear  ;  upon  mine  Honour, 
My  felf,  my  Brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  herj  at  that  hour  laft  night 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber-window ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  ^  like  an  illiberal  villain, 
Gonfefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  fie,  they  arc  not  to  be  nam'd,  my  Lord^  - 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of ; 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language. 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them  :  thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgovernment. 

a  moj}  like  a  liberal  villain,']     We  ihould  read,  like  an  it- 
iiBXRAL  villain, 
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Claud.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been>. 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair  f  farewel-: 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity  f 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eyelids  fhall  Conjecture  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm ; 
And  never  fhali  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me? 

B^eaf.  Why,  how  now,  Coulin,  wherefore  fmk  you 
down  ? 

John.  Come,  let  us  go ;  thefe  things,  come  thus  to 
light. 
Smother  her  spirits  up. 

[Exeunt  D.  Pedro,  D.  John  and  Claude 

SCENE    II. 

Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  I  think ;  help,  uncle.  ^  ■ 

Hero!  why.  Hero!   uncle!    Siginor  Benedick  !    friar! 

Leon.  O  fate !  take  not  avv^ay  thy  heavy  hand  » 
Deatli  is  the  fairell  cover  for  her  Ihame,, 
T\\2.t  may  be  wifh'd  for. 

B'^at.  How  now,   coufin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort.  Lady. 

Leon-..  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea,  wherefore  Ihould  fhe  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  why,  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 
Cry  ftiame  upon  her  ?  could  {he  here  deny 
The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live.  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 
JFor  did  I  think,  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  I,  thy  fpirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  fhames. 
My  felf  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproaches 
Strike  at  thy  life.     ^  Griev-'d  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 

Chid 


3  .■  Gr/^-'V  /,  I  had  but  one  ? 

Chid  I  for  That  at  fmgal  nature's  F  R  A  M  i:  T 
Vve  one  too  much  hy  thee. — — -]  The  meaning  of  tlie  fecond 

line 
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Chid  I  fof  That  at  frugal  nature's  'fraine? 
IVe  one  too  much  by  thee.     Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand,'- 
Took  up  a  beggar's  iffue  at  my  gates  ? 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,   no  part  of  it  is  mine  ; 
This  fliame  derives  it  felf  from  unknown  loins  : 
4-  But  mine,  as  mine  I  lov'd,  as  mine  I  prais'd. 
As  milfie  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much. 
That  I  my  felf  was  to  my  fclf  notinine. 

Valuing  of  her  I  why,  ihe, O,  j(he  is  fallV- 

Into  a  pit  of  ink,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  waih  her  clean  again  ;  - 
And  fait  too  little,  which  may  feafon  give- 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefli ! 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient ; 
For  my  part,  I  am  fo  attir'd  in  wonder/- 
I  know  not  what  to  fay.- 

Beat,  O,  on  my  foul;  my  Coulin  is  belyM. 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night  ?  ' 

Beat.   No,  truly,  not ;  altho'  until  laft  night 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellov/. 

Leon.   Confirm'd,  coniirmM  !    O,  That  is  ftronger 
ma;de, 

line  according  to  the  prefcnt  reading, 'ie  th.\s,Chid  I  at  frugal  nature 
that  Jhe  fert  me  a  p;irl  and  not  a  boy  ?  But  this  is  not  what  he  chid 
nature  for  ;  if  he  himfelf  may  be  believed,  it  was  becaufe  fhe  hzS 
given  him  hut  one :  and  in  that  he  owns  he  did  foolifhly,  for  he  now 
iiads  he  had  one  too  muih.  He  called  her  /ruga/,  therefore,  in  giving 
him  but  one  child.  (For  to  call  her  fo  becaufc  fhe  chofe  to  fend  a  girly- 
TOtherthan  a  boy,  would  be  ridiculous)  So  that  we  mull  certainly  read,  ' 
Chiii  J  for  this  at  frugal  nature's  'fraine,  i.e.  refraine,  or 
keeping  hack  her  furtbtr  fa'vctirs,  ftoffing  her  hand,  cs  ivefay,  ivhen 
Jht  had  given  him  one.  But  t)ie  Oxford  Editor  has,  in  his  ufual  way,  - 
improved  this  amendment,  by  fubllituting  handiox  ''frains, 
4.  But  mir.e^    and  mine  I Jvv'di   and  mine  I prais'd, 

AND   mine   that   I  ^as  proud  en ]   The  fenfa  requires  that 

^e  I'hculd  read,  as  in  thefa  three  plares.  The  reafoning  of  the 
fccriker  ftands  thus, — Had  this  lem  my  adopted  child,  this  pame 
'.iSidd  net  hanie  rebounded  en  me.  Eat  this  child  'svas  rrA^ie,  a s  wine  I 
k-Ded  her,  praifed  her,  ivas  proud  of  her :  conjequer.tly ,  as  I  claimed 
the  glery  Imufi  needs  hefnbjeffedto  thefharue.  Sec. 

I>  4  .  Which 
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Which  was  before  barrM  up  with  ribs  of  iron. 
Would  the  two  Princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
,Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that,  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs,, 
Wafh'd  it  with  tears  ?  hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 

Friar.   Hear  me  a  little. 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long. 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune, 
Ey  noting  of  the  lady.     I  have  marked 
A  thoufand  blufning  apparitions 
To  fiart  into  her  face  j  a  thoufand  innocent  Ihamcs^ 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofs  blufhes ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire, 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth.     Call  me  a  fool,. 
Truil  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations. 
Which  with  experimental  feal  do  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book;  trufi  not  my  age, 
.My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  fweet  lady  lie  net  guiltlefs  here 
Under  feme  biting  error. 

Leon,  Friar,  it  cannot  be  i 
Thou  feeft,  that  all  the  grace,  that  fhe  hath  left,. 
Js,  that  ilie  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fm  of  perjury  J  fhe  not  denies  it : 
"Wiiy  feek'll  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe 
That,  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

i'  Friar.   Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 

Bero.  They  know,  that  do  accufe  me  j  I  know  none :. 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 

5  Friar.  Lady^  ivhat  man  is  he  you  are  accujed  off]  The  friar  had 
juft  before  boaftcd  his  great  ftill  in  fifhing  out  the  truth.  And  in- 
deed, he  appears,  by  this  queftion,  to  be  no  fool.  He  was  by,  all 
the  while  at  the  accufation,  and  heard  no  names  mentioned.  Why- 
then  ftould  he  afk  her  what  man  ihe  was  accufed  of?  But  in  this  lay 
the  fubtilty  of  his  examination.  For  had  Hero  been  guilty,  it  was 
very  probaHe  that,  in  that  hurry  and  confufion  of  fpirits,  into  which 
the  terrible  infult  of  her  lover  had  thrown  her,  fhe  would  never 
have  obierved  that  the  man's  name  was  not  mentioned  j  and  fo,  on 
this  qucftion,  have  betrayed  herfelf  by  naming  the  perfon  fhe  was 
confcioiis  of  an  affair  wiih.  The  friar  obferved  this,  and  fo  con- 
cluded, that  were  ihe  guilty  fhe  would  probably  fall  into  the  trap  he 
laid  for  her.  —  I  only  take  notice  of  this  to  fliew  how  admirably  well 
Shake  [pear  knew  how  tc  fuftdn  his  characters. 

Than. 
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Than  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant. 
Let  all  my  fms  lack  mercy  !  O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yefternight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refiife  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fome  Urange  mifprifion  in  the  Princes. 
Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour. 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mif-led  in  this. 
The  Pradice  of  it  lives  in  Johri  the  baftard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leon.  I  know  not:    iftheyfpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  fhall  tear  her ;  if  they  wrong  her  honour^  -- 
The  proudefl  of  them  fhall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry'd  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention. 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means,  ^ 
Nor  my  bad  life  'reft  me  fo  much  of  friends. 
But  they  fnali  f  nd  awak'd,  in  fuch  a  kind. 
Both  flrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mindj^- 
Ability  in  meanSy  and  choice  of  friends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Paufe  awhile. 
And  let  my  counfel  fvvay  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princes  left  for  dead  ; 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in. 

And  publiih  it,  that  fhe  is  dead,  indeed  : 

Maintain  a  mourning  oilentation. 

And  on  your  family's  old  Monument 

Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 

That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.  What  lliall  become  of  this  ?  what  will  this  ^b^  ^ 
Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carry'd,  ftiall  on  her  behalf 

Change  jlander  to  remorfe ;  that  is  fome  good : 

But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe. 

But  on  this  travel  look  for  greater  birth : 

She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintained,- 

Upon  the  inftant  that  fhe  was  accus'd 

Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd, 

Of  every  hearer  *.  for  it  fo  falls  out. 

That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 
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Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lackM  and  loft. 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  ;  then  we  find 
The  virtue  that  pofTeflion  would  not  fhew  us 
Whilft  it  was  ours ;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudie  : 

*  When  he  ihall  hear  Ihe  dy'd  upon  his  words, 

*  Th'  Idea  of  her  Life  fhall  fweetly  creep 
'  Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

*  And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

*  Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  habit ; 

*  More  moving^  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

*  Into  the  eye  and  profpeft  of  his  foul, 

*  Than  when  fhe  liv'd  indeed.'     Then  Ihall  he  mourn. 
If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver. 

And  wi{h,  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her ;. 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true : 

-Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not,  but  fuceefs^ 

Will  falhion  the  event  in  better  fhape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  Aim  but  this  be  levellM  falfe. 

The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 

And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her. 

As  bell  befits  her  wounded  reputation. 

In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene,  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advife  you : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardnefs  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudia, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this. 
As  fecretly  andjuftly  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leotr,  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief. 
The  fmallefl;  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  'Tis  well  confented,  prefently  away  ; 

For  to  ftrange  fores,  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the  cure* 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live;  this  wedding  day. 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolong'd :    have  patience  and  en* 
dure.  [Exeunt, 

♦SCENE 
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Manent  Benedick  and  Beatrice*  " 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  I 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 

Bene,  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat,  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely.  ^    . 

Bene.  Surely,    I   do    believe,    your   fair   coufin  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat.  Ah,  ho^A^mueh  might  the  man  deferve  of  me, 
that  would  right  her  ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  {he\V  fuch  fHendfhlp  ? 

Beat,  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 

Beat.  It  is  a  man's  ofHce,   but  not  yours; 

Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you  % 
is  not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not ;  it  were  a? 
pcffible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you  ; 
but  believe^me  not;  and  yet  I  lye  not;  I  confefs  no 
thing,   nor  I  deny  nothing.     I  am  forry  for  my  coufm: 

Bene.  By  my  fvvord,   Beatrice^  thou  iov'ft  me. 

Beat.  Do  not  fvvear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me  \  and  I 
will  make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  1  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene.  With  no  fauce  that  can  be-deviiM  to  it ;  I  pro- 
teil,  I  love  thee. 

6  SCENE  III.]  The  poet,  in  my  opinion,  has  iliewn  a  gvort 
deal  of  addlt-efs  iri  tnis  iccne.  Beatyicilx^xo;  engages  lier  lover  ro  vs- 
venge  the  injury  done  her  coufin  Hero  :  And  without  this  very  ni- 
tural  incident,  confidenng  the  charafter  of  Beatrice,  and  that  the  il'.)- 
ry  of  her  pafimn  for  Benedick  was  all  a  fable,  ihe  could  iiev'er  h.ave 
been  eafily  or  naturally  brought  to  confefs  fhe  loved  him,  notwrlli  • 
■ftanding  all  the  foregoing  preparation..  And  yet,  on  this  confeiTion- 
in  this  very  place,  depended  the  whole  fuccefs  of  the  plot  upon  li-x 
and  Benediek,  For  had  ihe  not  owned  her  love  here,  {hey  mu:i 
have  foon  found  cut  the  trick,  and  then  the  defign  of  bringing  them 
together  had  been  defeated  j  and  fhe  would  never  have  owned 'a  paU 
fion  fhe  had  been  only  tricked  into,  had  not  iier  defire  of  icvtne'xijj 
her  ccufin's  wrong  mads  ber  drop  kercaprkious  humour  at  once. 

Beat. 
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^eaf.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me. 

Be^e.  Whatoiience,  {weet  Beatrice  P 

Beat.  You  have  ftayM  me  in  a  happy  hour  j  I  was 
about  to  proteft,  I  lovM  you. 

Be;ie.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that, 
noiie  is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.   Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claiidio. 

Bene.  Ha!  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny;  farewel. 

Bejie.  Tarry,   fweet  Beatrice, 

Beat.  1  am  gone,  tho'  I  am  here ;  there  is  no  love 
In  you  ;  nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.   Beatrice,  •    ' 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We^l  be  friends  frrft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eaiier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain, 
that  hath  flander'd,  fcorn'd,  difhonour'd  my  kinfwo- 
man  !  O,  that  I  were  a  man  !  what  \  bear  Ker  in  hand 
until  they  come  to  take  hands,  and  then  with  publick 

accufation,  uncovered  flander,  unmitigated  rancour 

O  God,  that  I  were  a  man  !  I  would,  eat  his  heart  in 
the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?  —  a 
proper  faying  ! 

Bene.   Nay,  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sv/eet  Hero  !  ihe  is  wrongM,  fhe  is  flander'd, 
i!ie  is  undone. 

Bene.   Beat. 

Beat.  Princes  and  Counts !  furely,  a  princely  teftf- 
mony,  a  goodly  count-comfeft,  a  fweet  galant,  furely! 
O  that  I  v/ere  a  man  for  his  fake !  Or  that  I  had  any 
friend  v^fould  be  a  man  for  my  fake!  but  manhood  is  melt- 
ed into  courteiies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men  are 
only  turn'd  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too  ;  he  is  now 
as  valiant  as  Hercules^  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  fwears 

it: 
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it :  I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wiihing,  therefore  I  will 
die  a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice',  by  this  hand,  I  love 
thee. 

Beat.  \](e  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwear- 
ing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  Count  Claiidio 
hath  wrong'd  Hero  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  fouL 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engag'd  ;  I  will  challenge  him, 
I  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  ;  by  this  hand, 
Claudia  fhali  render  me  a  dear  account  ^  as  you  hear  of 
me,  fo  think"  of  me  ;  go  comfort  your  coufm  ;  I  mufl 
fay,  Ihc  is  dead,  and  fo  farewel.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Changes  to  a  Prifon, 

Enter  Dogberry,    Verges,     Boi-achio,    Conrade,     the 

Toivn-Clerk  and  Sexton  in  Gonvns. 
To.  CI.  I  S  our  whole  diffembly  appear'd  ? 

\  Dogb.  O,  a  ftool  and  a  cufhion  for  the  fexton ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefadors  ? 

Ferg.   Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  Partner. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition 
to  examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
examin'd  ?  let  them  come  before  matter  conftable. 

To.  CI.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me ; 
what  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.    Borachio. 

To,  CI.  Pray,  write  down,  Borachio.  Yours,  Sirrah  ? 

Conr.  I  am  a  gentleman.  Sir,  and  my  name  is 
Conrade. 

To.  CI.  Write  down,  mailer  gentleman  Conrade  j 
mafters,  do  you  ferve  God  ? 

Bothi.  Yea,  Sir,  we  hope. 

To.  CI.  Writedown,  that  they  hope  they  ferve  God : 
and  write  God  firft  :  for  God  defend,  but  God  iliould 
go  before  fuch  villains.  —  Mafters,  it  is  proved  already 
that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves,  and  it  will 

go 
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go  near  to  be  thought  fo  fliortly ;  how  anfwer  you  for  ^ 
yourfelves  ? 

Co/ir.     Marry,  Sirs,  we  fay,  we  are  none. 

To  CI.  "A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  affure  ycu^ 
'"'  but  I  will  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hither, 
'^  firrah,  a  word  in  your  ear.  Sir ;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is 
*'  thought  you  are  both:  falfe  knaves." 

Bcra.   Sir,   I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

r^,  C/.  "  Wen,  fland  afide;  'fore  God,  they  are 
"  both  in  a  tale ;  have  you  writ  down,  that  they  are 
"  none  ? 

$sxton.  Mafter  town-clerk,  yo'a  go  not  the  way  to 
examine,  you  mull  call  the  watch  that  are  their  accu- 
fers. 

To.  CI.  Yea,  marr}%  that's  the  defteft  way,  let  the 
Watch  come  forth  r    Matters,    I  charge  yau  in  the  < 
Prince's  name  accufe  thefe  men.  H 

Enter   Watchmen. 

1  Watch.  This  man  faid.  Sir,  that  Don  John  the 
Prince's  brother  was  a  villain- 

To.  CI.  Write  do^^m.  Prince  John  a  villain ;  why 
this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother  villain. 

Bora.  Mafter  town-clerk 

To.  CL  Pray  thee,  fellow.  Peace;  I  do  not  like  thy 
look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ^ 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thoufrnd 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accufmg  the  lady  Here  wrong- 
fully. 

To.  CI.  Flati)urglary,  as  ever  v/as  committed. 
Dogb.  Yea,   by  th'  mafs,   that  it  is. 
Sexton,  What  elfe,  fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upofi 
his  words,  to  difgrace  Uero  before  the  whole  afliembly, 
and  not  marry  her. 

To.  CL  O  villain !   thou  wilt  be  condemn  d  into  e- 
verlafting  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 

2  Watch^.  This  is  all. 

Ssxt2f'..  And  this  is  more,    makers,  than  you  can 

deny. 
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deny.  Prince  Johi  is  this,  morning  fecretly  ftoPn  a* 
way  ;  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accus'd,  and  in  this  ve- 
ry manner  refus'd,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fuddenly 
dy'd.  Mafter  Conftable,  let  thefe  men  be  bound  and 
brought  to  Leanato  ;  I  will  go  before,  and  fhew  him 
their  examination. 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd. 

7  Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  hajid.  [-£',r//, 

CQ7ir.  Off,   Coxcomb  ! 

Dogh.  God's  my  life,  where's  the  Sexton  ?  let  him 
write  down  the  Prince's  officer  Coxcomb :  come,  bind 
them,  thou  naughty  varlet. 

Conr.  Away  I  you  are  an  afs,   you  are  an  afs. 

Dogb.  Doll  thou  not  fuTpeft  my  place  ?  doft  then  not 
fufped  my  years  ?  O,  that  he  were  here  to  write  me 
down  an  afs !  but,  mafters,  remember,  that  I  am  an  afs ; 
though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I 
am  an  afs  ;  no,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as 
Ihall  be  prov'd  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs;    "  I  am  a 

7  Sexton.  Let  them  he  in  the  hards  of  Coxconib.'\  So  the  Editions. 
Mr.  T^eo^dA/gives  thewordsto  Co«r^</^,  and- fa y^,  But  ivbythe  SeX' 
ton  Jhould  be  fo  pert  upon  hit  Brother  Officers,  there  feems  no  reajon  from 
any  ftiperior  quaiificatiom  in  him  j  or  anyfufpicion  he  penvs  of  ks(nving 
their  ignorance.  This  is  ftrange.  The  Sexton  throughout  /hews  as 
good  feni'e  in  th.lr  Examination  as  any  Judge  upon  the  bench  could 
do.  And  as  to  bis  fujpicion  of  their  ignorance,  he  tells  the  Town- 
clerk  That  be  goes  net  the  ivay  to  examine.  The  meannefs  of  his 
name  hindered  our  Editor  from  feeing  the  goodnefs  of  his  Senfe.  But 
this  Sexton  was  an  Eccleliaftic  of  one  of  the  inferior  Orders  called  the 
Sacrifian,  and  jiot  a  Brother  Officer,  as  the  Editor  calls  him.  I  fap- 
pofe  the  book  from  whence  the  Poet  took  his  fubje£l  was  fome  old 
Englifh  novel  tranflated  from  the  Italian,  where  the  word  Sagrijiano 
was  t^adered  Sexton.     As  in  Fairfax'' b  Godfrey  of  Boulogne  j 

When  Phcebus  next  unchs'd  his  luakeful  eye. 

Up  rofe  /^e  Se  XT  ON  of  that  place  prophane. 
The  pafiage  then  in  queftion  is  to  be  read  thus. 

Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  band.  \^Exit. 

Conr.  Off,  Coxcomb! 
Dogberry  would  have  them  pinion'd.  The  Sextcn  fays,  it  was  fuf- 
ficient  if  they  were  kept  in  fafe  cuftody,  and  then  goes  out.  When 
one  of  the  watchmen  comes  up  to  bind  them,  Conrade  fays,  Off, 
Coxcomb  J  as  he  fays  afterwards  to  the  Conftable,  Aivay  !  you  are  an 
iJp.— But  the  Editor  adds.  The  old  Sittarto  gave  methefrfl  umbrage 
for  placing  it  to  Conrade.  What  thefe  words  mean  I  don't  know: 
But  I  fufpcft  the  »ld Quarto  divides  the  paffage  as  1  have  done. 

•*  wife 
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*•'  wife  fellow,  and  which  is  more,  an  officer  j  and 
"  which  is  more,  an  houfholder  ;  and  which  is  more, 
«  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flelh  as  any  in  MeJ[Jinay  and  one 
"  that  knows  the  law ;  go  to,  and  a  rich  fellow  enough  ; 
"  go  to,  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had  lofTes ;  and  one  that 
"hath  two  gowns,  and  everything  handfome  about 
"  him ;  Bring  him  away ;  O,  that  I  had  been  writ 
*^'  down  an  afs  !  \_Exeunt. 


AC  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Before  Leonato'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Anthonio. 

^«/."T  F  you  go  on  thus,  you  wiU  kill  yourfelf  1 - 
J_  And  'tis  not  wifdom  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Againft  youfelf. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel. 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  proiitlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve  ;  give  not  me  counfel, 
Nor  let  no  Comforter  del.ght  mine  ear. 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuite  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lov'd   his  child, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  overwhelm'd  like  mine. 
And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience ; 
Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine^. 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  Itrain  for  ftrain : 
As  thus  for  thus,    and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch. 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  fhape  and  form. 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his  beard, 
[a)  And  forrow  waive  ;  cry,  hem !  when  he  fhould  groans 

*  Patch  grief  with  proverbs ;  make  misfortune  drunk 

*  With  candle-wafters  j  bring  him  yet  to  me, 

*  And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 

*  But  there  is  no  fuch  man;  for,  brother,  men 

*  Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 

*  Whicli  they  themfelves  not  feel ;  but  tailing  it, 

(a)  Ani  Sorrov}  wai've-}']  Oxf,    Editor.^VuIg.   Aid  jtrrczv 

*  Their 
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*  Their  counfel  turns  to  palTion,  which  before 

*  Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage  j 

*  Fetter  Ilrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread  j 

'  Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words. 
'  No,  no ;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  fpeak  patience 

*  To  thofe,  that  wring  under  the  load  of  forrow ;, 

*  But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency,. 

*  To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  ihall  endure 

*  The  like  himfelf;  therefore  give  me  no  counfel ; 
'  My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 

A/if.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 
Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace ;  I  will  be  flelh  and  blood  i 

*  For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher, 

*  That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently  j 

*  ^  However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  Gods, 
'  *  And  made  a  pifh  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

A»t.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfelf : 
Make  thofe,  that  do  offend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon ;  nay,  I  will  do  fo. 
My  foul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  bely'd ; 
And  that  Ihall  Claudia  know,  fo  Ihall  the  Prince  i 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  Claudio, 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Claudio  haflil^^ 
Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den, 
Claud,  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 
Leon.   Hear  you,  my  lords  ; 
Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,   Leonato. 
Leon.  Some  halle,  my  Lord!  well,  fare  you  well^. 
my  lord. 
Are  you  fo  ha%  now  >  well,  all  is  one. 

1  Hcnvc'ver  tley  have  ivrit  the  ftyle  of  Gods,]  This  alludes  to  the 
extravagant  titles  the  Stoics  g^ve  their  wife  man.  Sapiens  ilk  cum 
Diis,  ex  part,  'vi'vit,   Senec.    Ep.    eg.      Jupiter  quo  antecedit  njirum 

bonumf  diuthi%  bonus  eft.     Sapiens  nihih  je  mimrisaefiimat. Deus 

von  I'inchSidi^xe.rA^w felicitate.     Ep,  73. 

2  And  made  a  fijjj  at  qhance  and  fufterance.]  Allwdes  to  their  fa-- 
mous  Apathy, 

Pedro. 


66     Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 

Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  witli  us,  gQod  old  mail. 

Ant.  If  be  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 

Claud,-  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leon^  Marry,  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  diffembler; 
thou  ! 
Nay,   never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword,  ■■- 
1  fear  thee  not, 

Claud.   Marry,  befhrew  my  hand. 
If  it  fhould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear  ; 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leon.  Tulh,  tuih,  man,   never  fleer  and  jeft  at  mej  ~ 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old:   know,  Claudia,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong' d  my  innocent  child  and  me. 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by  j 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  tryal  of  a  man ; 
I  fay,  thou  haft  bely'd  my  innocent  child. 
Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart  ;.s 
And  ihe  lyes  bury'd  with  her  anceftors, 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept. 
Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  viUany ! 

Claud.  My  villany  ? 

Leon.    Thine,    Claudio  ;  thine,  I  fay. 

Pedro.  You  fay  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon.   My  lord,    my  lord, 
Vll  prove  it  on  his  body,   if  he  dare  ; 
Defpight  his  nice  fence  and  his  aftive  prafllce. 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 

Claud.  Away,   I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Le&n.   Canft  thou  fo  dafFe  me?   thou  haft  kill'd  my 
child; 
If  thou  kiJrft  me,  boy,  thou  fhalt  kill  a  man. 

5  Jnt.  He  fliall  kill  two  of  us,  .and  men  indeed ; 

But 


3  Ant.  He  pall  kill  fivo  of  us,  Sec.']  TKis  Brother  Anthony  h  the 
trufcilr  pifture  imaginable  of  human  nature.     He  had  affumed  the 
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But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  iirft ; 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me  ; 
Come,  follow  me,  boy ;  come,  boy,  follow  me  r 
Sir  boy,.  I'll  whip  you  from  your  foinmg  fence  ;; 
Kay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother, 

Jnt.  Content  your  felf  r  God  knows,  I  lov'd  my 
Niece ; 
And  fhe  is  dead,  flander'd  to  death  by  villains. 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man,,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue. 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milkfops ! 

Leon.  Brother  Anthony  — 

Jnt.    "  Hold  you  content  j  what,    man  ?    I  know 
them,  yea, 
'*  And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple  : 
"  Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mongring  boys, 
"  That  lycy  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander, 
**  Go  antickly,  and  fhow  an  outward  hideoufnefs, 
•*  And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
"  How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durft  i 
«  And  this  is  all." 

Leon.  But,  brother  Anthony,:  %*    ■ 

Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  matter  ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  4  we  will  not  wrack  your 
patience. 

Charafter  of  a  Sage  to  comfort  his  Brother,  o'erwhelm'd  with 
grief  for  his  only  daughter's  affront  and  dishonour  ;  and  had  feverely 
reproved  him  for  not  commanding  his  paffion  better  on  fo  tiying  an 
occafion.  Yet,  immediately  after  this,  no  fooner  does  he  begin  to 
fufpeft  that  his  Age  and  Valour  are  flighted,  but  he  falls  into  the 
moft  intemperate  fit  of  rage  himfelf:  and  all  his  Brother  can  do  or 
fay  is  not  of  power  to  pacify  him.  This  is  copying  nature  with  a 
penetration  and  exa6lnefs  of  Judgment  peculiar  to  Shakejpear.  As 
to  the  exprefTion,  too,  of  his  pafTion,  nothing  can  be  more  highly 
painted. 

4  lue  'will  not  wAKZ  your  patieme.']  This  conveys  a  fentlment 
that  the  fpeaker  would  by  no  means  have  implied.  That  the  pa- 
tience of  the  two  Old  men  was  not  exercifed,  but  afieep,  which  up- 
braids them  for  infenfibility  under  their  wrong.  Shakefpear  muft 
have  wrote — We  nv ill  not  wrack,  iiC.  deftroy  your  patieace  by 
tantalizing  you* 

My 
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My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death? 
But,  on  my  Honour,  ihe  was  chargM  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord 

Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No !  come,  brother,  away,  I  will  be  heard. 

Jnt..  And  ihall,..  or  fome.of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 

\_Exeufit  ainho. 
SCENE    III. 
Enter  Benedick. 

Pedro.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to  feek. 

Claud.  Now,  Signior,  what  news  ? 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome,  Signior ;  you  are  almoll  come  to 
part  almoll  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt 
off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro,  Leonato  and  his  brother  ;  what  think'll  thou  ? 
had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  fhould  have  been  too  young 
for  them» 

Bene.  \xi  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour :  I 
came  to  feek  you  both. 

Claud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee ;  for 
we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away  :  wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? ' 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard  ;  fhall  I  draw  it  B  ' 

Pedro.,  Doll  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have 
been  beiide  their  wit.  I  v/ill  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do 
the  minftrels  i  draw,  to  pleafure  us. 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale  :  art . 
thou  fick  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What !  courage,  man  :  what  tho'  care  kill'd 
a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  Ihall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if  you 
charge  it  againll  me.—  I  pray  you  cnufe  another  fubje<ft. 

Claud.  5  Nay,  then  give  him  another  llafFi^,  this  laft .. 
was  broke  crofs. 

S  Nay,  then  gi've  him  another  fiaff-,  &c.J  AUufion  to  Tiltw^. 
See  note,  Aiyou  like  it,  A(X  3.  Scene  10. 

"^  Pidro. 
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Tedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more :  I 
think,  he  be  angry,  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 
'  Befte.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge  ! 

Beit£.  You  ar^ a  villain  ;  Ijeilnot.  I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when 
you  dare.  Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardife. 
You  have  kill'd  a  fweet  lady,  and  her  death  fhall  fall 
heavy  on  you.     Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  1  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro.  What,  a  feaft  ? 

Claud.  I'faith,  I  thank  him  i  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calves-head  and  a  capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
moft  curioufly,  fay  my  knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find 
a  woodcock  too  ? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  welP^  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee,  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  v/it  the 
other  day :  I  faid,  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit  i  right,  fays 
fhe,  a  fine  little  one  ;  no,  faid  I,  a  great  wit ;  juft,  faid 
fhe,  a  great  grofs  one  ;  nay,  faid  I,  a  good  wit ;  juft, 
faid  fhe,  it  hurts  no  body  ;  nay,  faid  I,  the  gentleman 
is  wife  ;  certain,  faid  fhe,  a  wife  gentleman  j  nay,  faid 
I,  he  hath  the  tongues  j  that  I  believe,  faid  fhe,  for  he 
fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Monday  nighty  which  he  for- 
fwore  on  Tuefday  morning;  there's  a  double  tongue, 
there's  two  tongues.  Thus  did  fhe  an  hour  together 
trans-fhape  thy  particular  virtues ;  yet,  at  lafl,  fhe  con- 
cluded with  a  figh,  thou  waft  the  properefl  man  in  Italy, 

Claud.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid, 
fhe  car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  that  fhe  did ;  but  yet  for  all  that,  and 
if  fhe  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  would  love  him 
dearly  ;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud.  All,  all ;  and  moreover,  God  fa-w  him  ivhen 
he  nvas  hid  in  the  garden. 

Pedro.  But  when  fliall  we  fet  the  falvage  bull's  horns 
on  the  fenfible  Benedick'?,  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  dwells  Bene-- 
Mck  the  married  man. 

Benedick. 
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B-enedick.  Fare  you  well,  boy,  you  know  my  mind  ; 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  goffip-like  humour ;  you 
break  jefls  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be 
thank'd,  hurt  not.  My  lord,  for  your  many  courtefies 
I  thank  you  ;  I  muft  difcontinue  your  company  ;  your 
brother,  the  baftard,  is  fled  from  MeJJina ;  you  have 
among  you  killed  a  fweet  and  innocent  lady.  For  my 
lord  lack-beard  there,  he  and  I  fliall  meet ;  and  'till  then, 
peace  be  with  him  !  [Exit  Benedick. 

Tedro.  He  is  in  earneil. 

Claud.  In  moll  profound  earneft,  and,  I'll  warrant 
you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  And  hath  challeng'd  thee  ? 

Claud.  Moll  lincerely. 

Pedro.  ^  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes 
in  his  doublet  and  hole,  and  leaves  oiF  his  wit ! 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade  andBoYdLcWo guarded^ 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape .;  but  then  is  an 
ape  a  dodor  to  fuch  a  man. 

Pedro.  But,  foft  you,  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my  heart 
and  be  fad ;  did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dogh.  Come,  you,  Sirj  if  jullice  cannot  tame  you, 
flie  fliall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance  ;  nay, 
an  you  be  a  c^rflng  hypocrite  once,  you  mull  be  look'd. 
to. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  ? 
Borachio,  one  ? 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Ofhcers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done  ? 

Dogh.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report ; 
moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths ;  fecondarily,  they 
are  flanders ;  fixth  and  lafl:ly,  they  have  bely'd  a  lady  ; 

6  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  tvhen  he  goes  in  his  doublet  andbofc,^ 
and  kit'ves  off  hisnvit  !'\  It  was  efteemed  a  mark  of  levity  and  wane 
of  becoming  gravity,  at  that  time,  to  go  in  the  doublet  avd  hofe,  avj.  ' 
leave  off  the  cloak,  to  whicii  this  well  turn'd  expreffion  alludes.  The 
Uoought  is,  that  love  makes  a  man  cs  ridiculous,  and  expoles  him  as 
naked  as  being  m  the  doublet  and  hcf>-  without  a  cloak. 

thirdly. 
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thirdly,  they  have  verify'd  unjufl  things ;  and,  to  con- 
clude, they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro.  Firll,  1  a fk  thee  what  they  have  done;  third- 
ly, I  afk  thee  what's  their  offence  ;  fixth  and  laftly,  why 
they  are  committed;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you  lay  to 
their  charge  ? 

Claud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divifion^ 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  mailers,  that  you 
are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwer  ?  This  learned  conftable 
is  too  cunning  to  be  underHood.     What's  your  offence  ? 

Bora.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine 
anfwer :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me  :  I 
have  deceiv'd  even  your  very  eyes ;  what  your  wifdoms 
could  not  difcover,  thefe  ihallow  fools  have  brought  to 
light,  who  in  the  night  overheard  me  confeffmg  to  this 
man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  incens'd  me  to  flan- 
der  the  lady  //^/-o  ;  how  you  were  brought  into  the  or- 
chard, and  faw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero\  garments,; 
hov/  you  difgrac'd  her,  when  you  fhould  marry  herj 
my  villany  they  have  upon  record,  which  I  had  rather 
feal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to  my  fhame  ;  the 
lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  mafter's  falfe  accufa- 
tion ;  and  briefly,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a 
villain. 

Pedro.   Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through  your 
blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poifon,  while  he  utter'd  it. 

Pedro.  But  did  my  b.rother  fet  thee  on, to. this? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pradice  of  it. 

Pedro.  He  \?  compob'd  and  fra^n'd  of  treachery  ; 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villany, 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero  !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 
^  Dogb.   Come,    bring  away  the  Plaintiffs ;    l)y   this 
.time,  our  Sexton  hath  reform'd  Signior  Leonato  of  the 

Ijnatter ;  and  mailers  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie,  when  time 
;and  place  fliall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  afs. 
Verg.  Here,  here  cpmes  mallsr  Signior  Leonato,  and 
.the  Sexton  too.. 

S  GENE 
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SCENE    V. 

E7iter  Leonato  and  Sexton. 

Lpvn.   Which  is  the  villain  ?  let  me  fee  his  eyes ; 
^'  That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
*'  I  may  avoid  him  ;  which  of  thefe  is  he  ? " 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  flave,  that  with  thy 
breath 
Haft  kill'd  mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo,  villain ;  thou  bely'ft  thy  felf ; 
Here  Hand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  tliat  had  a  hand  in  it : 
I  thank  you,  Princes,  for  my  daughter's  death ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  ; 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience. 
Yet  I  muft  fpeak :  chufe  your  revenge  your  felf ; 
Impcfe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fm  ;  yet  fmn'd  I  not. 
But  in  millaking. 

Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I ; 
And  yet,  to  fatisiie  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight. 
That  he'll  enjoy n  me  tc. 

Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  daughter  live  again. 
That  v/ere  impoffible  j  but,  I  pray  you  both, 
Poffefs  the  People  in  Mejjina  here 
How  innocent  ilie  dy'd  ;  and  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  fad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  nng  it  to  her  bones  j  fmg  it  to  night : 
To  morrow  morning  com^e  you  to  my  houfe. 
And  fmce  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in-law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew ;  my  brother  hath  a  daughter^ 
Aimoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  {he  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us ; 
Give  her  the  Pvight  you  fliould  have  given  her  Coufin, 
And  fo  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud, 
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Claud.  O  noble  Sir  I 
Your  over-klndnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me ; 
I  do  embrace  your  offer  j  and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To  morrow  then  I  will  expeft  your  Coming, 
To  night  I  take  my  leave.     This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  foul,  fhe  was  not  5 
Nor  knew  not  what  Ihe  did,  when  fhe  fpoke  to  mC/ 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb,  Moreover,  Sir,  which  indeed  is  not  under 
white  and  black,  this  plaintiff  here,  the  offender,  did  call 
me  afs :  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  remembred  in  his  punilh- 
ment  j  "  and  alfo  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  De- 
"  formed:  they  fay,  7  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a 
**  lock  hanging  by  it;  and  borrows  money  in  God*s 
"  name,  the  which  he  hath  us'd  fo  long,  and  never 
"  paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will 
**  lend  nothing  for  God's  fake.  Pray  you,  examine 
"  him  upon  that  point." 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

Dogb.  Your  Worfliip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful  and 
reverend  youth  j  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  God  fave  the  foundation! 

7  he  'wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  hy  if  5  andborroivs 
vioney  in  God^s  name,'\  There  could  not  be  a  pieafanter  ridicule  on 
the  fashion,  than  the  conftable's  defcant  on  his  ov/n  blunder.  They 
heard  the  confpirators  fatyrize  ihtfajhion :  Whom  they  took  to  be  a 
man^  firaamed,  Deformed.  This  the  conftable  applies  with  exquifite 
humour  to  the  courtiers,  in  a  defcription  of  one  of  the  moft  faatafti- 
cal  fafhions  of  that  time,  the  men's  wearing  rings  in  their  ears,  and 
indulging  a  favourite  lock  of  hair  which  was  brought  before,  and 
tied  with  ribbons,  and  called  a  Lofe-  lock.  Agalnft  this  faihion  JVil" 
Ham  PrjHH  wrote  his  treatife,  called.  The  unlovelynefr  of  Lcve-locki, 
To  this  fantaftick  mode  Fletcher  alludes  in  his  Cupid's  Revenge  ■  ■ 
*Thii  morning  I  brought  him  a  new  periwig  laitb  a  lock  at  it  — ■  ^nd 
yonder' $  a  fellozv  come  has  bored  a  hole  in  his  ear.  And  again  in  his 
Woman- hater-- If  I  could  endure  an  ear  'with  a  hole  in  it,  or  aplatttd 
lock,  &c. 

Vol.  II.  E  LeeM. 
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Xeon   Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner ;  and  I 
j  thank  thee, 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  Worfhip, 
which,  I  befeech  your  Worihip,  to  correft  your  felf, 
for.tiie  example,  of  others.  God  keep  your  Worihip  ; 
I  wifli  yi?vir  Worihip  well.*  Godreftore  you  to  health:; 
I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart;  and  if  a  merry 
meeting  maj  be  wilh'd,  God  prohibit  it.  Come,  neigh- 
|i)our.  \_Exemt. 

Leon.  Until  to  morrow  morning.  Lords,  farewel. 

Jnt.   JFar£wel,   my  Lords ;   we  look   for  you  to 
^morrow. 

Pedro.   We  will  not  fail. 

Claud.  To  ni^ht  I'll  mourn  With  Hers. 

-heon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on,  we'll  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

\Exeunt  fi'verRlly* 

SCENE    yio 

Changes  to  hton^Xo's  Houfe, 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 

Ben0,  "O  ^  ^^   ^^^^»   {"^ctt  Miflrefs  Margaret,   de- 
_|J     ferv^  well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to 
;the  fpeech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fpnnet  Jp  praife  of 
jny  i)eauty  F 

Bene.  In  fo  high  a  llyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man 
living  Ihall  come  over  it;  for^  in  moft  comely  truth, 
thou  deferveft  it. 

Marg,  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me?  why  Ihall  I 
always  keep  above  ilairs? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greykound^s  mouth, 
it  catches. 

.  Marg    And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene.  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt 
a  woman;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrices  1  give 
iCi\^^z  the  bucklers. 

Marg, 
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Marg^  Give  us  the  fwords ;  we  have  bucklers  of 
our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  muft  put  in 
the  pikes  with  a  vice,  and  they  are  dangerous  weapons 
for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I 
think,  hath  legs.  \_Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come,  [.kings']  The  God  of 
love,  that  Jits  above,   and  knonvs  me,  and  knonvs  me,  honju 

pitiful  I  defer've, I  mean,  in  fmging ;   but  in 

loving,  Leander  the  good  fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firlt 
employer  of  pandars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  thefe 
quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe  names  yet  run  fmoothly 
in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verfe ;  why,  they  were  ne- 
ver fo  truly  turn'd  over  and  over,  as  my  poor  felf,  in 
love  ',  marry,  I  cannot  ihew  it  in  rhime ;  I  have  try'd; 
I  can  find  out  no  rhime  to  lady  but  baby,  an  innocent's 
rhime  3  for  f com,  horn,  a  hard  rhime  ;  iorfchool,  fool, 
a  babling  rhime  j  very  ominous  endings ;  no,  I  was 
not  born  under  a  rhiming  planet,  for  I  cannot  woo  in 
fellival  term.s. 

s  c  E  N  E   vn. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  would'il  thou  come  when  I  call  thee  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,  ftay  but  'till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  j  fare  you  well  now ;  and  yet 
ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for,  which  is, 
with  knowing  what  hath  paft  between  you  and  Claudia. 

Bene.  Only  foul  words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs 
thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind 
is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome ;  there- 
fore I  will  depart  unkift. 

Bene.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
fenfe,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit;  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plain- 
ly, Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge ;  and  either  I  muft 
Ihortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  cow- 
E  2  ard; 
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ardi  and  I  pray  thee,  now  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad 
:.parts  didil  thou  iirft  fall  in  love  with  me? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together;  which  maintain'd  fo 
politick  a  Hate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any 
good  part  to  intermingle  with  them  :  but  for  which  of 
my  good  parts  did  you  firll  fufFer  love  for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love  !  a  good  epithet ;  I  do  fufFer  love, 
;indeed,  for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat.  In  fpightof  your  heart,   I  think ;  alas!   poor 

heart,  if  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for 

yours ;  for  I  will  never  love  that,  which  my  friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confellion ;  there's  net 

,one  wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praife  himfelf. 

Bene.  "  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  that  liv'd 

-<^'  ^  in  the  time  of  good  neighbours;"  if  a  man  do  not 

ere£l  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  fhall  live 

no  longer  in  monuments,  than  the  bells  ring,  and  the 

widow  weeps. 

Beat,  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 
Bene.  9  Queftion  ?         why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and 
a  quarter  in  rheum  j  therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for 
the  wife,  if  Don  worm  (his  confcience)  find  no  impedi- 
ment to  the  contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own  vir- 
tues,  as  I  am  to  my  felf  j   fo  much  for  praifmg  myfelf ; 
who,  I  my  felf  will  bear  vvitnefs,  is  praife-worthy ;  and 
now  tell  me,  hov/  doth  your  coufm  ? 
Beat.  Very  ill. 
Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 
Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  i  there  will  I 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Enter  Urfula. 
Urfu.  Madam,  you  muft  come  to  your  Uncle ;  yon- 

8  in  the  time  of  good  neighbours  ;]  i.  e.  When  men  were  not  envi- 
ous, bat  every  one  gave  another  his  due.  The  reply  is  extremely 
humoreus. 

g  Queftion  ?  ivhy,  an  hour,  &c.]  i.  e.  What  a  queftion's  there, 
or  what  a  foolifh  queftion  do  you  afk.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  not 
underftanding  this  phrafe,  contrafted  into  a  fingle  word,  (of  which 
svehave  many  inftances  in  Engltfh)  has  fairly  ftruck  it  out. 

der's 
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der's  is  old  coil  at  home  j  it  is  proved,  my  fady  Here 
hath  been  falfely  accas'd;  the  Prince  and  Claudia  migh- 
tily abus'd  ;  and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all,  who  is 
fled  and  gone  :  will  you  conie  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  Signior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  live  in  thy  eyes,  die  in  thy  lap,  and  fee 
bury'd  in  thy  heart ;  and  moreover  I  will  go  with  thee 
to  thy  uncle.  {Exmnf-^ 

SCENE    VIIL 

Changes  to  a  Church. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants^  <mih  fapm- 
C/aud.^  S  this  the  monument  of  Leonato? 


I 


Attend.  It  is,  my  lord. 


E     P    I     T     A     P    H. 
Done  to  death  hy  JIanderous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero,  that  here  lyes  : 
Death ,    in  guerdon  of  her  <wrongs, 

Gi'ves  her  fame  nvhich  ne'ver  dies. 
So  the  life,   that  dfd  ivith  Jhame, 
Li^es  in  death  <^vith glorious  fame\ 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb, 

Praijing  her  muhen  I  am  dumb. 

Claud.  Now  mufick  found,   and  fmg  your  fokmp- 
hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon^  Goddefs  of  the  night, 
Thofe  that  fe^M  thy  virgin  knight  % 
Tor  the  nuhich,  ^with  fongs  of  'woe,  ■ 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 
Midnight,  ajftjl  our  moan ; 
Help  us  to  ftgh  and  groan 

Heavily,   hea'vily : 
Graves,  ya^vn  and yiild your  deady 
''fP ill  death  he  uttered^ 

Heavily,  heavily. 

E  ^  >  Claude 
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Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 
Yearly  will  I  do  this  Right. 

Pedro.  Good  morro-w,  mailers,  put  your  torches  out? 
The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and,  look,  the  gentle 
day. 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phishus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowHe  eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us ;   fare  you  well. 
Claud.  Good  morrow,  mailers ;  each  his  feveral  way« 
Pedro.  Come,  let  us  h«nce,  and  put  on  other  weeds i 
And  then  to  Leonato''^  we  will  go. 

Claud.    ^  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  iiTue  fpeeds. 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe !  \Ex&uKi» 

SCENE    IX. 
Changes  to  Leonato'j  Houfi, 

Enter  Lecnato,  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula,_  Antonio, 
Eriar,  and  Ktro. 

Friar,  i  ^I D  I  not  tell  you,  fhe was  innocent ? 

JL^     Leo7t.  So  are  the  Prince  and  C/i2z^^/c,  who 
accus'd  her. 

Upon  the  error  thst  you  heard  debated. 

But  Mai-gar et  was  in  fome  fault  for  this ; 

Although  againll  her  will,  as  it  appears. 

In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

Afit.  Well ;  I  am  glad,  that  all  things  fort  fo  welK 
Bene.  And  fo  am  I,   being  elfe  by  faith  enforc'd 

To  call  young  Claudia  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  Daughter,   and  you  gentlewomen  all,. 

Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  your  felves. 

And  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  mafk'd  : 

The  Prince  and  Claudia  promised  by  this  hour 

I  And  Hymen  tio'w  ivith  luckier  ijfue  fpeeds, 

Than  this,  for  ivhom  ice  render'' d  up  this  PF'oe.'j  Clatidio  could  not 
Itnow,  without  being  a  prophet,  that  this  new-propos'd  match 
iTiould  have  any  luckier  event  than  that  defign'd  with  Hero.  Cer- 
tainly, therefore,  this  fhculd  be  a  wifli  in  Clatidio  ;  and,  to  this  end, 
the  poet  might  have  wrote,  fpeid^ s  j  i.  e.  [peed  tis  :  and  fo  it  becosnes 
sprayer  to  Hymen,  Dr.  Ihirlby, 

To 
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^o  vlfit  me  ;  you  know  your  office,  brother, 

Voa  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 

And  give  her  to  young  Claudia.  \^Exeunt  Ladiei. 

Ant,  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm'd  countenance. 

Bene.   Friar,   I  muft  intreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Friar ^  To  do  what,  Signior  ? 

Bene.   To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them  %  ■ 
S'ignior  LeonafOj  truth  it  is,  good  Signior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour.' 

heon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  tf  ue. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  fight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from  mi^ 
From  Claudia  and  the  Prince ;   but  what's  your  will  I 

Bene.  Your  anfwer.  Sir,  is  enigmatical  j 
But  for  my  will,   my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
r  th'  ftate  of  honourable  marriage ; 
In  which,  good  Friar,    I  fhall  defire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help, 

S  C  E  N  E     X.' 
Enter  Bon  Pedro  and  Claudio,  njuith  Attendanhi 
Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  aflcmbly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow.  Prince  ;  good  morrow,  Claudt^f 
We  here  attend  you  ;   are  you  yet  determined- 
To  day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 
Claud.  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  flie  an  Ethiopt. 
Leon,  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  Friar  ready. 

\Exit  Antonio'l 
Pedro-   Good   morrow.  Benedick',   why,  what's   th^ 
matter. 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February-hze, 
So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorm  and  cloudinefs  ? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull : 
Tufli,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horm  with  gold^. 
And  fo  all  Europe  Ihall  rejoice  at  thee  j 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  love. 

E  4  ^eHt. 
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Bene.  Bull  Jo'vej  Sir,  had  an  amiable  low, 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  father's  cow » 
And  got  a  calf,  in  that  fame  noble  feat. 
Much  like  to  you  j  for  you  have  juft  his  bleat. 

SCENE    XI.' 

Enter  Antonio,  ivith  Hero,    Beatrice,  Margaret,  and 
Urfula,  majk'd. 

Claud.  For   this  I  owe   you;   here    come    other 
reck'nings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  mull  feize  upon  ? 

Ant.  This  fame  is  ihe,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Claud.  Why,   then  fhe's  mine ;  Sweet,  let  me  fee 
your  face. 

Leon.  No,   that  you  Ihall   not,  'till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  Friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  -,  before  this  holy  Friar^ 
I  am  your  hufband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero,  And  when  I  liv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife. 

{Unmasking, 
4nd  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  Other  hulband, 

Claud.  Another  Hero? 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 
One  Hero  dy'd  defil'd,  but  I  do  live  5 
And,   furely,  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero  I  Hero,  that  is  dead  ! 

Leon,  She  dy'd,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flander  liv'd. 

Friar.   All  this  amazement  can  I  qualifie. 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  thee  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar. 
And  to  the  chappel  let  us  prefently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar.     Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  anfwer  to  that  name ;  what  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  } 

Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Bene,  Why,  then  your  Uncle,  and  the  Prince,  and 
Claudio,  have  been  deceiv'd  5  they  fwore,  you  did. 

Bmt,  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bine. 
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Bene.  Troth,  no,  no  more  than  reafoii. 

Beat.  Why,  then  ray  Qo^im,  Margaret  z.'ii^Vrfulat 
Have  been  deceiv'd ;  for  they  did  fwear,  you  did. 

Bene.  They  fwore,  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  fwore,  you  were  well-nigh  dead  forme* 

Bene.  'Tis  no  matter  j  then  you  do  not  love  me  ? 

Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 

Leon.  Come,  Coufin,  I  am  fure,  you  love  the  gentle- 
man. 

Claud.  And  I'll  be  fworn  upon't,  that  he  loves  her ; 
For  here's  a  paper  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
FaihionVi  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  Coufm's  hand,  ilolen  from  her  pockei. 
Containing  her  affe£lion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  !  here's  our  own  hands  again  ft  oiir 
hearts  j  come,  I  will  have  thee  j  but,  by  this  light,  1 
tp.ke  thee  for  pity. 

Beat.  ^  I  would  not  deny  you  j  but,  by  this  gooc! 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  perfuafion,  and  partly  to  iave 
'your  life;  for  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  confumption. 

Bate.  Peace,  I  \\\\\  ftop  your  mouth.— 

[Kijpkgh^r^ 

Pedro.  How  dofl:  thou,  Bcmdlck,  the  nlarried  man  ? 

Bene,  I'll  tell  thee  what.  Prince;  a  college  of  wii- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour;  doll  thou 
think,  I  care  for  a  fatire,  or  an  epigram?  no:  ''  if  a 
**  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  Ihall  wear  no- 
'■*  thing  handfome  about  him ;"  in  brief,  iince  I  do 

2  I  iV6u/d  not  deny  you,  &:e.]  Mr.  Tbeobald  fays,  h  Viot  this  vrr.k' 
rtafoning?  She  'would  not  deny  him^  hut  that  pje  yield:  upon  great  per - 
Juajion.  In  changing  the  Negati"je  I  make  no  doubt  hut  I  hwvs  >■£' 
tric'v'' d  the  poet'' s  humour :  and  fo  changes  Ha?  into  j^r,  BuCisnotrhi? 
a  Mock  Critic  ?  who  could  not  fee  that  the  plain  obvious  itnk  oi  tlu 
eommon  reading  was  this,  I  cannot  find  in  my  heart  to  deny  you. 
but, for  all  that  I  yield,  after  having  ftocd  out  great  peifu.'^fions  to 
fubmiiTion.  He  had  faid,  I  take  thee  for  pity,  ihe  replies,  I  ivould 
not  deny  thee,  i.  r.  I  take  thee  for  pity  too :  but  as  I  live  I  am  woa 
to  this  compliance  by  importunity  of  friends.  Mr.  Ihecbald,  by  al- 
tering not  to  yet,  makes  it  fuppofed,  that  he  had  been  iinportunate, 
and  lh.^tJke  had  often  denied-^  which  was  not  the  csfe. 

E  5  purpofc 
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parpofe  to  marry,  1  will  think  nothing  to  any  purpofe 
that  the  world  can  fay  againll  it ;  and  therefore  never 
flout  at  me,  for  what  I  hasre  faid  againft  it ;  for  man  is 
a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  conclufion  ;  for  thy  part, 
Claudioy  I  did  think  to  have  beaten  thee  ;,  but  in  that 
thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinfman,  live  unbruis'd,  and  love 
my  couiin.  j 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldft  have  denied    | 
Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy 
iingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer ;  which,  out 
of  queilion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  Couiin  do  not   look 
exceeding  narrowly  to  thee., 

Bene.    Come,  come,  we  are  friends ;    let's  have   a 
Dance  ere  we  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our   '^ 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives  heels.  I 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards.  ' 

Bene.  Firll,  o'  my  word  i  therefore,  play,  mullck.. 
Prince,  thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife  j 
there  is  no  llafF  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  horn.. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
MeJJC.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight,. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  MeJJina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  to  morrow ;  I'll  devife 
thee  brave  punifhments  for  him.     Strike  up.  Pipers. 

[Dance. 
\E}ceunt  omjjei. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 


D  UKE  of  Venice. 

Morochius,  a  Moorifh  Prince,!  r.  -.      ^   t»    .• 
„  .        ^  '.  '  >  Smters  to  Portia. 
Prince  of  Arragon.  3 

Anthonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Baffanio,  his  Friend,  in  lo've  njoith  Portia, 

Salanio,      p 

Solarino,    >  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  BafTaniOi 

Gratiano,   b 

Lorenzo,  in  lQ<ve  <with  Jeflica," 

Shylock,  a  Jew. 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  his  Friend. 

Launcelot,  aClQ<wn,  Seriiant  to  the]ew> 

Gobbo,  an  old  man.  Father  to  Launcelot. 

Leonardo,  Serjeant  to  Baflanio. 

Balthazar,  UervanU toVo^<^^. 
Stephano,    ^ 

Portia,  an  Heirefs  of  great  ^ality  and  Fortune. 
NerilTa,  Confident  to  Pqrtia. 
JefTica,  Daughter  to  SKylock. 

Senators  of  Venice,  Officers,  Jailer^  Servants  and 
Qther  Attendants, 


SCENE,  partly  at  Venice  ;  and  partly  at  B^elmont, 
the  Seat  of  Portia  upon  the  Continent, 
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Merchant  of  Venice 

ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

J  Street  in  Venice. 


I 


Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Jnth.  ^  N  footh,   I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad : 
It  wearies  me  ;  you  fay,  it  wearies  you  ; 
_^    But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it^' 
What  ftufF  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 

I  am  to  learn 

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myfelf. 

Sal.  Your  mind  is  tofiing  on  the  ocean ; 
There,  where  your  ^  Argofies  with  portly  Sail;, 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood. 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  Sea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  trafhckers. 
That  curtfie  to  them  do  them  reverence. 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings . 

Sola*  Believe  me.  Sir,  had  I  fuch  venture  fortff, 
The  better  part  of  my  afFedions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.     I  fliould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind  ; 
Peering  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads ; 
And  every  objeft,  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt. 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal,  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth, 

1  Argofie^  aihipfrom  Argn^  Mr,  ?ofe, 

WouM 
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Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 

What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 

I  ihould  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run, 

But  I  fliould  thinkoffhallows  and  of  flats; 

And  fee  my  wealthy  Jndrenv  dock'd  in  fand. 

Vailing  Jier  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs,  - 

To  kifs  her  burial.     Should  1  go  to  church. 

And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  ftone, 

And  not  bethink  me  Itrait  of  dang'rous  rocks  ? 

Which,  touching  but  my  gentle  velfel's  fide. 

Would  fcatter  all  the  fpices  on  the  ftream. 

Enrobe  the  roaring  \\  aters  with  my  filks ; 

And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 

And  now  worth  nothing.     Shall  I  have  the  thought 

To  think  on.this,  and  fhall  I  lack  the  thought. 

That  fuch  a  thing,    bechancM,  would  make  me  fad  ? 

But  tell  not  me ;  1  know,   Anthonio 

Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Akrb.  Believe  me,    no:  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it. 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufled. 
Nor  to  one  place ;  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year : 
Therefore,  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie ! 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neithef  ?  then  kt?s  fay,  you're  fad, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry  rand  "twere  as  eafy 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay,  you're  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.  **  *  Now  by  two-headedy^/?/^/, 
*'  Nature  hath  fram'd  Grange  fellows  in  her  time  : 
**  Some  that  will  evermore  5  peep  through  their  eyes, 
*'  And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 

%  iVcw  by  tiuo-htaded  Janns,]  Here  Shah/fear  fhewi  his 

knowledge  in  the  antique.  By  t%vo~headed  Janas  is  meant  thofe  an- 
tique bifrontine  head?,  which  generally  reprefent  a  young  and  fmiling 
face,  together  with  an  old  and  wrinkled  one,  being  of  Pan  and  Bac- 
chus J  of  Saturn  and  Apollo,  &c.  Thefe  are  not  uncommon  in  col- 
leftions  of  antiques  ;  and  in  the  books  of  the  antiqtiaries,,as  Mamfau- 
nottf  Spanheim,  Sec. 

3  peep  tbreugb  their  eyei,'\  This  gives  us  a  very  pidurefque 

image  of  the  couatenancc  in  laughing,  when  the  eyes  appear  half 
ihut. 

**  And 
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**  And  others  of  fuch  vinegar-afpe(5t, 

**  That  they'll  not  ^  iliow  their  teeth  In  way  of  fmile, 

"  Though  A^^o?*  fwear,  the  j eft  be  laughable." 

Enter  Baffa-nio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano. 

Sa/.  Here  comes  BaJ/anio,  your  moft  noble  kinfman, 
Gratiano  and  Lorenzo :  fare  ye  well ; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

So/a.  I  would  have  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  you  merry. 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Jnt/j^  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard : 
I  take  it,  your  own  bufmefs  calls  on  you. 
And  you  embrace  th'  occafion  to  depart. 

Sa/.  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords. 

£aj/l  Good  Signlors  both,    when  ihall  we  laugh  F 
lay,  when  ? 
You  grow  exceeding  flrange  ;  mull:  it  be  fo  ? 

Sa/.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

So/a.  My  lord  Bajanio,  fmce  you've  found  Jntbonio, 
We  two  will  leave  you  j  but  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you,  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet* 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.  \^Exeunt  Solar,  and  Sahic 

Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthonio  j 
You  have  too  much  refped  upon  the  world : 
They  lofeit,,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

AntJy.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ^ 
A.  ftage,  where  every  man  niuft  play  his  part. 
And  mine's  a  fad  one. 

Gra^   s  Let  me  play  the  Fool  j.— — 
^  With  mirth,,  and  laughter,  let  old  wrinkles  come  5 

4 ri>«V  fmA  in  way  of  fmile,]  Becaufe  fuch  are  apt  enougk 

to  fliew  their  teeth  in  anger. 

5  Let  me  play  the  Fool -^ — J  Alluding  to  the  common  comparifon 
of  human  life  to  a  ftage  play.  So  that  he  defireshis  may  be  the  fool's 
or  buffoon's  part,  which  was  a  conftant  charadler  in  the  old  farces  : 
From  whence  came  the  phrafe  to  play  the  Fool.  Which  always  fig- 
nifies  the  adiiing  abfurdly  out  of  raeer  vrantonnefc.  But  that,  as  we 
Obferved,  is  not  the  {ttik  here. 

6  ff^hh  mirth,  and  laughter,  kt  o/d 'Wrinkles  corns ',]  Becaufe  they 
come  eafier,  and  are  longer  before  they  come  th«n  whcji  brought  by 
Qjare, 

And 
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And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine. 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

*<  Why  fhould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 

"  Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  Alabafter  ? 

*'  Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 

**  By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonloy 

**  (I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks  :) 

*'  There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 

"  Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  Handing  pond  i 

*'  And  do  a  wilful  ftillnefs  entertain, 

**  With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an, opinion 

**  Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  coi^eit  5 

**  As  who  fliould  fay,  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 

"  And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark ! 

'*  O  my  Jntho7iiQy  I  do  know  of  thofe, 

"  That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 

"  For  faying  nothing  ;"  who,  I'm  very  fure. 

If  they  fhould  fpeak,  would  almoft  damn  thofe  ears. 

Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools,. 

I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion. 

Come,  good  Lorenzo  j  fare  ye  well  a  while  ; 

7  I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  Vill  dinner-time. 
I  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men  ; 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  t^vo  ye^rs  more, 
Thou  fhalt  not  know  the  found  of  thine   own  tongue. 

Antb.  Fare  well ,  I'll  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra^  Thanks,  i'faith;  for  filcnce  is  only  commend- 
able 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dryM,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

\Exeunt  Gra.  and  Loren, 

Jnth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ?  ; 

Bajf.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  dea!  of  nothing, 

7  /'//  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner.']  The  humour  of  this  con- 
iofts  in  its  being  an  allafion  to  the  praftice  of  the  puritan  preachers  of 
thofe  times  j  who  being  generally  very  long  and  tedious,  were  often 
forced  to  put  off  that  part  of  thsir  fernion  caUel  the  sxb'ortation  till 
after  dinoer. 

more 
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more  than  any  man  in  all  Venice :  his  reafons  are  as  two 
grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bufhels  of  chafFj  you  fhall 
feek  all  day  ere  you  find  them,  and  when  you  have 
them,  they  are  not  worth  the  iearch. 

jint/j.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  fame. 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  pilgrimage. 
That  you  to  day  promis'd  to  teli  me  of? 

Bafi  *Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonh^ 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  ellate. 
By  Ihewing  fomething  a  more  fwelling  port. 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuancev; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridged 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate ;  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts. 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal. 
Hath  left  me  gag'  d  :  to  you,  Anthonioy 
I  owe  the  moil  in  money,  and  in  love  v 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T'  unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes. 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you,  good  Bajfanio,  let  me  know  it  * 
And  if  it  Hand,  as  you  yourfelf  ftill  do. 
Within  the  eye  of  honour;  be  afTur'd, 
My  purfe,  my  perfon*  my  extreameft  means 
ljy&  all  unlock'd  to  your  occaiions. 

Baf.  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft^^ 
I  (hot  his  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  flight 
The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch. 
To  find  the  other  forth  ;  by  ventring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.     I  urge  this  child-hood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence^ 
I  owe  you  much,  and,  ^  like  a  witlefs  youth. 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  ;  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  fhoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 

8  lih  a  viiLTvi.  youth,']  This  does  not  at  all  agree  with 

what  he  juft  before  promlfed,  that,  what  follow'd,  fliould  be  furs 
inmeence.  For  ivilfulnefs  is  not  quite  fo  fure.  We  fhould  read 
WITLESS,  /.  e.  heedlefs  j  and  this  agrees  exaftly  to  that  to  which 
he  compares  his  cafe,  of  a  fchool-boy,  who,  for  want  of  adwjed 
ivatcb,  loft  his  firft  arrow,  and  fent  another 'after  it  with  more  at- 
tention*   But  wi/ful  agrees  not  at  all  with  it. 

Which 
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Which  you  did  fhoot  the  firll,  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both^ . 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, . 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

^Kt^.  You  know  me  well ;  and  herein  fpend  bat  tiaie^ . 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance  ; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  da  me  now  more  wrong. 
In  making  queftion  of  my.  uttermoll. 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I  fhould  do. 
That  9  in  your  kncv/ledge  may  by  me  be  done^ 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefta-e,  fpeak. 

BaJ/'.  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left. 
And  fhe  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word. 
Of  wond'rous  virtues ;  fometimes  from  her  eyes- 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  meiTages  f « 
Her  name  is  PortiUf  nothing  undervalu'd  - 
To  Cato^s  daughter,  Brutus''  Portia : 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth  i  - 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coall 
Renowned  fuitors  j .:  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece  j 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Cokhos  ftrond  % 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  queil  of  her. 

0  my  Anthonio,  had  1  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival  place  v^^ith  one  of  them,  - 

1  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  ^  thrift. 
That  I  Ihould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth.  Thou  know'ft,  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  f«a>  • . 
Nor  have  1  money^  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum ;  therefore,  go  forth  5 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do ; 
That  (hall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft. 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont ,  to  fair  Portia  : 
Go,  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  money  is ;  and  I  no  queftion  make. 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake.  {Exeunt, 

g  .— in  your  kfioivUdge-J]  i,Q,  Agreeable  to  your  knowledge  and  * 
care  of  my  honour. 

I-  Thrift  for  thrivui§,  Mr,  Pop, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 
Changes  /o  B  E  L  M  O  N  T. 

Three  Caskets  are  fet  out,  one  of  gold,  another  ofjll'ver^ 
arrd  another  of  lead. 

Enter  Portia  ^j^/Nerifla* 
Her.  T3  Y  my  troth,  Nerijfa,  my  little  body  is  weary 
IJ  of  this  great  world. 

Ner.  Yoti  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  miferies 
were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  arej 
and  yet,  for  aught  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick,  that  furfeit 
with  too  much,  as  they  that  ilarve  with  nothing  ;  there- 
fore it  is  no  mean  happinefs  to  be  feated  in  the  mean ;  fu- 
perfluity  comes  fooner  by  white  hairs,  but  competency- 
lives  longer. 

Par.  Good  fenfences,  and  well  pronounc'^d. 

Ner.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  follow'd. 

Par.  If  to  do,  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were 
good  to  do,  chappeh  had  been  churches  i  and  poor 
men's  cottages.  Princes'  palaces.  He  is  a  good  divine, 
that  follows  his  own  inftrudlions;  I  can  eafier  teach 
twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one  of 
the  twenty  to  follow  my  own  teachiag.  The  brain 
may  devife  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps 
o'er  a  cold  decree ;  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth,  to 
fkip  o'er  the  meihes  of  good  counfel  the  cripple !  But 
this  reafoning  is  not  in  faihion  to  chufe  me  a  huiband :  O 
me,  the  word,  chufe !  I  may  neither  chufe  whom  I  would, 
nor  refufe  whom  I  dillike ;  fo  is  the  will  of  a  living 
daughter  curb'd  by  the  wiil  of  a  dead  father:  is  it  not 
hard,  Neri^a,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe  none  ? 

Ner.  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous,  and  holy  men  at 
their  death  have  good  infpirations ;  therefore,  the  lottery, 
that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chells  of  gold,  filver, 
and  lead,  (whereof  who  chufes  his  meaning,  chufes 
you)  will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but 
one  whom  you  fhall  rightly  love.  But  what  warmth  is 
theire  in  your  afFeftion  towards  any  of  thefe  princely 
fuitp.rs»  that  are  alreadj^  come  ? 

For, 
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Par.  I  pray  thee,  over-name  them;  and  as  thoii^ 
nam' ft  them,  I  will  defcribe  them ;  and,  according  to 
rsiy  defcription,  level  at  my  affedlion. 

Ner.  Firft,  there  is  the  NeapoIitanVrmcQ, 

Pdf.   ^  Ay,  that's  a  Colt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  no- 
thing but  talk  of  his  horfe;  and  he  makes  it  a  great 
appropriation  to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  ftioe 
him  himfelf :  I  am  much  afraid,  my  lady,  his  mother,- 
play'd  falfe  with  a  fmith. 

Ner,   Then,  there  is  the  Count  Palatine. 

Por,  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  fhould  fay^ - 
if  you  will  not  have  me,  chufe  :  he  hears  merry  tales,- 
and  fmiles  not ;  I  fear,  he  will  prove  the  weeping  philo- 
fopher  when  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  unmannerly 
ladnefs  in  his  youth.  I  had  rather  be  married  to  a  death's 
head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  either  of  thefe, 
God  defend  me  from  thefe  two ! 

"Ner,  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monfieur^ 
Le  Bonn  P 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for 
a  man ;  in  truth,  I  know,  it  is  a  fm  to  be  a  mocker ;  but, 
he !  why,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Neapolitan^ ;. 
a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning  than  the  Count  Palatine  ;.- 
he  is  every  man  in  no  man  r  if  a  throllle.fing,  he  falls 
ftrait  a  capering ;  he  will  fence  with  his  own  Ihadow ;  if 
I  Ihould  marry  him,  I  ftiould  marry  twenty  hufbands.. 
If  he  would  defpife  me,  I  would  forgive  him  j  for  if  he 
Jove  me  to  madnefs,  I  ihall  never  requite  him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  XoJaulconhridge,  the  young- 
Baron  of  England? 

Por.  You  know,  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  under- 
llands  not  me,  nor  I  him;  3  he  hath  neither  Latin^ 
Trench f  noi  Italian-,  and  you  may  come  into  the  court 

a  Ay,  that's  a  Colt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but  talk  of  bis 
hcrfe  ;]  Mr.  Theobald  lays,  he  can  ptrcei've  neither  humour  tior  rcafon^ 
ing  in  this  reading,  and  therefore  alters  Colt  to  Dolt  j  but  whatever 
humour  or  reafoning  there  is  in  the  one  there  is  in  the  other :  for 
the  fignification  is  the  fame  in  both.  Hen.  IV.  ift  part,  Faljiaffiz-py. 
What  a  plague  mean  you  t»  colt  me  thus.?  And  Fletcher  con&.SLi\tly 
ufes  Colt  for  Dolt. 

3  he  hath  tieii her  L^t'm,  French,  nor  Italian;]  A  Satire  on  the 
ignorance  of  the  yoving  Englijb  Travelkrs  in  our  Jvutker's  time, 

and 
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and  fwear,  that  I  have  a  poor  pennyworth  in  the  Englijh. 
He  is  a  proper  man's  pidlure,  but,  alas !  who  can  con- 
verfe  with  a  dumb  fhow  ?  how  oddiy  he  is  fuited  !  I  think, 
he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe  in  France, 
his  bennet  in  Gtrmany,  and  his  behaviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  *Scff//^  lord,  his  neigh- 
bour  ? 

For.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him  j  for 
he  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Englijhman,  and 
fwore  he  would  pay  him  again,  when  he  was  able.  4-  I 
think,  the /Wwi'w*^^  became  his  fiu-ety,  and  fealed  un- 
der for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  German,  the  Duke 
of  Saxony'' s  nephew  ? 

For.  Very  vi'ely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober, 
and  moil  vilely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk ; 
when  he  is  belt,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  man  -,  and 
when  he  is  woril,  he  is  little  better  than  a  beaft ;  and 
the  worft  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope,  I  fhall  make  fhift 
to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  fhould  oiter  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
ca&et,  you  Ihould  refufc  to  perform  your  father's  will, 
if  you  ihould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

For,  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee, 
fet  a  deep  glafs  oi  Rhenijh  wine  on  the  contrary  cafket ; 
for  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that  temptation  without, 
I  know,  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing,  Ne- 
rtjfa,  ere  I  will  be  marry 'd  to  a  fpunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of 
thefe  lords:  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  deter- 
minations, which  is,  indeed,  to  return  to  their  home, 
and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more  fuit ;  unlefs  you  may 
be  won  by  fome  other  fort  than  your  father's  impofi- 
tion,  depending  on  the  cafkets. 
t/j  For.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die  as 
41  chafte  as  Diana,  unlefs  I  be  obtain'd  by  the  manner  of 
Ijj  my  father's  will :  I  am  glad,  this  parcel  of  wooers  are 
\m  . 

^   '       ^  1  think,   the  Frenchman  became  bit  furety,"]    Alluding  to  the 
conltant  alTiftance,  or  rather  conftant  promlfes  ofafliftance,  th.it  the 
oat   ^'■^."'^'^  gave  the  Scots  in   their  quarreh  with  the  EngHjh,     This 
Alliance  is  here  huraouroufly  fatirized, 

fa 
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fo  reafonable ;  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I 
doat  on  his  very  abfence,  and  wifh  them  a  fair  depar- 
ture. 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father*s 
time,  a  Vfneti/in,  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  that  came 
hither  in  company  of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferrat  F 

For.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bufjanio  \  as  I  think,  he  was 
fo  caird. 

'Ner.  True,  Madam ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever 
my  foolilh  eyes  lo£>k'd  upon,  v/as  the  beft  deferving  a 
fair  lady. 

Tor.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him 
worthy  of  thy  praife.     How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Snter  a  Serfvant. 

Ser.  The  four  Grangers  feek  for  you,  madam,  to 
take  their  leave  ;  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from 
a  iifth,  the  Prince  of  Morocco,  who  brings  word,  the 
Prince,  his  mailer,  will  be  here  to  night. 

For.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good 
heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  fliould  be 
glad  of  his  approach ;  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a  faint, 
and  the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he  fhould 
Ihrive  me,  than  wive  me.  Come^  "Nerijfa.  Sirrah,  go 
before ;  while  we  fliut  the  gate  upon  oa^-,|l|poer,  another 
knocks  at  the  door.  -ili>  \         {Exeunt. 

•  %, 
SCENE    HI.     J 

A  tuhlick  Place  in  V  E  N  I  £LE. 

■  ^: 

Enter  Bafianio  and  Shylock. 

Shy.  nr^  H  RE  E  thoufand  ducats  ?  well. 

J^       Bajf.  Ay,  Sir,  for  three  months. 
^hy.  For  three  months  ?  well. 

BaJf.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Anthonio  ihall  be 
bound. 

^hy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound  ?  well. 
BaJf.  May  you  ftead  mei    will  you  pleafure  me  ? 
ihall  I  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Shy, 
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Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  months,  and 
Anthonio  bound  ? 

Bajf.  Your  anfwer  to  that, 
Shy.  Anthonh  is  a  good  man. 

BaJf.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  contrary  ? 
Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no;  my  meaning,  in  faying  he-is-a 
good  man,  is  to  have  you  underfland  me,  that  he  is  fuf- 
iicient :  yet  his  means  are  in  fuppeiition :   he  hath  an 
Argofie  bound  to  Tripoli s^  another  to  tiie  tidies ;  I  un- 
derfland moiaeover  upon  the  .Ryalto,  he  hath  a  third  at 
MexicOyVi.UiMVih.iov  England i  and  other  ventures  he 
hath,  fquander'd  abroad.      But  ihlps  are  but  boards, 
failors .  but  men.j  there  be  land-rats,  and  water-rats,  wa- 
ter-tiiieves  and  land-thieves.  -,  I  mean,  pirates ;  and  then 
4  there  is  the  peiil  of  waters,  winds  and  rocks.     The  man 
i|  is,  notwithftanding,  fufficient;   three  thoufand  ducats  ? 
I  think,  I  may  take  his  bond. 
Baff  Be  aiTardj  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  aiTur'd,  I  may  j  and  that  I  may  be  af- 
fur'd,  I  will  bethink  me ;  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthonio  ? 
Ba/jT.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 
Shy.  Yes,  to  fmeli  pork;  to  eat  of  the  habitation, 
which  your  prophet  the  Nazarite  conjur'd  the  devil 
into  !  I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  you, 
f  walk  with  you,  and  fo  following;  but  I  will  not  eat 
with  you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  you.  What 
news  on  the  Ryalto  P who  is  he,  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 
Bajjr.  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 

Shy.  [AJide."]  How  like  a  fa\vning  Publican  he  looks ! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  chrillian  : 

ut  more,  for  that  in  low  fimplicity 
He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
jThe  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
11)5  jlf  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

il  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
|He  hates  our  facred  natian  ;  and  he  rails, 
cie!  jEv'n  there  where  merchants  moil  do  congregate, 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift. 

Which 
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Which  he  calls  intcreft.     Curfed  be  my  tribe. 
If  I  forgive  him  f 

BaJ/l  BhyJock,  do  yoia  hear  ?  — 

Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  florej 
And  by  the  near  guefs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inllantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats :  v/hat  of  that? 
^ubal,  a  wealthy  Hehrenv  of  m_y  tribe, 
Will  furnifh  me ;  but  foft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Signior  j 

[To  Anth. 
Youf  worfhip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

Anth.  Shylock,  although  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs. 
Yet,  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
I'll  break  a  cuftom.— Is  he  yet  polTeft, 
How  much  you  would  ? 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Anfh.  And  for  three  months. 

Shy.  I  had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  fo ; 
Well  then,  your  bond  ;  and  let  me  fee,         but  hear  you, 
Methought,  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

Jnth.   I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Lahari^  Iheep,— «■ 
This  Jacoh  from  cur  holy  Abraham  was 
iAs  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  pofTefTor ;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  interell? 

Shy,  No,  not  take  int'reft ;  not,  as  you  would  fay, 
Diredlly,  int'reftj  mark,  what  J^.cob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromis'd. 
That  all  the  yeanlings,  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied. 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire  ;  the  ewes,  being  rank. 
In  th'  end  of  autumn  turnM  to  the  rams  -, 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was  ' 

Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  ad. 
The  fkilful  (hepherd  peePd  me  certain  wands; 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind. 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes ; 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 
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Fall  party-colour' d  lambs,  and  thofe  wtre  Jacobus. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft ; 
And  thrift  is  blelTing,  if  men  fteal  it  not. 

Jnth.  This  was  a  venture.  Sir,  thzx  Jacob  ferv'd  forj 
A  thing,  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs. 
But  fway'd,  and  fafhion'd,  by  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  int^reft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold,  and  filver,  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell;  I  make  it  breed  as  fail: ; 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Jnth.  Mzx\i  you  t\C\s,  Baffanh? 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe*    -, 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnefs. 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek ; 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
5  O,  what  a  goodly  outfide's  falfliood  hath ! 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats !  'tis  a  good  round  fuin. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 

Jnth.  Well,  Shy  lock,  lliall  we  be  beholden  to  you  ? 

Shy.  Signior  Jnthonw,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me. 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances. 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  flirug; 
(For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.) 
You  call  me  mifheliever,  cut-throat  dog. 
And  fpit  upon  my  Je^ijh  gaberdine  ; 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that,  which  is  my  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help ; 
Go  to  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shylocky  we  would  have  monies ;  you  fay  \q  ; 
You,  that  did  void  your  rheume  upon  my  beard. 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  threihold:  money  is  your  fuit; 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ?  ihould  I  not  fay, 
j Hath  a  dog  money?  isitpofiible, 

5  0,  -what  a  goodly  outjide  falfhood  hatb!]  But  this  is  not  true, 
that  falfliood  hath  always  a  goodly  outfide.  Nor  does  this  take  in 
the  force  of  the  fpeaker's  fentiment  j  who  would  obferve  that  that 
fallhood  which  quotes  fcripture  for  its  purpofe  has  a  goodly  oatfidc. 
We  ihould  therefore  read, 

0,  zvbat  agcodiy  out/id^' s  fa/jhoid  bath!  i,  e.  hishllhooi,  Sbyfock's. 

'Vol.  II.  F  A  cur 
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:A  car. can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?  or 
iShall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key, 
''With  bated  breath,  apd  whifp'ring  humblenefs, 

"Say  this, fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  l^kWednefday^ 

You  fpurri'd  me  fucli  a  day-i  another  time 
"You  caird  me  dog  j  and  for  thefe  courtefies 
I'll  lend  you  thus  much  monies  ? 

Anth.  I  am  as. like  to  call  thee  fo  again. 
To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friend,  (for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
^  A  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ?) 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy  ; 
Who,  if  he  break,  thou  may'ft  with  better  face 
ILxaft  the  penalty. 

Shy.  Why,  J]|gw  you  ftorm  ? 
I  would  be  frieMs  with  you,  and  have  your  love  j 
Forget  the  {hames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with.} 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
<Of  uiance  for. my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me: 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

j^niih^  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shy.  This  kindnefs  will  I  Ihow^ 
iGo  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Yourfm^lebondj  and  in  a  merry  fport, 
jjf  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day. 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum,  or  fums,  as  are 
-Exprefs'd  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
jBe  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair,flefh,  to  he  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  Ihall  pleafe  me. 

Mtb.  Content,  in  faith ;  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  bond. 
And  fay,  there  is  .much  kindnefs  in  the  Je^iv. 

BaJT.  You  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  mt, 
I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  neccirity, 

6  A  hreei  of  b^ntn  J!i£tal  of  bis  Jriendf]  A  Ireed  th^t  hintcreR 
.money  bred  from  the  principal.  ;By  the  epithet  Ifarren  the  author 
would  inftrudt  us  in  tJie  argument  on  wJiich  the  advocates  againft 
ufury  went,  which  is  this,  that  money  is  uSarren  thin%,  and  cannot 
like  corn  and  cattle  multiply  it  felf.  And  to  fct  off  the  abfurdity  cf 
itim  kicd  of  ufury,  hefuiSrced  znibanen  in  qppolitiott. 

Jntk 
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Jnth.  Why,  fear  not,  man ;  I  will  not  forfeit  it  5 
Within  thefe  two  months  (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  exped  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abraham,  v/hat  thefe  chrillians  arcl 
Whofe  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fufpeifl 
The  thoughts  of  others !  pray  you,  tell  me  this. 
If  he  fliould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  the  exaftion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  flefh,  taken  from  a  man. 
Is  not  fo  ellimabie  or  profitable, 
As  fiefh  of  muttons,  beefs,  or  goats.     I  fay. 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfhip ; 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo ;  if  not,  adieu  j 
And  for  my  love,  I  pray  you,  wrong  me  not. 

Jnth.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 

Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's. 
Give  him  diredlion  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  llrait ; 
See  to  my  houfe,  "  left  in  the  fearlefs  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave^  andprefently 
I  will  be  with  you.  {^Exit. 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  ye<iVk 
This  Hebre'zv  will  turn  chriilian  ;  he  grows  kind, 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay  ; 
My  ihips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day.  [^ExeHnf^. 

7  —  ^^fi  inihe  fearful  guard,  &c.]  But  (vjcely  fearful  was  the 
moft  trufty  guard  for  a  koufe-keeper  in  a  populous  city  ;  where  houfe^s 
■are  not  carried  by  ftorm  like  fortrefles.  1' or  fear  would  keep  them 
on  their  watch,  v/hich  was  ail  that  was  neceflary  for  ihc  owner'* 
fe;urity.     I  ftsppofe  therefore  Shakefpear  wrote 

FEARLESS  guard. 

i.e.  Carelefsj  and  this,  indeed,  would  expofe  his  houfe  to  the 
■only  danger  he  had  to  apprehend  in  the  day-time,  which  was  clandc- 
ftine  pilfering.  This  reading  is  much  confirmed  by  the  character  he 
pves  this  guard,  d  an  unthrifty  kna-ve,  and  by  what  lie  kivo  of  liim 
afterwards,  that  he  was, 

• '  a  huge  fcedsr : 

Snail-Jlciv  m  profty  buthe  fleeps  by  day 
Moj?e  than  the  wild  cati— —- 
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A  C  T    II.        SCENE    T. 

B  E  L  M  O  N  T. 

Enter  Morochius,  n  Taijony-Moor,  all  in  <v:hite',  and 
three  or  four  Follonjoers  accordingly  ;  ivith  Portia,  Nc- 
riffa,  and  her  train,     Flourijh  Cornets, 

Mor.  I^  y^Iflike  me  not  for  my  complexion, 

XVA  '^^€  fliadow'd  livery  of  the  burniih'd  fun. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  creature  northward  born. 
Where  Phcehus'  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  ificles. 
And  let  us  m.ake  incifion  for  your  love. 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddell,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  afpeft  of  mine 
Hath  feard  the  valiant ;  by  my  love,  I  fwear. 
The  befi  regarded  virgins  -of  our  clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too  :  I  would  no:  change  this  hue. 
Except  to  Heal  your  thoughts,  i^vy  gentle  Queen. 

For.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  direftion  of  a  maiden's  eyes : 
Befides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufmg. 
But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you  j 
Your  felf,  renowned  Prince,  then  flood  £5  fair. 
As  any  comer  I  Jiave  look'd  on  yet. 
For  my  afFedlion. 

Mor.  Ev'n  for  that  I  thank  you  ; 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  thecaikets 
To  try  my  fortune.     By  this  fcimitar, 
That  ilew  the  Sophy  and  a  Perfian  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solymaity 
I  would  out-flare  the  fterneil  eyes  that  look,  " 
Out-brave  the  heart  moft  daring  on  the  earth. 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  Ihe-bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey. 
To  win  thee,  lady.     But,  alas  the  while  I 
If  Heresies  and  Lichai  play  at  dice 
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Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw- 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  (a)  page  ; 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that,  which  one  unworthicr  may  attain ; 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  mull  take  your  chance; 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all. 
Or  fwear,  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrong. 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage  ;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not;  therefore,  bring  me  to  my  chance, 

"Bar.  FirH,  forward  to  the  temple  ;  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  ftiall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then,  \Cornits. 

To  make  me  bleft,  or  curfed'il  among  men  f     \^Exeunt^ 

SCENE     II. 

Changes  to  Venice. 
Enter   Launcelot     alone'. 

Laiin ,  f^^itzxvlj  my  confcience  will  ferve  me  to 
%^  J  run  from  this  Jenv  my  mailer.  The 
ixtV'A  is  at  mine  elbow,  and  tempts  me,  faying  to  me, 
(Johho^  Launcelot  Gobbo,  good  Launcelot,  or  good  Gohbo^ 
QT  good  Launcelot  Gohho,  ufe  your  legs,  take  the  Hart, 
run  away.  My  confcience  fays,  no;  take  heed,  honeft 
Lau.'uelot  i  take  heed,  honell  Go3^o  ;  or,  as  aforefaid, 
honeil  Launcelot  Gobbo,  do  not  run  ;  fcorn  running  with 
thy  heels.  Well,  the  molt  courageous  fiend  bids  me 
pack  ;  liia  !  fays  the  fiend  ;  away  !  fays  the  fiend  ;  for 
the  heav'ns  roufe  up  a  brave  mind,  fays  the  fiend,  and 
ran.  Well,  my  confcience,  hanging  about  the  neck  of 
my  heart,  fays  very  v/ifely  to  me,  my  honeil  friend 
Launcelot,  being  an  honeil  man's  fon,  or  rather  an  ho- 
neil woman's  fon (for,  indeed,  my  father  did  fome- 

thing    fmack,    fomething    grov/  to  :    he  had  a  kind 

of  t.ifce.) well,   my  confcience  fays,   budge  notj 

budge,  fays  the  fiend  ;  budge  not,  fays  my  confcience ; 

[  ^ii)  Piii^e^  Mr.  Tbai>a/<!~~Vu\g.  mgf.'^'] 

F  3  confcience. 
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confcience,  fay  I,  you  counfel  ill ;  fiend,  fay  I,  yon 
counfel  ill.  To  be  rui'd  by  my  confcience,  I  fliould 
flay  with  the  Jenu  my  mafter,  who,  God  blefs  the 
mark,  is  a  kind  of  devil ;  and  to  ran  away  from  the 
Js^jo,  I  should  be  ruled  by  the  fiend,  who,  faving  your 
reverence,  is  the  devil  himfelf.  Certainly,  the  Je^  is. 
the  very  devil  incarnal;  and  in  my  confden.ce,  my 
confcience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard  confcience,  to  offer  ta 
counfel  me  to  flay  with  the  y^i».  The  fiend  gives  the 
more  friendly  counfel  j  I  will  run,  fiend,  my  heels  ar© 
at  your  commandment,  I  will  run. 

Enter  sld  Gobbo^  nxjith  a  basket. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you,^  which  is. 
the  way  to  mafter  ^fw's  ? 

Lam.  O  heav'ns,  this  Is  my  true-begotten  father,  wha 
being  more  than  fand -blind,  high- gravel-blind,  knows 
me  not ;  I  will  try  confufions  with  him. 

Gcb.  Mailer  young  Gentlenmn„  Ipray  you,  whichis 
the  way  to  mafter  Jeiv^s  > 

Laun.  ^  Turn  up,  on  your  right-hand  at  the  next 
turning,  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your  left ; 
marry,  at  the  very  next  turning  turn  af  no  hand,  but 
turn  dovv'n  indiredly  to  the  Je'w's  houfe, 

Gob.  By  Qod's  fonties,  *twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit  i 
can  you  tejl  me  whether  one  Launcelot,  that  dwells  with 
him,  dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

L»un.  7^alk  you  of  young  mafter  Launceht  ?  (mark 
me  now,  novv?  will  I  raife  the  waters ;)  talk  you  of 
young  mafter  Launceht? 

Gob.  No  mafter.  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  fon.  His  fa- 
ther, though  I  fay't,  is  an  honeA  exceeding  poor  m^n, 
and,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

haun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk 
ff  young  mairbr  Launceht. 

1  Turn  upy  $nyovr  right -handf  &c]  This  arch  and  perplexed  di- 
♦eC\:son,  to  puzzle  she  enquirer,  feems  to  imitate  that  of  Syrui  to 
Bemea  in  the  Brothers  of  Terence. 

•■    .   .1  ■•        uii  MS  prater kriSf 
Ad  finiilram  bac  reda  plated  :  ubi  ad  Diana  sveneris, 
Jcoad<}QXtiisn  ;  friusquam  ad  port  am  venias^  Scq, 

Gd. 
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Gob,  Your  worfliip's  friend  and  Z<3««r(?/o>,   Sir<. 

Laun.  But,  I  pray  you  ergo,  old  man ;  ergo;  I  be-  . 
ieech  you,  talk  you  of  young  mailer  Z^a/?tv/o/ /* 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,   an't  pleafe  your  mafterfhip. 

Latm.  Ergo,  mafier   Launcekt  y  talk  not  of  mafter" 
LaunceiQt,   father,  for  the  young  gentleman  (according; 
to  fates  and  deftinie?,-  and  llich  odd  fayings,   the  fiilers 
three,  and  fuch  branches  of  learning,)  is,   indeed,  de- 
ceafed  i  or,  as  you  would  fay,,  in  plain  terms,   gone  to 
heav'n. 

Goh.  Marry,.  God  forbid!  the  boy  was  the  very  flafF^* 
of  my  age,  my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,.:  or  a  hovel-poft,  a 
jftafF  or  a  prop  ?  do  you  knov/  rne,   father  ?  a,  "» - 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,>  I  know  you  not,  youn^^^.# 
tleman;  but,  I  pray  you,  tell  me,,  is  my  boy,  God- 
reft  his  foul,    alive  or  dead  ?  ^ 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father. 

Gob.  Alack,  Sir,  I  am  fand-hlind^  I  know  you  not: 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  eyes,  you  might 
fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father,  that  knows 
ids  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will  tell  you  news  of  - 
your  fon  J  give  me  yiour  blefiing,  truth  will  come  to 
light;  murder  cannot  be  hid  lon^.  a  man.'s  fon  mays 
but  in  the  end,  truth  will  out. 

Gob,  Pray  you.  Sir,  Hand  up;  lamfure,  you  are 
not  Launcekt  my  boy. 

Laun,  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,.  - 
but  give  me  your  blefiing ;  I  am  Lauvcelot,   your  boy 
that  was,  your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  Ihall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think,  you  are  my  fon. 

Lauii,  I  know  not,  v/hati  Ihall  think  of  that:  butt 
-am  Launceht  the  Slew's  man  ;  and,  I  am  fure.  Marge- 
ry  your  wife^is  my  mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed.     Til  be  fwori?, 
if  thou  be  Launceht^  tliou  art  my  o>vn  fiefti  and  blood  i 
iord  worfhip'd  might  he  be !  what  a  beard  haft  thou 
got !  thou  hail  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dobbin^. 
my  *  Thill-horfe  has  on  his  tail, 

2  my  T^^.l.•^ho:■jt]  Nonfcnfe.  We  fJiould  read,  TJULL-horfe, 
the  horfe  which  draws  in  thefhafts  or  Ihill  of  vhe  c.-^rriage. 

F  4  Lay^, 
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Lam.  It  fhould  feem  then,  that  Dobhin's  tail  grows 
backward ;  I  am  fare,  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail,  than 
I  have  on  my  &ce,  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord,  how  art  thou  chang'd !  hov/  doll  thou 
and  thy  mailer  agree  ?  I  have  brought  him  a  prefent ; 
how  agree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well ;  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  hare 
fet  up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  'till  I  have 
run  fome  ground.  My  matter's  a  very  Je^vj  :  give  him 
a  prefent  !  give  him  a  halter :  I  am  famifh'd  in  his  fer- 
vice.  You  may  tell  every  finger  1  have  with  my  ribs. 
Father,  I  am  glad  you  are  come ',  give  me  your  prefent 
to.onQm2iS.eTBaJ/aniOf  who,  indeed,  gives  rare  new  li- 
._  vents;  if  I  ferve  him  not,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has 
any  grouHd.  G  rare  fortune,  hercqomes  the  man  ;  to 
him,  father,  for  1  am  a  Jsiv,  if  I  ferve  the  Jenv  aoy 
J^ger. 

EnUr  BafTanio  'vji/h  Leonardo,  a^d  a  follonj:er  or 
t^wQ  mare. 

Baf.  You  may  do  fo ;.  but  let  It  be  fo  hafted,  that 
flipper  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock  ;  fee 
thefe  letters  delivered,  put  the  liveries  to  making,  and 
defire  Gratiam  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  him,  father. 

Gob.  God  blefs  your  worfhip  ! 

Baff.  Gramercy,  would'ft  thou  aught  with  me  ? 
.    Gob.  Here's  my  fon.  Sir,  a  poor  boy, 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy.  Sir,  but  the  rich  Jeiv^  man-, 
that  would.  Sir,,  as  my  father  Ihall  fpeclfie, 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infedlion.  Sir,  as  one  would 
fay,  to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  ftiort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the 
yirw,  and  have  a  defire,  as  my  father  fliall  fpecifie,. • 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  worlhip's  reve- 
rence, are  fcarce  catercoufms. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  JeiVy. 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father, 
being  I  hope  an  old  man,  Ihall  frutifie  unto  you, 

Gob.  1  have  here  a  difh  of  doves,  that  I  would  be- 
00 w  upon  your  worfhip ;  and  my  fuit  is  .   i 

Latm^ 
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Lam.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my 
felf,  as  your  wof  (hip  fhall  know  by  this  honell  old  man  ; 
and,  though  I  fay  *it,  though  old  man,  yet  poor  mail 
my  father. 

BaJJ'.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you  ? 

Laun.  Serve  you.  Sir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defecl  of  the  matter.  Sir. 

Eajf.  I  knov/  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtain'd  thy  Suit  i 
Shy  lock,  thy  mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee  ;  if  it  be  preferment' 
To  leave  a  rich  Jenvs  fervice  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun.  The  oldj^ro verb  is  jj;gry  well  parted  bet^'een 
my  mafter  5^/(?^l^|^  you,  Sir;  you  have  the  g^  "'  '^ 
God,  Sir,  and  li^Kth  enough. 

B'af,   5  Thou  l^k'ft  it  well ;  go,   father,  with" 
Ion:  ^ 

Take  leave  of  thy  old  mafter,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  outj^givehim  a  livery. 
More  guarded  than,  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in;  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no?  lh'^.ve. 
ne"'er  a  tonguetin  my  head  ?  well,  if  any  man  in  Italy 
have  a  '^  fairer  table,  i'  which  doth*****  offer  to  fwear 
upon  a  book,  I  iliall  ha\'e  good  fortune  ;  go  to,  here's 
a  fimple  line  of  life  ;  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of  v/ives  ,-  alas, 
fifteea  wives  is  nothing,  eleven  widows  and  nine  maid-, 
is  a  fimp!e  coming-in  for  one  man  !  and  then  to  "fcapfc 

3  ThowfpeaVfi  it  well  j]  I  fhould  choofe  to  read,  T^.wu  ^^?  t.  i  7  ':j'.^ 
it  .tvell,  i.  e.  divldeft  the  two  parts  of  the  proverb  between,  thy  «ia;>i.r 
and  me. 

^fairer  tai/e,]   The  chiromantic  term  for  the  lines  of  thehar.-i. 
So  Ben  jobnfoK  in  his  Musk  of  Gipfi^s  to  the  lady  EUaabetb  Hjtto:: ; 
Mijirefs  of  a  fairer  table. 
Hath  not  bifiory  nor  fable  ^ 

i;  ivhich  doth  offer  to  fivtar  upon  a  book ^  &c.]  This  nonfe.^fc;  fetrrr-: 
to  have,  taken  its  rife  from  the  accident -of  a  ioft  line  in  tvanlcrlbin^ 
the  play  for  the  prefs  j  fo  that  the  pallage,  for  the  future,  ftiouid  bs- 

printed  thus,  IVelly  if  any  man  in  Italy  ba-ve  a    fairer  tahie.^ 

ivbicb  doth    ******  offer  tofwear  upon  a  book,   I  pall  ha^'S  good  for- 
rur,e.     It  is  impoflible  to  find,  again,  the  loft  line  ;  but  theloflfenl?. 

is  eafy  enough '/«'y  f»^n  in  Italy  ba've  a   fairer  table,  ivkkk 

dotb  [promife  good  luck,  I  am  miftaken.     I  durft  almuitj  offi^  .*». 
f wear  upon  a  book,  I  ihall  have  good  tbrtune. 

F  5  .  drowning 
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drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  ^  in  peril  of  my  life  wiA  the 
edge  of  a  feather-bed,  here  are  fimple  *fcapes  ?  well,  if 
fortune  be  a  woman,  fhe's  a  good  wench  for  tlus  geer. 
Father,  come ;  Til  take  my  leave  of  the  ye^iv  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye.  {^Exezmi  Laun.  and  Gob, 

BaJ/l  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this. 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  bellowed. 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to  night 
My  beft-efleetn'd  acquaintance  ;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leofi.    My  bell  endeavoursShall  be  done  herein. 

SCENE    Iir; 
>^^/z^ig(|5rati4 
WherdTs  yotir  ma*ller  ? 

Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks.   HtSi^^^'^  Leonardo. 
^0?a,  Signior  Bajfanio,  — — 

^<St^'  Gratiano!         4  '"     '1^\ 

ijra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you.  ,j^ 

Bajf.   You  have  obtain'd  it,  -^ 

Gra.  You  mull  not  deny  me,  ^mull  go^ith  you  to 

Belmont,  ^    ..^     -^ 

Baf.  Why,  then  you  mull :  but  lieafrhee,  Gratiano, 

Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice ; 

Pxirts,  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 

And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults ; 

But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  fliew 

Something  too  liberal  ;  pray  thee,  take  pain 

T 'allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modelly 

Thy  Ikipping  fpirit,  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviour, 

J  be  mifconllru'd  in  the  place  1  go  to. 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio,  hear  me.        *  ' 

If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit. 

Talk  with  refpedl,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then, 

Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely  ; 

.Nay  more,  while  grace  is  laying,  hood  mine  eyes 

6  in  peril  of  my  life  ivith  the  edge  of  a  feather-bed, ']   A  cant  phrafe 

to  iignify  the  danger  of  marrying. A  certain  French  writer  ul'es 

the  hune  k;nd  of  figure,  0  mon  ami,  j^aimtrois  mieux  etre  tombet  fur 
■Ihfunte  a'un  Oreillerj  i^  nC  9ire  nmpu  It  Cou,  — 

Thu» 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.    107 

Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  and  fay,  Amen  ; 

Ufe  all  th'  obfervance  of  cmlliy. 

Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 

To  pleafe  his  grandam  j  never  truft  me  more. 

£a^.  Well,  we  Ihall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra,  Nay,  but  I  bar  to  night,  you  Ihall  not  ^ge  me 
By  what  we  do  to  night. 

Ba^.  No,  that  were  pity. 
r  woiud  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldell  fuit  of  mirth^  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpofe  merriment :   but  fare  you  well, 
1  have  fome  bulinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lonn%o  and  the  feft : 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  fupper-time,  ■  [  Exemt^.' 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  Shylock*i  Houfey 

Entrr  JeiTica  and  Launcelot= 

yef.'Y"'^!  forry,  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  To  j 

J_  Our  houfe  is  liell,  and  thou,  a  merry  Azvi^.^ 
DidiLrob  it  of  feme  tailc  of  tedioufnefs ; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
And,  Launceiot,  foou  at  fuppcr  (halt  thou  fee  • 
Lci-enzo,  wlio  is  thy  ntw  matter's  gueft  ; 
Give  him  this  li^tter,   do  it  fecretly. 
And  fo  forewel :    I  would  not  h^ve  my  father  - 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

La^n,  Adieu  !  tears  exhibit  my  tongue  ;  mofl  beas* 
tlful  Pagan,  rnoit  fweet  ye<w  !  if  a  chriftian  did  not  play 
the  knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived ;  bur, 
adieu  i  thefe  fooliih  drops  do  fonifiwhat  drown  my  man- 
ly fpirit :  adieu  !  lExit, 

Jef.  Farewel,    good  Latmcelot, 
Alack,  what  heinous  fin  is  it  in  me. 
To  be  afham'd  to  be  my  father's  child  ? 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners :    Q  Lorenzo^ 
If  thou  keep  promife,  I  fhall  end  this  ilrife. 
Become  a  ciirifl;ian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [Exf/. 

S  C  E>  N  E 
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SCENE    v. 
The    ST  RE  ET, 

Enter  Gratlano,    Lorenzo,   Solarino,   and  Salanio. 
•^^^•"^^JA  Y,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time,  di^ 
JL^    guife  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an 
iiour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  notfpoke  us  yet  of  torch-bearers. 

Sola.   7  'Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

hor,  'Tis  now  but  four  a-clock,  we  have  two  houi« 
To  furnilh  us.     Friend  Lamcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 

Enter  Launcelot,   with  a  letter. 

Laim.  An'  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  ihall 
feem  to  ligniiie.  * 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand  i  in  faith,  'tis  a  fair  hand  j 
And  whiter  than  the  paper,   it  writ  on. 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 
Gra,  Love-news,   in  faith. 
Laun.  By  your  leave.  Sir. 
Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  mafter  the  Jenu  ta 
fup  to  night  with  my  new  mafter  the  chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold,  here,  take  this  j  tell  gentle  Jeffica^ 
I  will  not  fail  her ;   fpeak  it  privately. 

Go Gentlemen,^  will  you  prepare  for  this-mafqu& 

to  night  ? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer.  \_Exit  Laun.. 

Sal.  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 
^bola.  And  fo  will  L 
Lor.  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano, 
At  Gratiano''^  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

7  "T/*  a/;7ie,  tmleji  it  may  h:  quaintly  ordered,  "l 
Ut  gratis  inter  menfas  Symphonia  difcors, 
Et  craffum  unguefttum,  5:  Sardo  cum  melle  paparer 
Ofl-ndunt  J  poterat  duel  ^uia  Cttna'  fine  iftis.  Her. 

Sal. 
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^^/.  'Tis  good,  we  do  fo.  lExU, 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  y^^r^ /* 

Lor.  I  mull  needs  tell  thee  all ;  fhe  hath  dire^fledj. 

How  I  fhall  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe. 

What  gold  and  jewels  fhe  is  furnifb'd  with  ; 

What  page's  fuit  ihe  hath  in  readinefs. 

If  e'er  the  Je^iv  her  father  come  to  heav'n^ 

It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake  : 

And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot,, 

Unlefs  fhe  doth  it  under  this  excufe. 

That  fhe  is  iiTue  to  a  faithlefs  Je^. 

Come,  go  with  me  ;  perufe  this,  as  thou  goefl ; 

Fair  JeJJica  fliall  be  my  torch- bearer.  [Exeufih 

s  c  E  N  E   vr. 

Shylock'i   Houfe-, 

Enter  Shylock  and  Launcdot. 
Shy,  "^T  TELL,   thou  fhalt  fee,  thy  eyes  fhall  be  thy 

The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Bajfanio. 

What,  JeJJica  /- thou  fhalt  not  gormandize. 

As  thou  haft  done  with  me what,  Jejfjica  /— ^ 

And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out. 
Why,  Jejftca  !  I  fay. 

Laun.  Why,  Jefftca  ! 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  did  not  bid  thee  calL 

Laun.  Your  worfhipwas  wont  to  tell  me,  that  I  could 
do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  JeiHca. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  v/ill  ? 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  JeJJica  ; 
Tiiere  are  my  keys  :  but  wherefore  fhould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love  ;  they  flatter  me  : 
But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  tp  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriftian.     JeJJica^  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  houfe  ;  I  am  right  loth  to  go  ; 
There  ig  fome  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft. 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to  night. 

Laun. 
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Laun.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  go;  my  young  madcr, 
doth  expeft  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not 
fay,  you  (hall  fee  a  mafque;  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was 
not  for  nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black 
monday  lail,  at  fix  a  clock  i'th*  morning,  falling  out* 
that  year  on  Afh-Wednefday  was  four  year  in  the  after- 
noon. 

Shy.  What !    are   there   mafques  ?.    hear    you   me*;. 
Jejjlca, 
Lock  up  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hearthe  drum^ 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife, 
Glamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then. 
Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet. 
To  gaze  on  chriftian  fools  with  varnilh'd  faces : 
But  ftop  my  houfe's  ears;  I  mean,  my  cafements  v  - 
Let  not  the  found  of  Ihallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.     By  Jacob" &  ilafF,  I  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  fcafting  forth  to  night : 
Bat  I  will  go ;  go  you  before  mc,  firrah ; 
Say,  I  will  come. 

Laun.  I  will  go-  before^  Sir. 
Miflrefs,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this ; 
There  will  come  a  chriftian  by. 
Will  be  worth  a  Je^efs'  eye.  [Exit  Laun. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  fool  oi Hagay's  ofF-fpring,  ha? 

Jef.  His  words  were,  farewel,  miflrefs ;    nothing  elfe. 

Shy.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder : 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  he  fleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat  j  drones  hive  not  with  me,. 
Therefore  I  part  with  him  ;  and  part  with  him 
To  one,  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  waile 
His  borrow 'd  purfe.     Well,  JeJJica,  go  in; 
Perhaps,   I  will  return  immediately ;  . 

Do,  as  I  bid  you.————  ? 

Shut  the  doors  after, you;  faft  bind,  fafi  find', 
A  proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  mind.  [Exit* 

Jef.  Farewel ;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  loft.  '    [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  vir. 

"The    ST  RE  E  T. 

Enter  Gratlano  and  Salanio  in  mafquerad'e. 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houie,  under  which  Lorenzo 
defired  us  to  make  a  fiand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 

Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour. 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sal.  ^  O,  ten  times  fafter  Venui  Widgeons  fiy 
To  feal  lovers  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.     Who  rifeth  from  a  feaf^^ 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe,  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  th*  unbated  fire. 
That  he  did  pace  them,  firft  ?  all  things  that  are. 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal, 
The  Ikarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  wind  ! 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  ftie  return. 
With  over-weather*d  ribs  and  ragged  fails. 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  llrumpet  wind  f 

%0i  ten  tltrui  fafter  Venus'  Pidgeons/y]  This  is  a  very  odd 
image,  of  Venus' %  Pidgeons  flying  to  feal  the  bonds  ot  Love.  The 
fenfe  is  obvious,  and  v/e  know  the  dignity  due  to  Venus'^  Pidgeons, 
There  was  certainly  a  joke  intended  here,  which  the  ignorance  or 
boldnefs  of  the  firft  tranfcribers  have  fnurder'd ;  I  doubt  not,  but 
ShakeJ'pear  wrote  the  line  thus  : 

Oy  ten  times  fafter  Venus'  Widgeofis_y?y 
Tofenl,  Sec. 
For  Widgeon  is  not  only  one  fpecies  of  Pidgeons,  but  fignified  Kke- 
wife,  metaphorically,  a^/^y^/Zow,  s.s  Goofc,  or  Gudgeon,  does  now. 
The  joke  confifts  in  the  ambiguity  of-   the  fignification.     And  the 
calling  love's  votaries,  Venus'' s  Widgeons,  is  in  high  humour.     jBW- 
kr  ufes  the  fame  joke  in  fpeaking  of  the  presbyterians. 
T/j'  apoftks  of  this  fierce  religion. 
Like  Mahomet' J,  ivere  afs  and  Widgeon, 
Maho'/net^s  afs  or  rather  mule  was  famous.'  and  the  monks  in  their 
fabulous  accounts  of  him  faid,  he  taught  a  pidgeoa  to  pick  peas  out 
of  his  ears  to  carry  on  the  ends  of  his  impofture. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lorenzo. 

Bal.  Here  comes  Lorenzo :  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode  j 
Not  I,  but  my  affairs,  have  made  you  wait; 
When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then  ;  come,  approach ; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Je^.     Hoa,  who's  within  ?' 

Jeflica  aho'vey  in  hoy  s  cloaths.  ^, 

Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty. 
Albeit  I'll  fvvear,  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo^  and  thy  love. 

Jef.  Loren%o  certain,  and  my  love,  indeed ; . 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows,.. 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heav'n  and  thy  thoughts  are  v/itnefs,  that  chott^ 
art. 

Jef.  Here  catch  this  ca^et,  it  is  worth  the  pains, 
I'm  glad,  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  m.e ; 
For  I  am  much  alham'd  of  my  exchange  i 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  com.mit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  bluih 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  -  Defcend,  for  you  mull  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Jef.  What  mufl  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  fnames  ? 
They  in  themfelves,  goodfooth,  are  too,  too,  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love. 
And  I  Ihould  be  obfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you,  fweet, 
Ev'h  in  the  lovely  garniih  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once  — — - 
For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, . 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajtanio^s  feaft, 

Jef.  I  will  make  fail  the  doors,  and  gild  my  felf 
With  fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftrait. 

\Exit  from  above 

Gra.  Now  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Je^j^'. 

Lor.  Befhrew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily  ; 
For  flie  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her  i 

And- 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.    113 

And  fair  ftie  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true  1 
And  true  ihe  is,  as  Ihe  hath  prov'd  her  felf  j 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true. 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Enter  Jeffica,  to  them. 

What,  art  thou  come  ?  on,  gentlemen,  away  ; 

Our  mafquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.        {Exit, 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth.  Who's  there  ? 

Gra.  Signior  Anthonio, ■ 

Anth.  Fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
"I'is  nine  o'  clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you  ; 
No  mafque  to  night ;  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Bajanio  prefently  will  go  aboard; 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  I'm  glad  on't  ,•  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to  night.         [^E^etint. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Changes  to  Belmont. 

«» 

Enter  Portia  nvith  Morochius,  and  both  their  trains^ 

For.   /^^  O,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
VJ  The  fev'ral  cafkets  to  this  noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  choice.      \Three  caskets  are  difco'verd. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  infcription  bears. 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  gain  njohat  many  men  defire. 
The  fecond  lilver,  which  this  promife  carries. 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jh all  get  as  much  as  he  defer'ves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt. 
Who  chufeth  me,  mufi  gi-ve  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know,  if  I  do  ahufe  the  right  ? 

For.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pidlure,  Prince  j 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mor.  Some  God  dired  my  judgment !  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  th'  infcriptions  back  again  j 
What  tays  this  leaden  cafket  ? 
Who  chufeth  me,  mujl  gi^e  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 

Muil 
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Mufl  give,  for  what?  for  lead?  hazard  for  lead  f." 
This  cafket  threatens.     Men,  that  hazard  all. 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages : 
A  golden  mind  Hoops  not  to  ihows  of  drofs  j 
I'll  then  not  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 
What  fays  the  filver,  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  tnCi  Jh all  get  as  much  as  he  defer'ves. 
As  much  as  he  deferves  ?  paufe  there,  Morochius  u 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand. 
11  thou  be'il  rated  hy  thy  eilirnation. 
Thou  doil  deferve  enough;  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  lady  ; 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  mydeferving, , 
Were  but  a  v/eak  difabling  of  my  feif. 

As  much  as  I  deferve why,  that's  the  lady : : 

Ido  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes,.^ 

In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  : 

But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  defeiTe/  % 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farthe?,  .but  chofe  here  I  % 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  graved  in  gold.  * 

Who  chufethme,  Jhall  gain  Hjjhafma?ty  men  deftrel  . 

Why,  that's  the  lady;  all  the  world  deiires  her ; ., 

From  the  four  corners  of  the'^^arth  they  come 

To  kifs  this  ihirine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. , 

Th'  Hyrcmian  deferts,  and  the  vaflie  wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  thorough-fares  now. 

For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  wat'ry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head  . 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is.  no  bar 

To  flop  the  foreign  fpirits ;  but  they  come, .  jij 

As  o'er  a  brook,   to  f^  fair  Portia.  ^  I 

One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heav'nly  piflure. 

Is*t  like,  that  lead  contains  her?  'twere  damnation^^^ 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought :  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  fearcloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  ftiall  I  think,  in  filver  fhe's  immurM, 

Being  ten  times  undervalu'd  to  tryM  gold  ? 

O  fmful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  gem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  than  gold !  they  have  in  England  ■ 

A  coin,  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel  | 

^tamped  in  gold,  but  that's  iafculpt  upon ; 

But 
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But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 
jLyes  all  within.     Deliver  me  the  key  j 
Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may ! 

For.  There  take  it.  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lye  there. 
Then  I  am  yours.  [Unlocking  the  gold  casket, 

Mor.  O  hell !  what  have  we  here  ?  a  carrioa  death. 
Within  vvhofe  empty  eye  thei^  is  a  {crawl : 
ril  read  tlie  writing,. 

Ml  that  gliflers  ts  not  gold, 
Often  ha<ve  you  heard  that  told  ; 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold. 
But  my  outjide  to  behold. 
Gilded  nxjood  may  <worms  infold': 
Had  you  been  as  'wife  as  bold, 
Tottfig  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old'. 
Tour  anfmoer  had  not  been  infer oTd  5 
fare  you  ludl,  your  fuit  is  cold. 

Mor.  Cold,  indeed,  and  labour  loil  ? 
Then  farewel,  heat ;  and  welcome,  froft : 
F(?r^/^,  adieu  !  1  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  loffers  par-t,  \Exit, 

For.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  curtains;  go — ■ 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chufe  me  fo.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE    IX, 

Xlhanges  to  Venice^ 

Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio, 

^*^*  \TS T^^f  msLT),  I  faw  Baffanio  under  fail  j 

YY     With  him  is  Grati^no  gone  along ; 
And  in  their  Ihip,  I'm  fure,  Lortn%Q  is  not. 

Sola^  The  villain  Jevo  with  outcries  rais'd  the  Duke^ 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Baffanio\  ihip. 

Sal.  He  came  too  late,  the  {hip  was  under  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underhand,. 
That  in  a  Gondola  were  feen  together 
horen^o  2Ciiihi^  am*rQus  Jejftca: 

Bcfides; 
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Befides,  Anthonio  certify' d  the  Duke; 
They  were  not  with  Baffanio  in  his  fhip; 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a paiTion  fo  confused, - 
Softrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable. 
As  the  dog  Jenu  did  utter  in  the  ftreets ; 
My^ daughter!  O  my  ducats !  O  my  daughter. 
Fled  with  a  chrillian  ?  O  my  chrillian  ducats .' 
Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter ! 
A  fealed  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats. 
Of  double  ducats,  floPn  from  me  by  my  daughter! 
And  jewels  too,  Hones,  rich  and  precious  ftones. 
Stolen  by  my  daughter  !  juftice !  find  the  girl; 
She  hath  the  ftones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

Sal  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Veruce  follow  him. 
Crying  his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anthonio  look,,  he  keep  his  day  j. 
Or  he  fhall  pay  for  this. 

Sal.  Marry,  well  remembered. 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday. 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  feas,  that.pa^t 
The  French  and  Englijh,  there  mifcarried 
A  velTel  of  our  country  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  upon  Ahihsmo,  when  he  told  me. 
And  wifh'd  in  filence,  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hear. 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  faw  Bajfanio  and  Anthonio  part. 
Bajfanio  told  him,  he  would  make  fome  fpecd 
Of  his  return :  he  anfwer'd,  do  not  fo. 
Slubber  not  bufmefs  for  my  fake,  Bajfanio. 
But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time  5 
And  for  the  y^w's  bond,  which  he  hath  of  me,. 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love : 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  courtihip,  and  fuch  fairoftents  of  love. 
As  fhall  conveniently  become  you  there. 
And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears. 
Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him. 
And  with  afFedion  wond'rous  fenfible 
He  wrung  Bajfanio'^  hand,  and  fo  they  parted 


S^(a, 
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Sola.  I  think,  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go  and  find  him  out. 
And  quicken  his  9  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  delight  or  other. 

Sal  Do  w£  fo.  \_Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     X, 
Changes  to  Belmont. 

Enter  NerifTa  toith  a  Ser<vant. 
Ner.  ^T^  UICK,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtaia 

V^  ftrait; 
The  Prince  of  Arragon  has  ta'en  his  oath. 
And  comes  to  his  eledion  prefently. 

^nter  Arragon,  hh  train,  Portia.   Flour.  Cornets.     The 
Caskets  are  difco'verd. 

Por.  Behold,  there  ftand  the  cafkets,  noble  Prince ; 
If  you  chufe  that,  wherein  I  am  contain'd. 
Strait  {hall  our  nuptial  rites  be  folemniz'd : 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeech,  my  lord. 
You  mull  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoin'd  by  oath  t'obferve  three  things ; 
Firlt,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  calket  'twas  1  chofe  j  next,  if  I  fail 
rOf  the  right  cafket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  : 
Laft,  if  I  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

Por.  To  thefe  injundions  every  one  doth  fwear. 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreil  me ;  fortune  now 
T-o  my  heart's  hope !  gold,  filver,  and  bafe  lead. 

9  —  EMBRACED  bea'vifiefs]    This  unmeaning    epithet   would 
make  me  choofe  rather  to  read, 

ENRAcEj)  heavinefs, 
From  the  French  eMractKer,  accrefcere,  inveterafcere.     So  in  Mucb 
ado  about  nothing, 

I  could  not  have  oived  her  a  more  rooted  love. 
And  again  in  Othello, 

JVith  o»e  of  an  iNORArT  ifSmity, 

WhQ 
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Who  chufeth  me,  tnuft  gi'ue  and  ha%ard  all  he  hath» 
You  fhaJl  look  fairer,  ere  I  give  of  hazard. 
What  fays  the  golden  cheft  ?  ha,  let  me  fee  j 
'Who  chufeth  mey^/h  all  gain  'whnt  many  men  deftre* 
What  many  men  defire — that  may  be  meant 
Of  the  fool-multitude,  that  chufe  by  fhow. 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach  ; 
Which  pry  not  to  th''  interior,  but  like  the  martlet 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Ev'n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defire> 
Becaiife  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits^ 
And  rank  me  with  the  barb'rous  multitudes. 
Why  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treafure-houfe : 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear. 
Who  chufeth  me,  fp  all  get  as  much  as  he  defer'Ves  I 
And  well  faid  too,  for  who  ihall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ilamp  of  m.erit?  let  none  prefume 
'To  wear  an  undeferved  dignity  ; 
O,  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices. 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  v/earer ! 
How  many  then  Ihould  cover,  that  fland  bare  ? 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  i* 
How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  ^  how  much  honour 
Pickt  from  the  chafF  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  vanned  ?  well,  but  to  my  choice  : 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  defer'ves  : 


hcnv  Much  honour 


Pickt /row  the  chaff  ^W  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  neiv  vamifh'd  ?3  This  confafion  and  mixtute  of  the  mi- 
taphon,  makes  me  think  that  Shake^ar  wrote, 

'To  be  neiv  vanned. 
i.e.  winnow'd,  purged  :  froin  the  French  word,  manner',  which  is 
derived  from  the  Latin  Vannus,  ventiiabriim,  the  fatm  ufedfor  win* 
nowing  the  chaff  from  the  corn.  This  alteration  reftores  the  meta- 
phor to  its  integrity  :  and  our  poet  frequently  ufes  the  fame  thought. 
JSo  in  the  2d  part  of  Henry  IV. 

JVeJhall  be  winnow'd  witbfo  rough  a  tvtad, 
Ihat  even  our  i:om  foalljeim  at  tight  a:  chaff. 

I  will 
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I  will  affume  deferf;  give  me  a  key  for  this, 
J\nd  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Por.  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which^ou  find  therft. 
[Unlocking  me  fd'ver  casket, 

Jr.  What's  here  !  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 
.-Prefenting  me  a  fchedule  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia? 
How  much  unlike  myjiopes  and  my  defervings  ? 
Who  chufes  me,^  Jhall  ha<ve  as  much  as  he  defers es. 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  I 
Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 

Por.  To  olfendj  and  judge,  are  diftin<^  offices, 
-And  of  oppofed  natures. 

jir.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  fe^vn  times  tried  this  i 
Se'v'n  times  tried  that  judgment  Isy 
That  did  ne^ver  chufe  amtfs. 
,  ^        Some  there  he,  that  Jhadonvs  kifs  » 
Snch  ha^oe  hut  a  JhadovS' s  blifs  : 
There  he  foals  ali^ve,  I^wis, 
Silver  d  o^er,  and  fo  nvas  this  : 
Take  twhat  njuife  you  nvill  to  bedj 
I  rivill  ever  he  your  head : 
So  he  gone.  Sir,  you  are  fped^ 

Ar.  Still  more  fool  I  (hall  appear, 
^y  the  time  I  linger  her^. 
With  one  fooPs  head  1  came  to  woo, 
'^u£  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet,  adieu  i  I'H  keep  my  oath> 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wrath.  {Exil^ 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  iingM  the  moth : 
Othefe  deliberate  fools  !  when  they  do  chufe. 
They  have  the  v/ifdom  hy  their  wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerijfa* 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Psr.  Here,  what  would  my  lord  > 
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Ser.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  th'  approaching  of  his  lord. 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yet,  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  ambaffador  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet. 
To  ihow  how  coftly  fummer  was  at  hand. 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por.  No  more,  I  pray  thee  ;  I  am  half  afraid, 
Thou'lt  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee  ', 
Thou  fpend'fl  fuch  high-day  wit  in  praifmg  him  : 
Come,  come,  NeriJ/'a,  for  I  long  to  fee  ^ 

Quick  CupiiTs  pofl,  that  comes  fo  mannerly.      > 

AW.  Bajfanio,  lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be  !  ^ 

\Exeuttt. 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

A  Street  z>  V  E  N  I  C  E. 

Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino. 

Sola.  "^^T^^s  what  news  on  the  Kyalto  ? 

X^  Sal.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt, 
that  Anthonio  hath  a  fliip  of  rich  lading  wreckt  on  the 
narrow  feas ;  the  Godnvins,  I  think  they  call  the  place  ; 
a  veiy  dangerous  flat  and  fatal,  v/here  the  carcafes  of- 
many  a  tall  Ihip  lye  bury'd,  as  they  fay,  if  my  goflip 
Report  be  an  honeft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sola.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  goflip  in  that,  as  e-:f 
ver  knapt  ginger  j  or  made  her  neighbours  believe,  flie 
wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  hufband.  But  it  is  true, 
without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  crofSng  the  plain  high- 
way of  talk,  that  the  good  Anthonioy  the  honeft  Antho- 
nio M  O  that  r  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep 
Jiis  name  company ! 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Sola^ 
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So-Iu.  Ha,  what  fay'ft  thou?  why,  the  end  is,  he 
hath  loft  a  fhip. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  loffes. 

Sola.   Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  '  left  the  devil  crofs 
thy  prayer,  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jenv. 
How  now.  Shy  lock,  what  news  among  the  merchants  ? 
Enter  Shylock. 

Shy.  You  knew  (none  {o  well,  none  fo  well  as  you) 
=of  my  daughter's  'flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain  ;  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the  tay- 
lor  that  made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Sola.  And  Shylock,  for  his  own  part,  knew  the  bird 
was  fledg'd,  arid  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all 
to  leave  the  dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge. 

Shy.  My  own  fieih  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe  years  ? 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  drjghter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Sal.  There  is  more  difference  betv/een  thy  flelh  and , 
hers,  than  between  jet' and  ivory;  more  between  your 
bloods,  than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhenifti : 
but  tell  us,  do  you  hear,  whether  A7ithonio   have  had 
any  lofs  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match  j  ^  a  bank- 
rupt, for  a  prodigal,  who  dares  fcarce  fiiew  his  head  on 
the  Ryalfo  j  a  beggar,  that  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon 
the  mart !  let  him  look  to  his  bond  ;  he  was  wont  to 
call  me  ufurer  ;  let  him  look  to  his  bond  ;  he  was  wont 
to  lend  money  for  a  chriftian  courtefte  ;  let  him  look  to 
his  bond. 

I  UJi  the  devil  crofs  my  prayer.']  But  the  prayer  was  Salamo'z, 

We  therefore  muft  read thy  prayer. 

2.  A  bankrupt y  a  prodigal ,]  This  js  lpekeo£/?;;r,6<POT(?,  But  whya 
prodigal  ?  his  friend  BaJJanio  indeed  had  been  too  hberal  ;  and  with 
this  name  the  Jeiv  honours  him  when  he  is  going  to  fup  with  him. 

^^^  S^  '^  '^■-''^  to  feed  upon 

The  prodigal  chriftian 


But  Anthotihovfi^  a  plain,  referved,  parf.rnonious  merchant,  be  aflured 
therefore  we  fhould  read.  — Ahankrupt  for  <3  prodigal,  i.  g.  he  is 

'  become  bankrupt  by  fnpplying  the  extravagancies  of  his  friend  Baj- 

favto, 

Vot.  IL  G  Sal 
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iSal.  Why,  i  am  fure,  M  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  net 
itake  his  flefh :  what's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy,  To  bait  iiih  withaL  H  it  will  feed  nothing 
clfe,  it  will  feed  my  revenge  j  he  hath  difgracd  me, 
and  hinder'd  me  of  half  a  million,  laught  at  my  lofTes, 
mockt  at  my  gains,  fcorn'd  my  nation,  thwarted  my  bar- 
gains, coord  my  friends,  heated  mine  enemies  i  and 
what's  his  reafon  ?  I  am  ^ijeiv.  Hath  not  a  Jenv  eyes  ? 
hath  not  a  Je^xv  hands,  organs,  dimenfiona,  fcnfes,  af- 
fe<5iions,  paflions  ?  fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with 
the  fame  weapons,  fubje<?t  to  the  fame  difeafe^,  ?  heal'd 
fey  the  fame  means,  warm'd  and  cool'd  by  the  iame 
winter  and  fummer,  as  a  chriftian  is?  if  you  prick  \x% 
do  we  not  bleed  ?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh?  if 
you  poifon  us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us^ 
Aallwenot  revenge?  if  we. are  like  you  in  the  reft, 
we  will  refembje  you  in  tha,t.  If  a  Jeiv  wrong  a  chri* 
ftian,  what -is  his  humility  ?  Revenge  If  a  chriftian 
wrong  a  Jew,  what  Ihould  his  fufferance  be  by  chriftian 
example?  why, Revenge.  TheVillany,  you  teach  m^, 
I  will  execute ;  and  it  ihall  go  hard^  but  I  will  better  the 
inftrudtion. 

Enter. a  Berfuant  from  Anthonio. 

Ser^v.  Gentlemen,  my  mafter  Jnthonia  is  at  his  houfe, 
apd  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

^aL  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 
Enter  Tubal. 

^da.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe  ;  a  third  can- 
mot  be  match'd  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Je^. 

[Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar. 

Shy.  Hownow,  7«W,  what  news  from  G^'wc^w*?.?  haft 
shpu  found  my  daughter  ? 

^uh.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  can- 
not find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there!  a  diamond 
gone,  coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort!  the 
curfe  never  fell  upon  our  nation  'till  now,  I  never  felt  it 
^dll  now  J  two  thoufand  ducats  in  that,  and  other  pre- 

3  l^aVdhy  the  fame  means,]  I  ibculd  believe,  that  Shakejpear 
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clous,  precious  jewels !  I  would,  my  daughter  were  dead 
at  my  foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  ear ;  O,  would  fhe 
were  hers'd  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin. 
No  news  of  them ;  why,  fo  I  and  I  know  not  what*s 
fpent  in  the  fearch  :  why,  thou  lofs  upon  lofs  I  the  thief 
gone  with  fo  moxrh,  and  fo  much  to  find  the  thief;  and 
no  fatisfaftion,  no  revenge,  nor  no  ill  luck  ftirring,  but 
what  lights  o'  my  fhoulders ;  no  fighs  but  o'  my  breath- 
ing,~no  tears  but  o'  my  fiiedding. 

Tuh.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  lutk  too ;  Anthonie, 
as  I  heard  in  G^naita  — — 

Shy.  What,  what,  what  f  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 
Tub.  Hath  an  Argofie  caft  away,  coming  fromTrtpo/i<: 
Sky.  I  thank  God,   I  thank  God  j  is  it  true :  is  it 
true  ? 

Tub.  I  fpoke  with  fome  of  the  failors  that  efcaped  the 
wreck. 

S/?y.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tuba/;  good  news,  good 
news  ?    ha,  ha,  where  ?   in  Genoua  F 

Tub.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Gemua-,  as  I  heard,  one 
night,  fourfcore  ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  Hick' 11  a  dagger  in  me  ;  I  fliall  never  fee 
my  gold  again  ;  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  fo  uric-ore 
ducats ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  oi  Anthonlo'%  creditors  in  my 
company  to  Venice^  that  fvvear  he  cannot  chufe  but 
break. 

Shy.  I  am  :^lad  of  itj  I'll  plague  him.,  ril  torture 
him ;  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Ttcb.  One  of  them  fhew'd  me  a  ring,  that  he  had  of 
your  daughter  for  a  monky. 

Shy.  Out  upon  her !  thou  torturcfl  me,  Tubal;  it 
was  my  Turquoifej,  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  bat- 
chelor  j  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  a  wildernefs  of 
m'onkies. 

Tub.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true  ;  go  fee  me 

an  officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.     I  will  have 

the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit ;  for  were  he  out   of 

Vinicei  I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will  :  go,  go. 

G  2  ■     Tubiri, 
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fkhaiy  and  meet  me  at  our  fynagpgue  ;  go,  good  Tiihali 
.  at  our  fynagogue,   'Tubal.  [Exeukf, 

S  C  E  N  E    ir. 

^Changes  to  Belmont. 

^'Bnter  Baffanio,  Portia,  Gratiano/  and  AtleMafiti, 
The  Caskets  are  Jet  out. 

Pffy.T  Pray  you,  tarry;  paufe  a  day  or  two, 

X  Before  you  hazard  ;  for.  in  chufmg  wrong 
I  lofeyour  company  ;  therefore,   forbear  a  while. 
There's  fomething  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lofe  you ;  and  you  know  yourfelf. 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  quality. 
But  left  you  ihould  not  underftand  me  well. 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  bat  thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two. 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn :    - 
So  will  I  never  be ;  fo  you  may  mifs  me ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifli  a  fm. 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.     Befhrew  your  eyes, 
They  have  6'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me; 
^One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  .half  yours. 
Mine  owe,  I  would  fay  :  but  if  mine,  then  yours,; 
And  fo  all  yours.     Alas !   thefe  naughty  times 
^Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights : 
■And  fo  tho'  yours,  not  yours,  prove  it  fo, 
4  Xet  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it.     Not  I. 

I  fpeak 

4  Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it.  Not  /.]  This  line  is  very  obfcuret 
The  form  of  the  exprefiion  alludes  to  what  fte  had  faid  of  being  for- 
fworn. After  fome  ftruggle,  fhe  refolves  to  keep  her  oath  :  And 
then  feys,  Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it.  For  what !  not  for  telling  or 
favouring  Bajfenio,  which  was  the  temptation  fhe  then  lay  under : 
for  fertune  had  taken  no  oath.  And,  farely,  for  the  mere  favour- 
ing a  man  of  merit,  fortune  did  not  deferve  (confidering  how  rarely 
ihe  tranfgrefTes  this  way)  fo  fevere  a  fentence.  Much  lefs  could  the 
fpeaker,  who  favour'd  Baffanioy  think  fo.  The  meaning  then 
Biuft  be,  Let  fortune  rather  goto  hell  for  not  favouring  Bafianio,  than 
i  fir  f&'Simrifigbim.     %9  loofely  doss  our  author  fometimes  ufe  his 

pronouns. 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.    I2f 

ITpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  timej    ~ 
To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length. 
To  ftiy  you  flom  eledion. 

Bq^'  Let  me  chufe : 
For  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

Por.   XJ-pon  thQVZ^ck,  BaJ/amoP  then  confefs, -- 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

BaJ/l  None,  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftrull. 
Which  makes  me  fear  th'  enjoying  of  my  love : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
*Tween  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 

Por.   Ay,  but,  I  fear,  you  Ipeak  upon  the  rack  3 
Where  men  enforcea  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

BaJ/'.  Promife  me  life„  and  Til  confefs  the  truth, 

Por.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 

BaJ^.  Confefs,  and  love. 
Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confefTion. 
O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance ! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  cafkets. 

Por.  Away  then  !  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them ; 
If  you  da  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Nerija,  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof. 
Let  mulick  found,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice  ^ 
Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end^ 
Fading  in  muiick.     That  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  more  juft,  .my  eye  fhall  be  the  ftream 
And  wat'^ry  death-bed  fOr  him  :  he  may  win^ 
And  what  is  mulick  then  ?  then  mulick  is 
Even  as  the  flourifh,  when  true  fubjefts  bow 
To  a  new-crowned  monarch :  fuch  it  is. 
As  arc  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day,  v 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  eai". 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage.     Now  he  goes. 
With  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  more  love. 
Than  young  Jkidesy  when  he  did  redeem 

pronouns.,-!"*-  not  /does  not  fignify.  Let  not  I  go  to  hell^  for  ihzm 
it  ihould  beLc?  not  me.  But  it  is  a  diftinft  fen.tejBce  ofitfelf.  Anel 
is  a  very  common  proverbial  fpeech,  fignifying,  I  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  Which  if  ^he  Oxford  Editor  had  €-o»fider€d,  he  might 
fcave  fpared  his  paius  iathanging  lint®  ««, 

G^3  Tie 
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The  virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 

To  the  fea-monller :  I  ftand  for  facri£ce  ; 

The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives. 

With  bleared  vifages  come  forth  to  view 

The  iffue  of  th'  exploit.     Go,  Hercules ; 

Live  thou,  I  live ;  with  much,  much  more  difraajr 

I  view  the  fight,  than  thou,  that  mak'ft  the  fray. 

IMufick  ivithinK 

dilSmg,  nvhiljf  Baflanio  comments  on  the  caskets  to  himftlf* 

Tell  me,  nvbere  is  fancy  hreJy 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head? 
Ho<nxj  hegot,  ho<w  noiirijhedf 
Reply,  reply. 

It  is  engender  d  in  the  eye, 
W'^ith  gazing  fed,  and  fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  ivhere  it  lyes: 
let  us  all  ring  fancy'' s  knelL 
I'll  begin  it. 
Ding,  dong,  hell, 
AU^  Ding,  dongt  Ulh 

Baf.  So  may  the  outward  (hows  be  leall  themrdvej^:: 
The  world  is  ftill  deceiv'd  with  Ornament. 
Jn  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt,. 
Eut  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice,. 
Obfcurestheftiowofevil?  in  religion. 
What  damned  error,  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  k  with  a  text. 
Hiding  the  groffnefs  with  fair  ornament  ^ 
There  is  no  vice  fo  fimplc,  but  aflume* 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  its  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfc' 
As  Hairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars  -, 
Who,  inward  fearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 
And  thefe  affume  but  valour's  excrement. 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  Ihall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight, 
Which  therein  w^orks  a  miracle  in  nature. 
Making  them  lightel^,  that  wear  moft  of  it^ 
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So  are  thofe  crifpy  fnaky  golden  locks, 

Which  make  fuch  ^vanton  gambols  with  the  wind 

tJpon  fuppofed  fairnels,  often  known 

To  be. the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head. 

The  ikall,  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulchre; 

Thus  Ornament  is  bat  the  guilty  fhore 

To  a  moll  dangerous  fea  ;  thebeauteous  fcarf 

Veiling  an  htdian  beauty  ;-  in  a  word. 

The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 

T'entrap  the  wifeft.     Then,  thou  gaudy  gold. 

Hard  food  ^ovy  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 

Nor  noncof  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 

'Tween  man  and  man:  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead. 

Which -rather  threatnell:,  than  doft  promife  aught, 

5  Thy  plainnefs  moves  mc  more  than  eloquence  i 

And  here  chufe  X ;  joy  be' the  confequence  ! 

Por.  How  all  the  other  paffions  fleet  to  air. 
As  doubtful  tlioughts,  and  ralh-embrac'd  defpair,- 
And  {hudd'ring  fear,  and  green-ey'd  jealoufi«. 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecftafie  ; 
In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs^ 

1  feel  too  much  thy  bleffingj  make  it  lefs,  - 

For  fear  I  furfeit.  {Opening  the  leaden  CaskeP, 

Bajf.  What  find  I  here  ? 
Fair  Portias  counterfeit?  what  Demy-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thefe  eyes  I 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine. 
Seem  they  in  motion  ?  here  arelever'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar  breath;  fcx  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends:  here  in  her  hair^ 
The  painter  plays  the  fpidev,-and  hath  wovea 

5  ^rby  palenefs  mcmes  me  mere  than  tloquence ;]  BaJJanio  is  difplcas'i 
^t  the  golden  ca/ket  for  its  gawJinefs,  and  the  filver  one  for  its  f  ale* 
nefs  ;  butj^what*!  is  he  ch arm 'd  with  the  leaden  one  for  having  the 
very  fame  quality  that  difpleas'd  hina  in  the  fiJver  ?  The  poet  cer« 
tainly  wrote,  . 

Thy  Plainnefs  moves  me  tnsre  than  eloquence  :  This  characterizes  the- 
lead  from  the  filver,.  vrhieh  palenefs  does  not*,  they  bsing  both  pair, 
Befides,  there  is  a  beauty  in  the  antitbejs  between  plainnefs  and  «/<j- 
fuenee  ;  between  palenefs  atid  eUquence  none.     So  it  il  find  before  of 
the  l»aden  ca/ket ^ 

This  third  dull  lesd.,  with  warning  alias  Wont. 

G  4  A'gpldc* 
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A  golden  meHi  t'  intrap  the  hearts  of  men. 
Falter  than  gnats  in  cobwebs  :  but  her  eyes,- 


How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  having  made  onCj^^ 

Methinks,  it  fhould  have  power  to  ileal  both  his, 

And  leave  iifelf  unfiniih'd  :  yet  how  far 

The  fjbftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  ihadow 

In  underprizing  it ;  fo  far  this  fhadpw 

Doth  limp  behind  the  Subftance.     Here's  the  fcr.Qwlj,, 

The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune, 

Tou  that  chufe  not  hy  the  ine'w. 
Chance  as  fair  i  and  chufe  as  tru$  i 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  youy 
^e  content,  and  feekno  neiv. 
If  you  he  ivell  pleas"  d  <ivith  this^ 
And  hold  your  fortune  far  your  blifs, 
f urn  you  ix>hsre  your  Lady  isy 
j^nd  claim  her  nxjith  a  having  kifs* 

A  gentle  fcrowl ;  fair  lady,  by  your  leave;  [Kiffing  heft 

I  come  by  note  to  giye,  and  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize. 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes  i. 

Hearing  applaufe  and  univerfal  fhout,_ 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  gazing  ftill  in  doubt> 

Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  not.; 

So  (thrice- fair  lady)  ftand  I,  even  fo, 

As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true> 

Until  confirm M,  fign'd,  ratifyM  by  you. 

For,  You  fee  me,  lord  Bafknio,  where.  I  ftand,^ 
Such  as  I  am  ;  the'  for  myfelf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  Wifh, 
To  wiih  my  felf  much  better  ;  yet  for  you» 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  felf, 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair  ;  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich ;  that,  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends. 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
^  Is  fome  of  fomething,  which,  to  term  in  grofs. 
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Is  m  'unlefTon'd  girl,  unfchoolM,  unpra^sM : 
Happy  in  ihis,  (he  is  not  yet  fo  old 
Biit  fhe  may  learn  ;  more  happy  then  in  this^    -' 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  Ihe  can  learn  5 
Happieft  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 
Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  direfted. 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  King  j 
My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  yoa  and  yours 
Is  now  converted.     But  now  I  was  the  Lord 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  mafter  of  my  fervants, 
Qoeen  o'er  my  felf;  and  even  how,  but  now. 
This  houfe,.  thefe  fervant^;,  and  this  fame  my  felf 
Are  yours,  my  lord  :  I  give  them  with  this  ring,    • 
Which,  when  you  part  from,  lofe  or  give  away. 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love. 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajl  Madam,,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  word% 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins  1 
And  there  is  fuch  confufion  in  my  powVsj 
As,  after  fome  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude; 
V/here  every  fomething,  being  blent  together^ 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy 
Exprefl,  and  not  expreH,     But  when  this  ring  " 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence; 
O,  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Baffanid'^  dead. 

Ner,  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time^ 
That  have  Hood  by,  and  feen  our^wilhes  prolper^ 
To  cry,  good  joy,  good  joy,  my  lord  and  lady! 

Gra.  My  lord  Baffanio,  and  my  gentle  lady,     - 
I  wiih  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wilh ;, 
For,  I  am  fure,  you  can  wifh  none  from  me: 
And  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  befeechyoU;, 
Ev'n  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  t^* 

Baj:  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canft  get  a  wife. 

Gra.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  you  have  got  me  onc» 

i,  e.  only  a  piece  or  part  only  of  an  ImperfeiH;  account.     Which  flic 
explains  iu  the  following  line. 

G  5  My 
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My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours ; 
You  Jaw  the  miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  maid  ; 
7  You  lov'd,  I  lov'd  ;  for  intermiffion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,   my  lord,  than  you.- 
Your  fortune  ftood  upon  the  ca&et  there ; 
Andfo  did  mine  too,  as  tha  matter  falls : 
For  wooing  here  until  I  fweat  again. 
And  fwearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  ©aths  of  love ;  atlaft,  if  promife  laft, 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here. 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortlme 
Atchiev'd  her  miftrefs. 

For.  Is  this  true,  NeriJ/a  ? 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  ftand  pleasM  withal. 

Bajf.  And  do  you,  G  rati  ana,  mean  good  faith  I. 

Gra.  Yes,  faith,  my  lord. 

JBaff,  Our  feafllhall  be  much  honour*d  in  your  mar- 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firil  boy  for  a  thau- 
fand  Ducats, 

Ner,  Wkat,  and  ftake  down  ? 

Gra.  No,  welhall  neVwinatthatfport,  and  ftake 
down. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  Lonnxo  znd  his  Infidel? 
Wh^,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend,,  S alamo  ? 

SCENE    in. 
lEnter  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  ^^^/Salanio. 

2a£^,  Loren^co  and  Salanio,  welcome  hither  ; 

If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  intereft  hcrt 

Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome.     By  your  leave, 

I  bid  my  very  friends  and  country -men, 

(Sweet  Portia)  welcome. 

Per.  So  do  I,  my  lord  ;  they  are  intirely  welcome^' 
Lor.  I  thank  your  honour  i   for  my  part,  my  lord. 

My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here  i 

But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way, 

7  A  fosuaa  h«re  fet  exadly  right,  by  Mr.  Tbi^hld, 
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He  did  intreat  me,  paft  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  with  him  along,,. 

Sal.  I  did,  myiord. 
And  I  havereaibn  for't;  Sigmor^«/^fl«/<^ 
Commends  him  to  you.  [G/'z/^r^Baflanio  a  Letter*  ( 

Bajf.  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  ho^y  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.    Not  fick,   myiord,   unlefs  it  be  in  mind  5 - 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind  \  his  letter  there 
Will  fhew  you  his  eftate,  [Bafianio  opens  the  letter. 

Gra.  NeriJJa,  cheer  yond  flranger  :   Bid   her  wel- 
come. 
Your  hand,   Sahnio  j  what's  the  news  from  Venice  f 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  ^006.  Anthanio  ^ 
I  know,  he- will  be  glad  of  our  fuccefs : 
We  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sal.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece,  that  he  hath  loft  F" 

For.  There  are  fome  flirewd  Contents  in  yond  fame 
paper. 
That  fteal  the  colour  from  BaJaxiVschee^: 
Some  dear  Friend  dead ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world  - 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  conftitution 
Of  any  conilant  man.     What,  worfe  and  worfe? 
With  leave,  Bajfanio^   I  am  half  your  felf. 
And  I  mull  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
Tliat  this  fame  Papsr  brings  you. 

Baff.  O  {weet  Portia  f 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'H  words  ' 

That  ever  blotted  paper.     Gentle  lady,  , 
When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you^  ., 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealtkl  had  . 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman ;  „ 
And  then  I  told  you. true  j  and  yet,  dear  lad\-j  . 
Rating  my  felf  a?t  nothing,  you.  fliall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  whea  I  told  you, 
My  ftate  was  nothing,  I  flioiUd  then  have  told  you,^   . 
That  I  was  wc^rfe  tlian  nothing.     For,  indeed,    , 
I  have  engagM  my  felf  to  a  dear  friend, 
Engag'd  my  friend  to  his  meer  enemy,    . 
To  feed  my  means.     Here  is  a  letter,  lady. 
The  gaper,  as  the  body  of  my  friend  j 

AsiC 
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And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 
Ifiuing  lifc-b'ood.     But  is  it  true,    Saianio  ? 
Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  w^hat  not  one  hit  ? 
l^rom^rripolis,   {vomMexicOy  from  England, 
From  Lisbon f    Barbary,  and  India  ? 
And  not  one  vefiel  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  toucK 
Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Belides,  it  (hould  appear,,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  money  to  difcharge  the  Jevj, 
He  would  not  take  it.     Never  did  I  know  - 
A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  ihape  of  man. 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night, . 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ftate. 
If  they  deny  him  juflice.     Twenty  merchants. 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greateft  port,  have  all  perfuaded  with  him ; 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  juftice^  and  his  bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  hav.e  heard  him  fwear,. 
To  tubal  and  to  Chus  his  country-men. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio'i  fleih,. 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him  v  and  I  know,  my  lord. 
If  law,  authority,  and  pow'r  deny  not. 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio, 

for   Is  it  your  dear  friend,  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 

Baj[f.  The  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  man, 
*  The  beft  condition'd  :  An  unwearyM  fpirit 
In  doing  courtelies  j  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  ^sot^w  honour  more  appears. 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy . 

For.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  Jenjo? 

Bajf.  For  me,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

For.  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand  and  deface  the  bond ; 

S  Hoe  befi  condition'd  and  uti'voearf  d jp'irit 

Jn  doing  ccurtefies  j — }  To  be  read  and  pointed  thufl, 
The  beft  condit ion'' d :  an  univeary''d fpirit. 

Double 
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Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that. 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Baffanio'^  fault, 
Firft,  go  with  me  to  churcH,  and  call  me  wife. 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  : 
For  never  fhall  you  lie  by  Portias  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.     You  fhall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  i 
My  maid  Nerijfa  and  my  felf,  mean  time, 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows :  come,  away ! 
For  you  fhall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day. 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  fhew  a  merry  cheer; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bajf,  TC3.ds.CI WE  E  T  BafTanio,  myjhip  ha've  all  mif- 
carry'' dy  my  creditors  gronjo  cruel,  my  ejiate 
h  <very  lo<Wy  my  hond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit  >  and'Jtnce,  in 
faying  it,  it  is.  impoffible  I  Jhould  li've,  all  debts  oi-e 
cleared  hetnjoe  en  you  and  me,  if  I  might  hut  fee  you  at  my 
death  j  notnxiithjlandingar,  ufe  your  pleafure  :  if  your  lo'V£ 
do  not  perfuade  you  to  come,  let  not  my  letter. 

Por.  O  love  !  difpatch  all  bufmefs,  and  be  gone. 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  hafl:e  ;  but  'till  I  come  again. 
Ho  bed  fhall  e'er  be  guilty'of  my  flay  ; 

No  refl  be  interpofer  'twixt  us  twain.        {^Exeurtt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Shyloclc,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 

Shy.f^^O^X&Vy  look  to  him  :  tell  no6  me  of  mercy. 

Vj  This  is  the  fool,  that  lent  out  money  gratis^ 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

jint.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock. 
Shy.  I'll  have  my  bond :  fpeak  not  againfl  my  bond : 
IVe  fworn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  cairdit  me  dog,  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe  i 

Bat 
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But  iince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs: 
The  Duke  fhall  grant  me  juftice.     I  do  wonder,- 
Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  fa  fond 
To  Gome  abroad  with  him  at  hisrequeft. 

Ant,  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  Ipeak. 

Shy.  1*11  have  my  bond  ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak : 
1*11  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more  ; 
ril  not  be  made  a  foft  and  duIl-eyM  fool. 
To  {hake-the  head, .  relent,  and  iigh  and  yield 
To  chriftian  interceffors.     Follow  not  j 
1*11  have  no  fpeaking  j  I  will  have  my  bond. 

[£Ar/V.ShyIock. 

Sola.  It  isthe  moft  impenetrable  cur. 
That  ever  kept  with  mem 

Ant.  Let  him  alone, , 

I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  pray*rs : 
He  feeks  my  life  ;  his  reafon  well  I  know  j 
I  oft  deliver'd  from  his  forfeitures 
Many,  that  'have  at  times  made  moan  to  mc  5  . 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  1  am  fure,  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture  to  hold.'. 

Ant.  9  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law ;  ' 
For-the  commodity  that  llrangers  have 
With  us  mVenlce,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  ftktei 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit,  of  the  city 
Con-fifteth  of  all  nations.     Therefore  go, 
Thefe  griefs  and  lofTes  have  fo  'bated  me, 
That  I  Ihall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  fieih 
To  morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 
Well,  goaler,  on ;  pray  God,  Bajfanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not  I     \^Exeunt^ 

^ The  Duke  cannot  deny,  &rc.— }  As  the  reafon  here  given  feems  a 
Kttle  perplexed,  it  may  be  proper  to  explain  it.  If,  fays  he,  the 
Duke  flop  the  courfe  of  law  it  will  be  attended  with  this  inconveni- 
ence, that  ftranger  merchants,  by  whom  the  wealth  and  power  of 
this  city  is  fupported,  will  cry  out  of  injuftice.  For  the  known  fta- 
ted.  law  being  their  guide  and  fecurity,  they  will  never  bear  to  have 
thecurrftot  of  4t  ftopped  on  imyj)ret«nce  of  equity  whatfoever. 

SCENfE. 


The  Merchant  of  Venice,    ijf 

S  C  E  N  E    V, 
Changes  to  BELMONT.. 

Enter  Portia,  Nerifla,  Lorenzo,  Jeflica,  and  Balthazar* 
iffr."]Y^Adam,-  although  I  fpeak.it  in  your  prefence? 

£ \J^  You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God-IJke  amity  ^  which  appears  mofi:  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  yourlord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you-lhew  this  honcjur^ 
How  true  a  gentleman  you-  fend  relief  to, 
How.dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  yom-  hufband  ; . 
I  know,  you  would  be  prouder  of,  the  work, , 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 
Por.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good. 
And  ihall  not  now ;..  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafle  their  time  together^. 
"Whofe  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love,;. 
There  mull  needs  be  a  like  pr.oportion 
^  Of  lineaments  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit; 
Which  makes  me  think,  that  this  Anthonisy 
Being  the  bofom-lover  of  my  lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  lord.     If  it  be  fo. 
How  Irttleis  the  coil  I  have  bellowed,. 
In  purchafmg  the  femblance  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  Hate  of  hellifh  cruelty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  the  prailing  of  myfelf  j 
Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  (a)  hear  other  thingd, 
Loren%.Oy  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  hulhandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe. 
Until  my  lord's  return.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow. 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation. 
Only  attended  by  Nerifa  here> 

1  Of  lineamtnts,  of  manners,  Zzc. — ]  The  wrong  pabting  ba« 
snade  this  fine  fentimeivt  nonfenfe.  At  implying  that  friendftip 
sould  not  only  make  a  fimilitude  o£  manners,  but  of  faces.  The 
true  fenfe  is,  lineament  t  of  manner  %,  i.e.  form  of  the  ?K<7».wri,  which, 
feys  the  fpcaker,  muft  nee*  be  proportionate. 

[  (a)  Htar,    Pr.  rbirlhy,  ^VuJg.  hm,  ] 

Untill 
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Until  her  hufband  and  my  Lord's  return. 

There  is  a  monaftefy  two  miles  off. 

And  there  we  will  abide.     I  do  deiire  you;, 

l^x)t  to  deny  this  Impofition : 

The  which  my  love  and  fome  necefTity  _ 

Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart; 
I  ihall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

For.  My  people  do  already  know  my  min^ 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jefica 
In  place  of  lord  Bajfanio  and  my  felf . 
So  fare  you  well,  'till  we  ihall  meet  again.   • 

Lor,  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on  you?' 

'Jef,  I  wiih  your  ladylhip  all  heart's  content. 

For,  ^  I  thank  you  for  your  wilh,    and  am  well 
pleafed 
To  wilh  it  back  on  you  :  fare  you  well,  JeJJlca, 

{JExeunt  Jellica  and  Lorenzo, 
Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true. 
So  let  me  find  thee  Hill :  take  this  fame  letter,   ■ 
And  ufe  thou  all  th' endeavour  of  a  man. 
In  fpeed  to  Padua  ;  fee  thou  render  this 
Into  ray  couiin's  hand,  Do6lor  Be  liar  io  ', 
And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee,  •  V 
Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  fpeed 
Unto  the  Trajefl,  to  the  common  ferry 
"Which  trades  to  Venice :  v/afte  no  time  in  words. 
But  get  thee  gone  v  I  Ihall  be  there  before  thee, 

BaL  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.  \ExlU 

For.  Come  on,  Nerijfa  ;  1  have  work  in  hand. 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  we'll  fee  our  hulbands. 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us. 

For.  They  fhall,  Nerijfa  v  but  in  fuch  a  habit, 

2  1  thank  you  for  your  nuiJJo^  aw^  «;??  well  pleafol 

To  'wip  it  back  on  you : — - — ]  I  ihould  rather  think  Shakfpear 

wrote, 

.< And  am  •!<;?// 'pris'd. 

From  the  French  apprh,  tati^ht^  inJiruSIed,   j.  e.  you  teach  nae.  In. 

the  politenefs  of  your  good  wilhes/  what  I- ought  to  wiih  you. 

That 


1 
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That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accompliihed 
With  what  we  lack.     I'll  hold  thee  any  wager^ 
When  we  are  Ijoth  apparell'd  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the,  two. 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace  ;  ^ 

*  And  fpeak  between  the  change;  of  man  and  boyg 

*  With  a  reed  Voice^i.  and  turn  two  mincing  ileps 

*  Into  a  manly  ilride;  and  fpeak  of  frays, 

•'  Like  a  fine  bragging  yauth  ;  and  tell  quaint  lieSg. 

*  How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love, 

'  Which  I  denying,  they  fell  lick  and  dy'd, 

*  I  could  not  do  with  all :  then  I'll  repent, 

*  And  wilh,,for  all  thatj  that  I  had  not  kili'dthemJ. 
'  And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell  j, 

«  That  men  Ihall  fwear, .  IVe  difcontinued  fchool 

*  Abov.e  a  twelve-month.'  I  have  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks^ . 
Which  I  will  pradife. 

Ner.  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

For.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  thatj. 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter ! 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  park-gate ;  and  therefore  haile  away. 
For  we  muft  meafure  twenty  miles  to  day.         lE^fyj:t2 . 

S  C  E  N  E    VI; 

Enfer  Launcclot  anei  Jeflica. 

Lauft.  Yes,  truly:  for  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  fa- 
ther are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children ;  therefore,  I  pro^ 
mife  you,  I  fear  you.  I  wag  always  plain  with  you  ; 
a.nd  fo  now  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of  the  matter  :  there- 
fore be  of  good  cheer;  for  truly,, I  think,  you  are 
damnM:  there  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any 
good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  baftard  hope  neither., 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee? 

Lau».  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  fathtr 
got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Je^ws  daughter. 

y<f/  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard  hope,  indeed;  fo 
tk?  ijins  ctf  my  mother  flipuld  be  vifited  upon  me. 

LauHy 
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Laun..  Truly,  then,  I  fear,  you  are  damn*d  both  by 
fether  and  mother ;  ^  thus  when  you  fhun  Scyllai  your 
father,  you  fall  into  Charyhdis,  your  mother  :  well,  you 
are  gone  both  ways. 

Jef.  I  fhall  be  fared  by  my  hu/band  ;  he  hath  made- 
me  a  chriftiam 

Laun:  Truly,  the  more  to  bfliame  he  ;  we  were  chri- 
ftians  eoough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live 
one  by  another :  this  making  of  chrillians  will  raife  the* 
price  of  hogs  ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork-eaters,  we 
fhall  not  fhortly-have  a  rafher  on  the  coals  for- money. 

Skier  Lorenzo. 

jfef.  I'll  tellmy  hufband,  Launcelot,  what  you  fay';: 
here  he  comes. 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcelot, 
if  you  thu?  get  my  wife  into' corners. 

Jef.   Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,,  Loren'^o ;  Launcelot " 
and  I  are  out ;  he  tells  me  jflatly,  tkere  is  no  mercy  for  - 
me  in  heav'n,  becaufe  I  am  a  ^^w's  daughter:  and.  he 
lays,  you  are  no  good  member  of  the  commonwealth; 
for,  in  converting  Je^vs  to  chriftians,  you  raife  the  price - 
of  pork. 

Lor.  I  fhall  anfwer  that  better  to  tlie  commonwcaltli, , 
than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's  belly:  the 
^M^or  is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much,  that  the.iW<?or  Ihould  be  wor^  thaji; 
reafon:  but  if  ihe  be  lefs  than  an  honeft. woman,  Ihels 
indeed  mpre  than  I  took  her  for. . 

Lor  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word !  I 
thiiik,  the  bef!  grace  of  wit  -will  fhortly  turn  intafilence, 
and  difcourfe  gro^v  commendable- in  none  but  parrots, 
Go  in,  firrah, .  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done.  Sir ;  thejr  have  all  ftomachs. 

Lor.  Good  lord,  whata  wit-fnapper  arc  you!  then 
bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

3  Thus  lohen  you  Jhun  Scylfa>  ■  Ac]  By  this  aUufion  (fay?  Mr. 
'Bieobald)  it  is  evident  Shakefpear  ivai  no  firanger  to  the  Hexameter, 
vor  the  application  of  it,  Incidit  in  Scyllam  cupiens  'vitare  Charybdim. 
B^it  is  it  not  ftrange  that  our  critic,  an  Englijhman^  Aould  know 
t^i«  was  a  Lctin  proverb,  arid  yet  ixot  know  that  it  was  become  an 
Effgiijh  one  likewife  ? 
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Lautt,  That  Is  done  too.  Sir ;  only,  cover  is  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir? 

Laun.  Not  To,  Sir,  neither  j  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  !  wilt  thoa 
fhew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftant  ?  I  pratjr 
thee  underftand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning :  go  to 
thy  fellows,  bid  them  cover  the,  table,,  fcrve  in  the  me^t, 
and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

Laun,  For  the  table.  Sir,  it  ihall  be  ferv'd  in ;  for 
the  meat.  Sir,  it  (hall  be  covered ;,  for  your  coming  in  to 
dinner.  Sir,  why,.  let  it, be  as  hupjours  and  conceits  ihall 
govern.  \_Exit.  Lauji^ 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words,  are  fuited  ! 

*  The  fool  hath  plantedjn^his  memory 

*  An  army  of  good  words ;.  and  I  do  know. 

*  A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, 

*  Garniih'd  like  him,,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 

*  Defie  tiie  matter  :'  how  far'ft  thou,  JeJ/tca  ? 
And  now,  good  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion,. 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  BaJfamo\  v/ife? 

Jefi  Paft  all  exprefling  :  it  is  very  meet. 
The  lord  Bajfanio  live  an  upright  life. 
For,  having  fucii  a  Bleffing  in  his  lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth/. 
And  if  on  earth  he  do. not  merit  it. 
In  reafon  he  fhould  never  come  to  heav'h. 
Why,  if  two  Gods  {ho  aid  play  fome  heav'nly  matca. 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women. 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomething  elfe 
Pawned  with  the  other ;  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  husband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  (he  Is  for  a  wife. 

Je/.  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor.  I  will  anon :  firft,  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

ye/.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you,  while  I  have  a  ilomach." 

Lor.  No,  pray  jthee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  ; 
Then,  howfoe'er*thou  fpeak'ft,  *mong  Qther  thines, 
I  (hall  digefl  it. 

^^/  WqU,  im  fc(  you  forth,.  lExiUNt, 

A  C  T 
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A  C  T  IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Senate-houfe  in  Venice.  , 

Banter   the  Duke,  ihe  Senators ;    Anthonio^  BafTamb,  . 

anJ  Gratiano,  at  the  Bar. 
Duke.  •^LXJfiNT,  is  Anihcnio  here?. 

YV       ^^^^*  ^^^-^y?  io  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Duke.  I'm  forry  for  thee  ;  thou  art  come  to  aiiTwer 
A  ftony  adverfaiy,  an  inhuman  wretch 
XTncapable  of  pity,  void  and.  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Afit    I  have  heard. 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rig'rous  courfe  j  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate^ 
And  that  no  lav^ful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fury  ;  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffei,  with  a  quietnefs  of  fpirit. 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

jyuke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jenjo  into  the  Court.  - 

^aL  He's  ready  at  the  door:  he  comes,  my  lord... 
Enter  Shylock. 

Duke.  Make  room,  aiid  let  him  iland  before  our  face.,  ^ 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too. 
That  thou  but  lead'fl  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  laft  hour  of  ad ;  and  then  'tis  thought, 
Thoul't  fhcw  thy  mercy  and  remorle  more  ftrange,  ^ 
Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 
i^nd,  where  thou  now  exadl^ft^the  penalty. 
Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flelha 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the.  forfeiture. 
But,  touch'd  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love, 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal  ; 
G:lancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  lofTes, 
That  have  of  late  fo  huddled  on  hisbackj 
«  Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down;  ; 

And  J 

X  Enmgh  ftprefi  a  roya!  merchant  do^on  j}  We  are  not  to  Imagine 
tiiie.,wor'i  royal  to  be  only  a  ranting  founding  Epithet.     It  is  ufed 

witk.  , 
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'And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 

From  braffy  bofoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint ; 

From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars^  never  train'd 

To  offices  of  tender  courtefie 

We  allexpedt  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jenu. 

Shy.  I  have  polTefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  parpofc. 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond, 
'If  you  deny  it,  let  the  datig^r  light 
Upon  your  charter,  and.  your  city's  freedom ! 
'You'll  iife  me,  why  I  racher  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  llefli,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  ^  I'll  now  anfwer  that 
'  By  faying  *tis  my  humour,  is  it  anfwer'd  ? 
What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat 
And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thouland  ducats 
To  have  it  baned  ?  what,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 
Some,  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 

with  great  propriety,  and  fliews  the  Poet  well  acquainted  with  the 
'lilftory  of  the  People  whom  he  here  brings  upon  the  ftage.  For 
when  the  French  and  Venet'mnz,  in  the  beginning  of  the  thirteenth 
century,  had  won  Conjiantinopk  ;  the  French,  under  the  emperor 
Henry,  endeavoured  to  extend  their  cr^nquefts  into  the  provinces  of 
the  Grecian  empire  on  the  Terra  firma  j  while  the  Venetians  who 
"Were  mafters  of  the  fea,  gave  Hberty  to  any  fubiedl  of  the  Republic^ 
who  would  fit  out  veffels,  to  make  themfelves  mafters  of  the  iiles  of 
xhej^rchipelagOj  and  other  maritime  places;  and  to  enjoy  their  conquefts 
in  fovereignty  ;  only  doing  homage  to  the  Republic  for  their  feveral 
principalities.  By  virtue  of  this  licence,  the  Sanudu^s,  the  Jufiim' 
ani,  the  Grimaldi,  the  Sunimaripo" s,  and  others,  all  Venetian  mer- 
chants, ere£led  principalities  in  feveral  places  of  the  Archipelago, 
(which  their  defcendants  enjoyed  for  mmy  generations)  and  thereby 
became  truly  and  properly  royal  mtrchants.  Which  indeed  was  the 
-title  generally  given  them  all  over  Europe,  Hence,  the  moft  eminent 
©four  own  merchants  (while  public  fplrit  refided.imongft  them,  and 

I   before  it  was  aped  by  faction)  vj&t^czWqA  royal  merchants. 

'        2 ni  NOT  anfwer  that^ 

But  fayy  it  is  my  bumoitr,—'']  This  yetv  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow. 
He  is  afked  a  queftion  ;  fays  he  vC'ill  not  anfwer  it ;  in  fhe  very  next 
line  fays,  he  lias  anfwered  it,  and  then  fiends  the  19  following  lines 
to  juftify  and  explain  his  anfwer.  Who  can  doubt  then,  but  we 
^Ottld  read 

Til  NOW  avfwer  that, 

By  8AY1NC  'tis  my  hhmgtfr"'     >»»>in 
•    ,  And 
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And  others,  when  the  bag-pipe  fings  i*  th'  nofe, 

Carnot  contain  their  urine  for  affeftion. 

^  Mailer-s  of  paffion  {way. it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths.     Now,  for  your  anfvver: 

As  there  is  no  firm  realbn  to  be  render'd. 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig » 

Why  he,  a  harmlefs  necellaiy  cat  i 

4-  Why  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe ;  but  of  force 

Mufl  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  ihame^ 

As  to  offend,  Ivimfeif  being  oiFended ; 

So  can  1  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not. 

More  than  a  lodged  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  Aitthonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  lofMig  fuit  againft  him.     Are  you  anfwer'd  ? 
Bajf.  This  is  no  anfwer  thou  unfeeling  man, 

T'  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

^S;^^.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwen 
BaJf,  T>Q  all  m€n  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love  r 
^hy.  Hates  any  Man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ^ 

5  Majierkfs  pajjion  Jivays  it  to  the  mocd'}  The  two  old  Quarto's 
and  Folio  read, 

Maetsrs  ot  pajfiov. 
And  this  is  certainly  right.  Ht;  is  fpeaking  of  the  power  of  found 
ov€r  the  human  affefticns,  and  concludes,  very  naturaily>  that  the 
fnajien  of  ■pajjion  (for  io  he  fintly  calls  the  inuficians)  fway  the  pnf- 
fions  or  affedtions  as  they  pleafe.  Alluding  towhat  the  ancients  tell 
us  of  the  feats  that  Tin:ctheus  and  other  -mufitians  worked  by  the 
power  of  muCc.     Caa  any  thing  be  more  natural ! 

4  Tf-hy  l-e,  a  ivoollta  bag-pipe  j'^-^J  This  incident  Sbalefpear 
feems  to  Jiave  taken  from  y.  C\  Scaliger''s  Exot.  Exercit.  again  Car" 
ian^  A  book  that  cur  author  U-as  well  read  in,  and  much  indebted 
to  tor  a  great  deal  of  his  phyfics :  it  being  then  much  in  vogue,  and 
indeed  is  excellent,  tho'  now  long  iince  forgot.  In  his  344  ^XfraV, 
iSeEt.  6.  he  has  thefe  words,  Narrabo  nunc  tibi jocojam  Sympathirra 
R'eguli  yafccnis  Equitiu  Is  dum  'vinjeret  audito  phormingi!  fono,  uri- 
T.»m  illicofacere  cogebatur.-^AnA  to  make  this  jocular  ftory  ftill  more 
ridicujous,  Sbakefpear,  I  fuppofe,  tranllated  phcrminx  by  hag-pipes-. 
But  what  I  would  chiefly  obferve  from  hence  is  this,  that  as  Scaliger 
ufes  the  v.'ord  Sympathia:n  which  fignifies,  and  fo  he  interprets  it^ 
ycwwwfff^TJ  AFFECT lONE  M  duubiiz  rebiiSy  (o  Skakejpear  trajiilates  it 

%y  AFFECTION  ^ 

CoTinet  com  ain  their  Urine  for  affectiok. 
Which  Aews  the  truth  of  the  preceding  emendation  of  the  text,  ac- 
cording to  the  old  copies  j  which  have  a  fall  ftop  at  affeeiion,  and  read, 
^Lifers  tfpaJpQr., 
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'^ajf.  Ev'ry  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 

Shy.  What,  would'ft  thou  have  a  Terpen:  (ling  thee 
twice? 

Ant.  I  pray  you,  think,  y©u  queftion  with  a  Jtx<i* 
'You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  flood  'bate  his  ufual  height. 
"You  may  as  well  ufe  queftion  with  the  wolf, 
5  Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  -bleat  for  the  lamb. 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops  and  temake  a  noife. 
When  they  arefretted  with  the  gulls  of  heav'n- 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moll  hard. 
As  feek  to  foften  that,  -.{than  which  what's  harder]) 
tHis  Jetvifo  heart.     Therefore,  I  do  befeech  you. 
Make  no  more  oiFers,  ufe  no  farther  means; 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  convcniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jenjo  his  will. 

Bajf,  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 

Shy.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  ev^'ry  p;irt  a  ducat, 
1  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Dttke.  How  flialt  thou  hope  for  merc}^,    rendering 
none  ? 

I      Shy.  Whatjudgmentlhill  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
Yx)u  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  llave. 
Which,  like  your  affes,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules. 
You  ufe  in  abjed  and  in  flaviOi  part, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.     Shall  I  fay  to  you. 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  viands ;  you  will  anfwer. 
The  Jlaves  are  ours.     So  do  I  anfwer  you : 
The  pound  of  ?^t^^  which  I  demand  of  him. 
Is  dearly  bought,  *tis  mine,  and  I  v^^iilhave  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  lie  upon  your  law ! 


5  "^^-^y  hehatb  made  the  eive  bkatfor  the  lan;b.'\  i.  e.  why  he  hath 
robb'd  her  of  Jxer  offspring.  Which  the  Oxfurd  Editir  not  ujitkr- 
ftanding,  he  hath  altered  the  line  thus. 

When  you  behold  tbi  e^.vs  bleat  for  btr  lar.b, 
e,  when  jou  betir. 

There 
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There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  oi Venice: 
I  Hand  for  judgment ;  anfwer  \  Ihall  f  have  it  ? 

Duh.  Upon  my  powV  I  may  difmifs  this  Court> 
Unlefs  Bellario,  a  learned  Doftor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this. 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  lord,  here  (lays,  without, 
A  meffenger  with  letters  from  the  Dodlor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  meflenger, 

Bajf.   Good  cheer,  Anthonlo  i  v/hat,    man,  courage 
yet; 
The  Jenxj  Ihall  have  my  flefh,  bloody  bones,  and  all. 
Ere  thou  ihalt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  weather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteft  for  death :  the  weakell  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me. 
You  cannot  better  be  employ 'd,  Baffanio, 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

SCENE    II. 
Inter  Neriffa,  drefid  like  a  h'wyers  ClerL 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  ? 

Ner.  From   botli,    m.y  lord-:    Bellario  greets   yowr 
Grace. 

BaJf.  Why  dofl:  thoti  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly  ? 

Shy,   To  cut -the  forfeit  from  that  bankrupt  there. 

Gra.  ^  Not  on  thy  foale,  but  on  thy  foul,  harfh  Jei.v^ 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen  j  for  no  metal  can. 
No,  not  the^hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.     Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Shy.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.   O  be  thou  damnM,  inexorable  dog. 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accused  ! 

6  Not  on  thy  foak^  but  on  thy  foul,  harfh  JeWj]  This  loft  jingle 
Mr.  Theobald  fcund  ngain  j  but  knew  not  vvhnt  to  make  of  it  when 
he  had  it,  as  appe:?ts  by  his  paraphrafe,  T.'bo''  thuu  thln'r.efi  that  thou  art 
■*wbettin^  thy  knife  on  the  foale  of  thy  fhoe,  yet  it  is  vpon  thy  (oul,  thy 
immortal  part.  Abfurd !  the  conceit  is,  that  his  fonl  was  fo  hard  that 
it  had  given  an  edge  to  his  knift* 
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Thou  almoft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith. 

To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 

That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 

Into  the  trunks  of  men.     Thy  currifh  fpirit 

Governed  a  wolf,  who,  hang'd  for  human  flaughter, 

Ev'n  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet. 

And,  whilft  thou  lay'fi:  inthyunhallow'd  dam, 

Infus'd  itfelf  in  thee  :  for  thy  defires 

Are  wolfiih,  bloody,  ftarv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Shy.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my  bond. 
Thou  but  ofFend'ft  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  curelefs  ruin.     I  {land  here  for  law. 

Duke,  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  dodor  to  our  Courts 
Where  is  he? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him. 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart.     Some  three  or  four  of 
you 
Go  give  him  courteous  condufl  to  this  place  : 
Mean  time,  the  Court  fhall  hear  Bellario' ^  letter. 

^Y*0  U  R  Grace  Jhall  underhand,  that,  at  the  recelp 
of  your  letter,  I  am  njery  Jtck:  hut  at  the  iv.pant  that 
your  mejfenger  came,  in  lonjing  <vifitatlon  <v.:as  'vjith  me  a 
young  DoSior  of  Rome,  his  Name  is  Balthafar ;  /  ac- 
quainted him  njjith  the xaufe  in  contro'verfe  het'iveen  the 
Jew  and  Anthonio  the  merchant.  W^  turn'd  o'er  many 
books  together  :  he  is  furnijhed  njjith  my  opinion,  nvhich, 
lettered  <^j:ith  his  on.vn  learniiig,  (the  greatnefs  n.vhereof 
I  cannot  enough  com^nend,)  co7nes  ^voith  him  at  my  impor- 
tunity, to  fill  up  your  Grace'' s  requefl  in  7ny  Jlead.  I  he- 
feechyou,  let  his  lack  of  years  he  no  impediment,  to  lei  him 
lack  a  renjerend  ejiimation :  For  I  ne^ver  kneiv  fo  young  a 
body  ifjith  fo  old  a  head.  I  league  him  to  your  gracious 
acceptance,  ivhofe  trial  jhall  better  puhlijh  his  comment 
da  t  ion. 

Enter  Portia,  drefs'd  like  a  DoBor  of  La^ws. 

Duke.  You  hear  the  learn'd  ^^//f?m,  what  he  writdi. 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  Dodor  come  : 

Vol.  II.  H  Give 
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Give  me  your  hand.     Came  you  from  old  Bellario  ? 

For.  I  did,  my  lord. 

Dtike.  You're  welcome  :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  diixerence, 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  Court? 

For.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here  ?  and  which  the  Jen.v  F 

Duke.   Jnthonio2indio\di  Shy  lock,  both  Hand  forth. 

Per.  Is  your  name  Shy  lock? 

Shy.  Shylock  is  my  name. 

For.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow  ; 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  ftand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?       ['TV  Anth. 

Ant.  Ay,  fo  he  fays. 

For.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 

Ant.  I  do. 

For.  Then  muft  the  "Jenjj  be  mercifal. 

^hy.  On  what  compuliiOTi  muft  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

Fx)r.   '  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  llrain'd  ; 

*  It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heav'n 

*  Upon  the  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  blefs'd ; 

*  It  bleffeth  him  that  gives,  and  hxim  that  takes. 

*  'Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightiell ;  it  becomes 

'  The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  Crown : 
'  His  fcepter  fhews  the  foixe  of  temporal  pow'r, 

*  The  attribute  to  aweandrcajefly, 

*  Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings ; 
"  But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fway, 

-*  It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings ; 
*■  It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfeif ; 

*  And  earthly  power  doth  then  Ihew  likeft  God's, 

*  When  mercy  feafonsjuflifce."     Therefore,  Je^,^ 
Tho'  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this, 

That  in  the  courfe  of  juftice  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation-     We  do  pray  for  mercy  ; 
And  that  fame  pray  V  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.     I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  ; 
■  Which,  ifthoMlbllow,  this  ftrift  court  of  ^/r^/<r^ 
Muft  need.«sgtYe  fentc;ice  'gainil  the  merchant  \\\^\'e.. 
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S^j.  My  deeds  upon  my  head !  I  crave  the  law. 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

For.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

JBaJ/'.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 
Yea,  twice  the  fum ;  If  that  will  not  fufHce* 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er. 
On  forfeit  of  my  hahds,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  will  not  fufEce,  it  muft  appear 
"  That  malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  befeeeh  you, 
Wreft  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong  ; 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

For,  It  muft  not  be;  there  is  no  pow'r  in  Venice, 
Can  alter  a  decree  ellablifhed. 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent  j 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  fame  example. 
Will  rufh  into  the  ftate.     It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  com.e  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Daniel. 
O  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

For.  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bo»d. 

Shy.  Here  'tis,  moil  rev'rend  Dodlor,  here  it  I-s. 

For.  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offer'd  thee.' 

Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath, 1  have  an  oath  in  heav'n. 

Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

For.   Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jenjo  may  claim 
A  pound  of  ileih,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Nearell  the  merchant's  heart.     Be  merciful. 
Take  thrice  thy  money,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenour. 
It  doth  appear,  you  are  a  worthy  judge  ; 
You  know  the  law :  your  expoiition 
Hath  been  moft  found.     I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
Wherfcof  you  are  a  weil-deferving  ptUar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.     By  my  foul  I  fwear. 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.     I  ilay  here  on  my  bond. 

7  T^h at  malice  hear%  dolun  truth. 'I  By  t^uth  is  here  meant  tiiere>- 
fofiabk  ofteis  of"  accommodation  which  had  baen  made.. 

H  2  Ant. 
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Ant.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  tke  Court 
To  give  the  judgment. 

Tor.  Why,  then  thus  it  is  : 
You  mull  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife. 

Shy.  O  noble  judge !  O  excellent  young  man? 

For,   For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Hath  fall  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Shy,  'Tis  very  true.     O  wife  and  upright  judge. 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  \ 

For.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofom. 

Shy.  Ay,  his  breafl ; 
So  fays  the  bond,  doth  it  not,  noble  judge? 
Neareft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

For.  It  is  fo.     Are  there  fcaks,  to  weigh  the  flefh  ? 

Shy.  I  have  them  ready. 

For.  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Shylocl,  on  your  charge. 
To  Hop  his  wounds,  left  he  fnould  bleed  to  death. 

Shy^  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

For.  Itis  not  fo  exprefs'dj  but  v/hat  of  that? 
'Twere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy,  I  cannot  find  it ;  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

For.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

Ant.  But  little :  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepared. 
Give  me  younhand,  BaJ/anio,  fare  you  well ! 
Grieve  not,  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  ; 
**  For  herein  fortune  {hews  herfelf  more  kind, 
*f  Than  is  her  cuftom.     It  is  ftill  her  ufe, 
**  To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth, 
*'  To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow, 
'*  An  age  of  poverty  •."  From  which  lingering  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  Ihe  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife ; 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Anthonio's  end  j 
Say,  how  I  lov'd  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  death :  ' 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge. 
Whether  Bafanio  had  not  once  a  lov^e. 
Repent  not  you,  that  you  (hall  lofe  your  friend  ; 
And  he  repents  not,  that  he  pays  your  debt ; 
For  if  the  Je^uo  do  cut  but  deep  enough^, 
i'll  pay  itiiiitantlY  with  all  my  heart. 
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"Baff.  Jnthonio,  I  am  married  t(ya  wife. 
Which  is  as  dear  tome  as  life  itfelf ; 
But  life  itfelf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  worlds- 
Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  life. 
I  would  lofe  all ;  ay,  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Por,  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 
Ji  Ihe  were  by  to  h^ar  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  proteft,  I  love  5 
I  would,  fhe  were  in  heav'n,  fo  Ihe  could 
Intreat  fome  Pow'r  to  change  this  currifh  Je^jv. 

Ner.  *Tis  well,  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  ; 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Sky.  Thefebethechriflianhufbands.  I've  a  daugh^eri 
'Wouldy  any  of  the  Hock  of  Baruibas 
Had  been  her  hufband,  rather  than  a  chriflian  !  \  J  fide. 
We  trifle  time  ;  I  pray  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

For.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  flefh  is  thine, . 
The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Moll  rightful  judge  ! 

Por.  And  you  mull  cut  this  flefh  from  ofF  his  bireafl  5 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it. 

Shy.  Mofl  learned  judge!  a  fentence:  come,  prepare. 

Por.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood ; 
The  words  exprefly  are,  a  pound  of  flefh. 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh  1 
But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doll  fhed 
One  drop  of  chriftian  blood  ;  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,   confifcate 
Unto  the  flate  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  judge!  mark,    Jenvi    O   learned 
judge ! 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Por.  Thy  felf  flialt  fee  the  ACt : 
Forasthouurgeftjullice,   beafiur'd, 
Thou  fbalt  have  juilice,  more  than  thou  defir'fl. 

Gra.  O  learned  judge  I  mark,  7<?w;  a  learned  judge  i 

Shy.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice. 
And  let  the  chriftian  go. 

jBaJ\  Here  is  the  money. 

H  3  Por. 
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For.  The  y<fw  Ihall  have  all  juftice;  foft!  nohaHe; 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  O  Je^  !  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge  \ 
For.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefh ; 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  X^iz,   nor  more, 
But  juft  a  pound  of  flelh :  if  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance. 
On  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple  ',  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  theeftimation  of  a  hair, 
Tfeou  diefl,  and  all  thy  goods  are  con fifcate. 
Gra.  A  fecond  Darnel,  a  Daniel,  Jen.v  ! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

For.  Why  doth  the  Jeiv  paufe  ?  take  the  forfeiture. 
Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 
Faf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee  ;  here  it  is. 
For.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  Court ; 
He  fliall  have  meerly  juftice,  and  his  bond.  v- 

Gra.  A  Daniel^  ftill  fay  I  j  a  fecond  Daniel! 
I  thank  thee,  Je^vs,  far  teaching  me  that  word. 
Shy.  Shall  I  not  barely  have  my  principal? 
For.  Thou  fhalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiturs. 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jeiv. 

Shy.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it ! 
I'll  ftay  no  longer  queflion. 

Per.  Tarry,  ye^w. 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you : 
It  is  enabled  in  the  laws  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  alien. 
That  by  direft,  or  indireft,  attempts 
He  feeks  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party,  'gainft  the  which  he  deth  contrive. 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  goods  ;  the  other  half 
/Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  {late  ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  voice: 
In  which  predicament,  I  fay,  thou  ftand'ft. 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding. 
That  indire^ly,  and  dire(^Iy  too. 
Thou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  life 

Of 
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Of  the  defendant ;  and  thou  haft  incurr'd 
^  The  d.anger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke.    ■ 

Gra.  Beg,  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy 
felf; 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate. 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  ; 
Therefore,  thou  muft  be  hang' d  at  theftate's  charge. 

Dtde.  That  thou  may 'ft  fee  the  difF'rence  of  our  fpirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afk  it: 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Jnthonio's  ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  ftate. 
Which  humble nefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

For.  Ay,  for  the  ftate  j  not  for  Antho?tio. 

Sl^f.  Nay,  take  my  life  2nd  all :  pardon  not  that.' 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe  :  you  take  my  life. 
When  J  ou  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  ? 

Gra.  h.\iz!\:ttx  gratis ',  nothing  elfe,  for  God's  fake. 

Ant.   So  pleafe  my  lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Courts 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content ;  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death  unto  the  gentleman, 
That  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favour 
He  prefently  become  a  chriftian ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  Gift 
Here  in  the  Court,  of  all  he  dies  pofiefs'd. 
Unto  his  fon  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

tfuke.  He  ftiall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  Jate  pronounced  here. 

For.  Art  thou  contented,  Jenjo  ?  what  doft  thou  fay  r 

^hy.   I  am  content. 

Pqt.  Clerk,  draw  a  Deed  of  gift. 

^hy.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  frqpi  hence  ; 

8  "fhe  ^^-'^i-^y  FORMERLY  hy  me  rd^ean" cL.'\  This  danger  was  a. 
judicial  penalty,^  which  tlie  fpeaker  had  Hift  before  recited,  in  the 
■very  terms  &n^\  formdHty  of  the  kw  itfdf :  wc  fhouli  therefore  read 

FORMAiLy, 
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I  am  not  well  j  fend  the  Deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  It. 

Gra.  In  chrift'ning  thou  fhalt  have  two  godfathers. 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  fhould'ft  have  had  ten  more. 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

\Exit  Shy  lock. 

Duke.  Sir,  1  intreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

Vor.  I  humbly  do  defire  your  Grace  of  pardon ; 
I  mull  away  this  night  to  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  I  prefently  fet  forth. 

Vuke.  I'm  forry,  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
AnthoniA,  gratify  this  gentleman; 
■For  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

\_^xit  Duke  and  his  train.* 

SCENE     III. 

Jiajf.  Mofl  worthy  gentleman  f  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties ;  in  lieu  whereof. 
Three  thoufand  ducats,  due  unto  the  Jenju, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

Ant.  And  ftand  indebted,  over  and  above,. 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 

For.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  fatisfy*d ; 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfy'd. 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  well  paid ; 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again ; 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

BaJJ\  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further-.. 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us,  for  a.  tribute. 
Not  as  a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you, 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For,  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  I'll  wear  'em  for  your  fake ; 
And,  for  your  love,  I'll  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more  j 
And  you  in  love  ihall  not  deny  me  this. 

BaJ[.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas,  it  is  a  trifle  it 

I  will 
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I  will  not  fhame  my,  felf  ta give  yoa  this. 

Po7\  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this. 
And  now,  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baf,  9  There's  more  depends  on  this,  than  on  the 
value. 
The  deareft  ring  in  Fenice  will  I  give  you. 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

For.  I  fee.  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers ; 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now,  methinks. 
You  teach  me  how^  beggar  Ihould  be  anfwer'd. 

BaJ/'.  Good  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv'n  me  by  my  wife^ 
And,  when  Ihe  put  it  on,  Ihe  made  me  vow. 
That  I  fhould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

For.  That  Tcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  j 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  the  ring. 
She  wouM  not  hold  out  enmity  for  ever. 
For  giving  it  to  me.     Well,  peace  be  with  you  f 

[Exif  'vjith  NerifTa. 

Jnth.  My  lord  Bajfanio,  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  his  defervings,  and  my  love  withal. 
Be  valuM  'gainft  your  wife's  commandement. 

BaJJ\  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him. 
Give  him  the  ring  ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'ft. 
Unto  Anthonio'^  houfe :  away,  make  hafle.  \Bxit  Gra, 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently ; 
And  in  the  morning,  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont-,  come,  Jnthonio.  {Exd'.nt, 

Re-enter  Portia  and  NerilTa. 

For.  Enquire  the  Je-w''s  houfe  out,  give  him  this  Deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it ;  we'll  away  to  night. 
And  be  a  day  before  our  husbands  home : 
This  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 
Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  oVrta'en  : 
My  lord  Bajfanio,  upon  more  advice. 
Hath  fent  you  liere  this  ring,  and  doth  in'rea^ 

^  There's  more  depends   on  this,  than  o.i  the  I'a'ui.]    So   tiie    ol<l 
Quarto  reads,  and  It  is  fight. 

H  5  Your 
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Your  company  at  dinner. 

For.  That  cannot  be. 
This  ring  I  do  accept  mofl  thankfully, 
And  fo,  I  pray  you,  tell  him  ;  furthermore, 
J  pray  you,  ihew  my  Youth  old  Shyhck'^s  houfe. 

Gra.   That  will  T  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
J'U  fee  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring :  \_To  For. 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

For.  Thou  may'l^,  I  wan°ant.     We  fnall  have  old 
fwearing. 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  a\Tay  to  men ; 
.But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out -fwear  them  too  : 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,  good  Sir,  wil'  you  (hew  me  to  this  houfe  ? 

[Exeufif. 


A  C  T    V.     SCENE    I. 

Belmont.    J  Gr&^ey  or  green  F'lace,  before  PortiaV  Houfe^ 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeffica. 
Lor.  'T^ HE  moon  fliines  bright:  Infuchanightas 

J[  this. 

When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees. 
And  they  did  make  no  iloife  j  in  fuch  a  night, 
^roylus,  methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  wall ; 
And  fighM  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents. 
Where  CreJJtd  lay  that  night. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night. 
Did  Thishe  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  dew  ; 
^nd  faw  the  lion's  fha-dow  ere  himfelf. 
And  ran  diimay'd  away. 

Lor.   In  fuch  a  night. 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  lea-banks,  and  wav'd  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

Jef.   In  iuch  a  night, 
Medea  gatherM  the  enchanted  herbs, 
That  did  renew  old  jEfon. 

L:>t.  In  fuch  a  night, 

Did 
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Bid  Jejfica  ileal  from  the  wealthy  Je^, 

And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  lun  from  Venice, 

As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear,  he  lov'd  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  pretty  JeJJica,  (like  a  little  fhrew) 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  body  come? 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 
Enter  Stephano. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  fall,  in  filence  of  the  night? 

Mef.  A  friend. 

Lor.  What  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you,  friend  > 

Mef.  Stephano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word. 
My  miilrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  fhe  doth  flray  about 
By  holy  Croffes,  where  flie  kneels, ^and  prays> 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her? 

Mef.  None,  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mailer  yet  returned  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  liim : 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jejjtca, 
And  ceremonioully  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftreis  of  the  houfe. 
Enter  Launcelot. 

Laiin.    Sola,  fola,  wO'  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola  \ 

Lor.  Who  calls  > 

Laun.  Sola  !  did  you  fee  mailer  Z,o;t;?%(9  and  miHrefs^ 
Lorenza  P  fola,  fola  ! 

Lor..  Leave  hollowing,  man  :  Iiere*. 

Laun.  Sola  !  where  ?  where  ?, 

Lor.  Here. 

Laun.  Tell  him,,  there's  a  poll  come  from  my  mafteri 
with  his  horn  full,  of  good  news.  My  mailer  will  be 
here  ere  mornings 

Lor.  Sweet  loye,  let's  in,  and  there  expeftt  heir  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter ;    why  Ihould  we  go  in  ? 

Mr. 
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My  friend  Stephana,  fignifie,  I  pray  you, 
V/ithin  the  houfe,  your  miftrefs  is  at  hand  y 

\_Exit  Stephano, 
And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  air. 

*  How  fvveet  the  moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  bank  ! 

*  Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  muiick 

*  Creep  in  our  ears ;  foft  flillnefs,  and  the  night 

*  Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 

*  Sit,  Jejfica :  look,  how  the  floor  of  heav'n 

*  Is  thick  inlay'd  ^  with  patens  of  bright  gold  ; 

*  There's  not  the  fmalleft  orb,«  which  thou  behold'fl^; 

*  But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  fings, 

*  Still  quiring  co  tlie  young-ey'd  cherubims  j 

*  ^  Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  founds ! 

*  But  whilfl  this  muddy  vefture  of  decay 

*  Doth  grolly  clofe  us  in,  we  cannot  hear  it.* 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 
With  fweetefl  touches  pierce  your  miflrefs'  ear. 
And  draw  Iier  home  with  mufick. 

Jef.  I'm  never  merry,  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 

{MuficL. 
Lor.  *  Thfe  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive  i 

*  For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
'  Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandlcd  colts, 

*  Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 

*  (Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood) 

*  J  f  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 

*  Or  any  air  of  mufick  touch  their  ears, 

*  You  ihall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  Hand ; 

1  ivttb  PATTERNS  of  bright  gold }]  We  fliould  read  patens: 
a  round  broad  plate  ef  gold  born  in  heraldry :  the  cover  of  the  facra- 

mental-cup. 

2.  Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls  ;  ]  But  the  harmony  here  de- 
fcribed  is  that  of  the  fpheres,  fo  much  celebrated  by  the  antients. 
He  fays,  the  fmaikji  orb  fings  like  an  angel  ^  and  then  fubjoins,  fuch 
harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls  :  But  the  harmony  of  angels  is  not 
here  meant,  but  of  the  orbs.  Nor  are  we  to  think,  that  here  the 
poet  alludes  to  the  notion,  that  eaah  orb  has  its  intelligence  or  af?gel 
to  direft  it ;  for  then  with  no  propriety  cculd  he  fay,  the  orb  fiirg 
like  en  angel :  he  Should  rather  have  faid,  the  angel  in  the  orb  Jung, 
We  muft  therefore  correfl  the  line  thus  j 

Such  harmory  is  in  immortal  fgunds  : 
?".  e.  .'a  the  mufick  of  the  fpheres. 

*  Their 
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*  Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  gaze,. 

*  By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick.     Therefore,  the  Poet 
<  Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  ftones,  and  floods  i. 

*  Since  nought  fo  ftockifli,  hard  and  full  of  rage, 

*  But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature* 
«   5  The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfelf, 

*  Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 

*  Is  fit  for  treafons,  ftratagems,  and  fpoils  y 

*  The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night* 
^  And  his  afFedions  dark  as  Erehus : 

*  Let  no  fiich  man  be  trufted— Mark  the  mufick.' 

Enter  Portia  ««^  NerifTa. 

Par.  That  light  we  fee,  is  burning  in  my  hall: 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams  !^ 
So  fhines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world, 

Ner.  When  the  moon  fhone,  we  did  not  fee  the  candle* 

For.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs  i 
A  fabllitute  fhines  brightly  as  a  King, 
Until  a  King  be  by;  and  then  his  Hate 
Empties  itfelf,.  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.     Mufick,  hark !  \_MuJicL 

Ner.  It  is  the  mufick.  Madam,  of  your  houfe. 

Par.  Nothing  is  good,  I  foe,  without  refped  : 
Methinks,  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beftows  the  virtue  on  it,.  Madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  fmg  as  fweetly  as  the  lark. 
When  neither  is  attended;  and,  I  think. 
The  nightingale,  if  fhe  fhould  fing  by  day. 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  ai*e 

3  The  man  that  hath  no  rnuf.ck  in  himjelf. 

Nor  is  not  mo'v''d  ivith  concord  of  Jiueet  founds,']  The  thought  here 
is  extremely  fine  r  As  if  the  being  aftefted  with  mvifick  was  only  the 
harmony  between  the  iriternal  \rnujick  in  himfelf]  and  the  external 
mufck  [concord  of  ftvea founds  y]  v,'hich  were  mutually  afifected  hke 
unifon  ftrings.  This  whole  fpeech  cculd  not  chufe  but  pleafg  an 
Engli/h  audience,  whoie  great  paffion,  as  well  then  as  now,  was 
loiie  of  mufick.  "Jam  i;er'6  •video  naturam  (fays  Erafmu%  in  praife  of 
Folly)  utfingulis  naticnibuSy  ac  pene  ci^uitaiibus,  cor,'.mu7:e-n  quandarr, 
infe-vijfe  Philautiam  :  At  que  bine  fieri ,  ut  eritanni  prater  tiiiu, 
I'mmm^  Musi  cam,  ©*  Imtat  Menfas  pntrle  fbi  I'lr.diccnt. 

To 
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afo  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfedlion  ? 

Peace  !  how  the  moon  fleeps  with  Endimtow, 

And  would  not  be  awaked !  {^Mufick  ceafesl 

Lor.   That  is  the  voice. 
Or  I  am  muchdeceiv'd,  of  Portia. 

For.  He  knows  me,  a3  the  blind  man  knows  the  euckow. 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor.  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

For.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  husbands'  health?. 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  returned  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  meffenger  before. 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

For.   Go,  Ner\fa^ 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence ; 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo  j  JeJ/ica,  nor  you. 

[  A  Tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet : 
We  are  no  tell-tales.  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

For.  This    night,    methinks,    is   but  the  day-light 
fick ; 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  'tis  a  day. 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 
Enter  BalTanio,  Anthonio,  GxTXx^XiQ,  and  their  fdhnxrer  si 

Baff.   We  fhould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fan. 

For.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light ; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband ; 
And  never  be  Bajfanio  fo  from  me ; 
But  God  fort  all !  you're  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

BaJ'.  I  thank  you,  Madam  :  give  welcome  to  my 
friend  ; 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonio^ 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

For.  You  ihould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
Anth.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 

For.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe ; 

It 
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It  muft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words ; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon,  I  fwear,  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
In  faith,  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk.        [To  Neriffa. 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part. 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

For.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.   About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring. 
That  fhe  did  give  me,  whofe  poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife  ;   Love  me,  and  league  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  poefie,  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you. 
That  you  would  wear  it  'till  your  hour  of  death. 
And  that  it  fhould  lye  with  you  in  your  grave : 
Tho'  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths. 
You  Ihould  have  been  refpedive,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  clerk  !  but  well  I  know. 
The  clerk  will  ne'r  wear  hair  on's  face,  that  had  it. 

Gra.  He  will,  an'  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy. 
No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judge's  clerk ; 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee  : 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

For.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you. 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wife's  firft  gift; 
A  thing  lluck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  fiefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  Hands, 
I  dare  be  fworn  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it^ 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  matters.      Now,  in  faith,  Gratiane^ 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief; 
An  'twere  to  me,  I  fliould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why,  I  were  bell  to  cuj  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwear,  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it.  \_Afide. 

Gra.  My  lord  Bajfanio  gave  Iiis  ring  away 
Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and,  indeed, 

Deferv'd 
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Deferv'd  it  too ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk. 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  He  beggM  mine  5 
And  neither  man,  nor  maHer,  would  take  aught 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por^  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord? ' 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  received  of  me. 
'     Baf.  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it  j  but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  die  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por.  Even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth,. 
By  heaven,  I  will  ne^er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours, 
'Till  I  again  fee  mine. 

BaJ/l   Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring. 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring. 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleaiure. 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring. 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  ring, 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring. 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable. 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
'Neriffa  teaches  me  what  to  believe  ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Baff.  No,  by  mine  honour,  Madam,  by  my  foul,- 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  Civil  Doftor, 
Who  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me, 
And  begg'd  the  ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  go  difpleas'd  away  ', 
Ev^n  he,  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.     What  ihould  I  fay,  fweetlady  \ 
I  was  enfoic'd  tofend  it  after  hirn ; 
I  was  befet  with  fhame  and  courtefiej 
My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
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So  much  befmear  it.    Pardon  me,  good  lady. 
And  by  thefe  blefled  candles  of  the  night. 
Had  you  been  there,  I  thmk,  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  Doftor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  Doftor  e'er  come  near  my  houfc. 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd. 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you  ; 
1*11  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have. 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  hufband's  bedr 
Know  him  I  fhall,.  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  night  from  home  ;  watch  me,  like  Jrgmt 
If  you  do  not,,  if  I  be  left  alone. 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
I'll  have  that  Dodlor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  clerk;  therefore  be  well  advisM,- 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  prote£lion. 

Gra.  V/ell,  do  you  fb ;  let  me  not  take  him  then  t 
For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Jnth.  1  am  th'  unhappy  fubjeft  of  thefe  quarrels. 

Por.  Sir,  grieve  not  you;  you  are  welcome,    not- 
withftanding. 

Bajf.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  ev'n  by  thine  own  fair  eyes. 
Wherein  I  fee  myfelf  ■  m 

Por.   Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf  i 
In  each  eye,  one ;  fwear  by  your  double  felf^ 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit  f 

Baf.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  rfwear> 
I  nevermore  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Jnt.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  weal  i 
Which  but  for  him,  that  had  your  hufcand's  ring, 

[T^  Portia. 
Had  quite  mifcarryM.     I  dare  be  bound  again^ 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit^  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  fhall  be  his  furety ;   give  him  this. 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 
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Jnf.  Here,  lord  Bajfanio,  fwear  to  keep  this  ring. 
Bajf.  By  heav'n,  it  is  the  fame  I  g-.ve  the  Do£lor. 
P(?r.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me,  Bajfanio  ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  Do6lor  lay  with  me. 

Key.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  Doclor's  clerk. 
In  lieu  of  this,  lall  night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high-ways 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough : 
What  ?  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  defery'd  it  ? 
For,   Speak  not  fo  grofsly  ;  you  are  all  amaz'd ; 
Hexe  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  yourleifure; 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  : 
There  you  ihall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  DodOr  5 
ISeriJfa  there,  her  clerk.     Lofin^a^  here. 
Shall  witnefs  I  izt  forth  as  foon  as  you. 
And  even  but  now  returned :  I  have  not  yet 
Enter'dmy  houfe.     Anthonio,  you  are  welcome  5- 
And  I  have  better  news  in  ftore  for  you. 
Than  you  expeft  ;  unfeal  this  letter  foon. 
There  you  fhall  find,  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  Ihall  not  know  hj  what  flrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  letter. 
Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  Doflor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 
Gra.  Were  you  the  Clerk,  that  is  to  make  me  cuc- 
kold? 
ISler.  Ay,  but  the  Clerk,  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

BaJf.  Sweet  Doftor,  you  fhall  be  my  bedfellow; 
When  I  am  abient,  then  jye  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  giv'n  me  life  and  living  j 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  fhips 
Are  fafely  come  to  ros. .. 

For.   How  now,    Lorenzo? 
My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

T^er.  Ay,  and  i'U  give  them  him  without  a  fee 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jeffica^ 
From  the  rich  Je^v,  a  fpeciai  Deed  of  Gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  poffefs'd  of. 

Lori 
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Lor.  Fair  ladies,  ^  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  people. 

Par.  It  is  almoU  morning, 
And  yet,  I'm  fure,  you  are  not  fatisfy^d 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.     Let  us  go  in. 
And  charge  us  there  upon  interr'gatories. 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo:  the  firft  interr'gatory. 
That  my  Nerijfa  fhall  be  fwom  on,  is. 
Whether  'till  the  next  night  fhe  had  rather  Hay, 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to  day. 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  ihould  wifh  it  dark, 
'Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Do6lor's  clerk. 
Well,   while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,    as  keeping  fafe  Neriffa's  ring. 

[^Exemt  omnes, 

4  yau  drop  Manna  in  the  way 

Of  fiarved people.']  Shakefpear  is  not  more  exaft  in  any  thing, 
than  in  adapting  his  images  with  propriety  to  his  fpeakers  ;  of  which 
he  has  here  given  an  inilance  in  making  the  young  J^iveji  call  good 
fortune,  Manna, 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


FERDINAND,  King  of  Navarre. 

^iron,  7  three  Lords,  attending  upon  the  Kincr  in  his 

IT     o  .        '  r      retirement. 
Dumain,       ) 

Boyet,  2  ^^^'^h    attending   upon    the   Princefs     of 

Macard,       5      France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  a  fantajiical  S'^iinvax^.. 

Nathaniel,  a  Curate. 

Dull,   a  Conjlahle. 

Holofernes,  a  Schoolmafer. 

Coftard,  a  Cloivn. 

Moth,  Page  to  Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

A  Former. 

Princefs  of  France. 

JRofaline,       J 

Maria,  >LadieSj  attending  an  the  Princefs, 

Catharine,     \ 

Jaquenetta,  a  Country  Wench. 

Officers,    and  others.   Attendants  up^n    the   King    and 
■     .  Princefs. 


S  C  E  N  E,  the  King  of  Navarre'j  Palace^    and  the 
Country  near  it. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I, 

the    VALACl, 


'Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumai-n/ 

^ing,  "y     E  T  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  th^r  lives^ 
I         Live  regiftred  upon  our  brazen  tombs  ; 
,M    ^  A  nd  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death ; 
When,  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring  time, 
Th'  endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy 
That  honour  which  fhall  'bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge ; 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  Conquerors !  for  fo  you  are. 
That  war  againft  your  own  AiFe£lions, 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires ; 
Oar  late  «di  ,t  fliall  flrongly  Hand  in  force; 
Navarre  Ihall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world  ; 
Our  Court  Ihali  be  a  little  academy. 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 
You  three,  Biron ^  Dumahiy  and  Longan.nlle, 
Have  fworn  for  three  years'  term  -.o  live  with  me. 
My  fellow  Scholars  j  and  to  keep  thofe  Statutes, 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here. 
Your  oaths  are  pad,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names : 
That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  down. 
That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein : 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 
Long.  I  am  refolv'd ;  'tis  but  a  three  years  fail ; 
The  mind  (hall  banquet  tho'  the  body  pine ; 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  j  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  banker  out  the  wits. 

Bum, 
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Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortify^d : 
The  groffer  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die  5 
With  all  thefe  living  in  philolbphy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  lay  their  proteftation  over. 
So  mucJi  (dear  liege)  I  have  already  fworn. 
That  is,  to  live  and  iludy  here  three  years  : 
But  there  are  other  ftrid:  obfervances ; 
As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term. 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food. 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  fleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day  i) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  talks,  too  hard  to  keep  5 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  Iludy,  fall,  not  fleep. 

King.  Your  Oath  is  pafs^d  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 

Biron.   Let  me  fay,  no,  my  liege,  an'  if  you  pleafe  5 
I  only  fwore  to  Iludy  with  your  Grace, 
And  flay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  fpacc. 

Lon.  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron j  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron,  By  yea  and  nay.  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  j  eft. 
What  is  the  end  of  Iludy  I  let  me  know  ? 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  Ihould  not 
know. 

Biron.  Things  liid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  from  com- 
mon fenfe. 

King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy's  god-like  recompence. 

Biron.  Come  on  then,   I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo. 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know ; 
As  thus ;  to  iludy  where  I  well  may  dine. 

When  I  to  (a)  feaft  exprefly  am  forbid ; 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  miftrefs  fine. 

When  mifirefTes  front  common  fenfe  are  hid  .* 

£  (a)FeaJl  Mr.  rhe<^ald  w,VuJg.  faji,  J 
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Or,  having  fworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath. 

Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 

If  ftudy's  gain  be  this,  and  this  be  fo,  p 

Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  :  > 

Swear  me  to  this,   and  I  will  ne'er  fay,  no.  3 

King.  Thefe  be  the  Hops,  that  hinder  ftudy  quite ; 
And  train  our  intellefls  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  are  vain;  but  that  moft  vain^ 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain ; 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book, 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth  j  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  eye-fight  of  his  look  : 

Light,  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguila  f 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lies. 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofmg  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed. 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye  i 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  eye  ihall  be  his  heed. 

And  give  him  light,  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  Heaven's  glorious  Sun, 

That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  fawcy  looks ; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  eVer  won. 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books : 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights. 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  liar. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  fhining  nights. 

Than  thofe  that  v/alk  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
*'  '  Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought ;  but  feign ; 
"  And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name.*' 

Ktttg. 

I  Too  much  to  knorv,  is  to  know  nought  hut  fame  j 

And  every  Godfather  can  give  a  «flw^."j  The  firft  line  in  this 
reading  is  abfurd  and  impertinent.  There  are  two  ways  of  Tetting  it 
right.     The  firft  is  to  read  it  thus. 

Too  mmh  1 9  knoiu,  is  U  kmiv nought  but  shame.  5 
This  makes  a  fine  fenfe,  and  alludes  to  Adam's  Fall,  which  cams 
from  the  inordinate  paflion  of  knowing  too  much,     The  other  way 
is  to  read  and  point  it  thus. 

Too  much  to  ki:oiv,  is  to  knono  nought  t  but  feign;  i.  e.  ^0  fei^^n. 
As  much  as  to  fay,  the  affe6ting  to  know  too  much  is  the  way  to 
know  nothing.  The  fenfej  in  both  thefe  readings,  is  equally  good? 
But  with  this  difference  j  If  We  read  the  firft  way,  the  following 
Une  is  impertineat }  and  to  fave  the  correction  we  ra'uft  judge  it  fpn- 
Vot.  II,  I  rious, 
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King.  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  againft  reading  f 

Dutn.  Proceeded  well,  to  Hop  all  good  proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  Hill  let's  grow  the  weed- 
ing. 

Biron.  The  fpring  is  near,  when  green  geefe  are  a 
breeding. 

Dum.  How  follows  that  ? 

Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Diim.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Biron.  Something  then  in  rhime. 

Long.    Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  froflj 
That  bites  the  lirft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 

Biron.  Well ;  fay,  I  am  j   why  fhould  proud  fum- 
mer  boaft. 

Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fmg  ? 
Why  fhould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Chrifimas  I  no  more  delire  a  rofe. 
Than  wiih  a  fnow  in  Mays  new-fangled  Ihows : 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late. 
Climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  fit  you  out— Go  home,  Biron:  Adieu! 

Biron.  No,  my   good  lord,  Pve  fworn  to  flay  with 
you. 
And  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  {poke  more, 

Than  for  that  angel  Knowledge  you  can  fay ; 
Yet  confideiit  I'll  keep  what  I  have  fwore. 

And  'bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame ; 
And  to  the  flrift'ft  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  Hov/  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from 
fhame  ! 

Biron.  Itemt  Tliat  no  woman  fhall  come  within   a 

rIo\£s.  If  r/e  read  It  the  fecond  way,  then  the  follpwing  h"ne  cem- 
pleats  the  fcnfe.  Co.ifequently  the  correftion  of  feign  is  to  be  pre- 
/errad.  Tb  knew  too  much  (lays  the  ipeaker)  is  to  kttotv  nothing  ;  it  is 
only  feigning  to  kn<yw  ivbat  ive  da  not :  gining  numcs/or  things  ivithout 
kuvivirig  their  natures  ;  'which  is  falfe  knaivlcdge :  And  this  was  the 
peculiar  defeift  of  the  Peripatetic  Philofophy  then  in  vogue.  Thefe 
phiiofophers,  the  poet,  with  the  liigheft  humour  and  good  fsnfc^ 
calls  the  Godfatheis  of  Nature,  who  could  only  give  things  a  name, 
bvit  had  no  msoner  of  acquaintance  with  their  eH'snccs. 

mile 
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mile  of  my  Court,  [readhg. 

Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  days  ago. 

Biron.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  tongue  :   .  [reading: 

Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty." 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  againll  gentility  I 

Item,  {reading.'\  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  with  a 
woman  within  the  term  of  three  Years,  he  fliall  endure 
fuch  publick  Ihame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  can  poffibly 
dcvife. 

This  article,  my  liege,  your  felf  muft  break ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embaffy 
The  French  King's  daughter  with  yourfelf  to  fpeak, 

A  maid  of  grace  and  compleat  majefty, 
About  Surrender  up  oi  Jquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-rid  father : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  Princefs  hither. 

King.  What  fay  you,  lords  ?   why,   this  was  quite 
forgot. 

Biron.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfliot ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  fhould : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moH, 
'Tis  won,  as  towns  with  Fire ;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  muft,  of  force,  difpenfe  with  this  decree. 
She  muft  lye  here  on  mere  neceflity. 

Biron.  Neceffity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years*  fptcc: 
For  every  man  with  his  afFedls  is  born : 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  Ihall  fpeak  for  me : 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  neceflity.  ■ 

So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name. 

And  he,  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree. 
Stands  in  Attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftionj  are  to  othersj  Ai>  to  me.; 

I   »  Bu% 
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But,  1  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth^ 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is;    our  Court,  you  know, vis 
haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fafhion  planted. 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain : 
«*  One,  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

"  Doth  ravifh,  like  inchanting  harmony : 
**  *  A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

"  Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
"  This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 

**  For  interim  to  our  Studies,  ihall  relate 
**  3  In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight 

**  From  tawny  Spain y  loft  in  the  world's  debate. 

How 

2  A  man  of  complement i,  'whom  right  and  ivrong 

Hu'Vi  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny  .'\  As  very  bad  a  play  as  this 
R,  it  was  certainly  Shake fpear''s,  as  appear?  by  many  fine  mafter- 
flrokes  fcattered  up  and  down.  An  excefiive  complaifance  is  here  ad- 
mirably painted,  in  the  perfon  of  one  who  was  willing  to  make  even 
right  and  wrong  friends  :  and  to  perfuade  the  one  to  recede  from  the 
accuftomed  ftubbornnefs  of  her  nature,  and  v,';nk  at  the  liberties  of 
her  oppofite,  rather  than  he  would  incur  the  imputation  of  ill-  breed- 
ing in  keeping  up  the  quarrel.  And  as  our  author,  and  Johnjon  his 
contemporary,  are,  confeffedly,  the  two  greateft  writers  in  the  Dra- 
xna  that  our  nation  could  ever  boaft  of,  this  may  be  no  improper  oc- 
cafion  to  take  notice  of  one  material  difference  between  Sbakfpear^s 
woiii  plays,  and  the  other's.  Our  author  owed  all  to  his  prodigious 
natural  genius  5  and  Johnjon  moft  ro  his  acquired  parts  and  learning. 
This,  if  attended  to,  will  explain  the  difTerence  we  fpeak  of.  Which 
is  this,  that,  in  Jchnjon'%  bad  pieces,  we  do  not  difcover  the  leaft 
traces  of  the  author  of  the  Fox  and  Alcbemiji -^  but,  in  the  wildeft 
and  moft  extrcvagant  notes  ci  Shakejpear,  you  every  now  and  then 
encounter  ftrains  that  recognize  their  "divine  compofer.  And  the  rea- 
fon  is  this,  that  Johnjon  owing  his  chief  excellence  to  art,  by  which, 
lie  fometimes  ftrab'd  himfelf  to  an  uncommon  pitch>  when  he  un- 
bent himfelf,  had  nothing  to  fupport  him  ;  but  fell  below  all  like- 
.cefs  of  himfelf:  while  Shakefpear,  indebted  more  largely  to  nature 
than  the  other  to  his  acquired  talents,  could  never,  in  his  moft  ne- 
gligent hours,  fo  totally  diveft  himfelf  of  his  Genius  but  that  it 
v/GuId  frequently  break  out  with  amazing  force  and  fplendour, 
3   In  higb'Bom  ivords  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  kji  in  the  world's  debate.]  i.  e.  he  /hall  re- 
nte to  US  the  ceUVratcd  ftorics  recorded  in  the  old  romances,  and  in 

their 
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.How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I*  P 

But,  I  proteft,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie ;  > 

And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minftrelfie.  J| 

Btron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight,^ 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  falhion's  own  Knight. 

hong.  CoJiardthQ  fwain,  and  he,  fhall  be  our  fpOrt  J 
And,  1q  to  ftudy,  three  years  are  but  fhort. 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  Dull  a^td  Collard  w/V^  a  letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  King's  own  perfon .? 

Biron.  This,  fellow  j  what  would''ft  j 

BulL  I  my  felf  reprehend  his  ovv'n  perfon,  for  I  am  he 
Grace's  Tharborough  :  but  I  would  fee  his  own  perfon 
in  flefh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme, Arme      ■   <  commends  yon. 

There's  villany  abroad ;   this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Coft,  Sir,  the  Contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron,  Howlowfo€ver  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God 
for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  (a)  having ;.  God 
grant  us  patience  ! 

Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  Sir,  to  laugh  moderately,  or 
to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  Sir,  be  it  as  the  Stile  fhall  give  us  caufe 
to  climb  in  the  merrinei"?. 

Coji.  The  matter  is  to  me.  Sir,  as  concerning  Japt' 
mtta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  -^  taken  in  the  manner. 

I  3  Bit^?i, 

thc'r  very  ftile.  Why  he  fays,  fnm  ts'zvKy  Spain  is,  bfcaufc  thef? 
romances  being  of  Spaiujh  original,  the  Heroes  and  the  Scene  wcrs 
generally  of  that  ccantry.  Why  he  Inys,  loji  in  the  ivorJSt  debm^- 
is,  becaufe  the  fubjcil:  of  thofe  romances  were  the  cru fades  of  tlja 
European  Chriftians  againft  the  Saracens  of  Ajia  and  AfrUa,  Scs 
that  we  fee  here  is  meaning  in  the  woril?. 

4  taken  with  the  manner.']  The  following  queftion   arinni  from 

thHe 

(•)  [  Mr.  Theabaldy  ha%'ini^'^'y'\i\i.  heavtn,  ] 
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Biron.  In  what  manner  ? 

Coft.  In  manner  and  form,  following,  Sir ;  all  thofe 
rhree.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor-houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  Form,  and  taken  following  her  into 
the  Park  ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  manner :  it  is  the  man- 
ner of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  i  for  the  form,  in 
fome  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following.  Sir  ? 

Coji.  As  it  fhall  follow  in  my  corredion  j  and  God 
defend  the  right ! 

King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 

Biron.   As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

CoJl.  Such  is  the  firnplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
the  fiefli. 

Kitig  reads. riRE  AT  deputy,  the  ivelkins  'vice-gerent, 
and fole  dominaforof^^xz.nc,    my/ouPs 
earth's  Cod,  and  body  s  f oft  ring  patron  n.  ■   »   i  ^^^ 

Coft.  Not  a  v/ord  of  Coftard  yet. 

King.   So  it  is 

Coft.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is,  in 
telling  true,   faj  but  fo,  fo. 

King.  Peace- 

Coft.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fghtf 

King.    No  words 

Co/}.  Of  other  men's  fecrets,  I  befeech  you. 

King.  So  if  is.  Befteged  ivith  fah/e-cokured  me/ancho- 
/>',  /  did  co7nmend  the  black  opprefting  humour  to  the  mo  ft 
n.vholefome  phyftck  of  thy  health-gi'ving  air',  a?id  as  I  am 
a  gentleman.,  betook  my f elf  to  nvalk  :  'J  he  time,  nvhen  f 
about  the  fixth  hour,  ivhen  beafts  moft  graze,  birds  heft 
peck,  and  men  fit  do^wn  to  that  nourifhment  ^jjhich  is  calPd 
fupper :  fo  much  for  the  time,  ivhen.  Nonv  for  the 
ground,    'which :    ivhich,    I  mean,   I  nvalkt  upon  ;   it  is 

thefe  werds   fliews  we  fhould  read tahn  in   the  manner .     And 

this  was  the  phrafe  in  nfe  to  fignify,  taken  in  the  fa<ft.  So  Dr. 
Donne  in  his  letters.  But  if  I  melt  into  melancholy  ^vhile  I  ■write,  J 
jhall  be  taken  in  the  manner  ;  and  J  ft  by  one,  too  tender  to  thefe  im- 
preJ)iom. 

[  (a)  but  Jo,  fo.]  A  (jxijbble  rcftored  hy  the  Oxford  Editor..^*^ 
Vdg,  butfo.   j 

ycleped, 
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yclepedj  thy  park.  T^henfor  the  place,  inhere ;  nvFere,  1 
TKtan,  I  did  encounter  that  obfcene  and  mofl  prepojierous  e- 
*venty  that  dranveth  from  my  fno-jo-'white pen  the  ebon-co- 
lour d  inky  nxjhich  here  thou  ojie^xveji,  heholdeji,  fur^eyejt, 
cr  feeji.  But  to  the  place,  ivhere ;  It  Jiandeth  north- 
north-eaft  and  by  eajt  from  the  ivejl  corner  of  thy  curious- 
knotted  garden.  There  did  I  fee  that  lo^v-fpirited  f'wain, 
that  hafe  minonv  of  thy  mirth,  (Cof.  Me  ?)  that  unlet- 
terd  fmall-kno^jjing  foul,  (Coji.  Me  ?)  that  Jhallo-iv  <vaf- 
fal,  (^Co/f.  Still  me?)  ^johlch,  as  I  remember,  hight  Co- 
Hard,  (Cofl.  O  me !)  forted  and  cojtforted,  contrary  to  thy 
ejiablijhed  proclaimed  ediSl  and  continent  canon,    ivith, 

nvith,  — —  O  ivith,  but  'with  this   1  paffion  to  fay 

ivhere^with : 

Cof.  With  a  wench. 

King.  PFith  a  child  of  our  grandmother  "Eve,  a  female , 
or  for  thy  more  under/landing,  a  ivoman  i  him,  I  (as  my 
i<ver-efeem''d  duty  pricks  me  on)  ha^ve  fent  to  thee,  to  re- 
cei've  the  need  of  punijhment,  by  thy  fjjeet  Grace'' s  officer, 
Anthony  Duii,  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing 
and  ejiimation. 

Dull.   Me,  an't  fhall  pleafe  you  :  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (fo  is  the  weaker  'vejjel  call.'d) 
nvhich  I  apprehended  nuith  the  ^forefaid  fnvain,  1  keep 
her  as  a  'vaffal  of  thy  la-jo's  fury,  and  fhall  at  the  leaf 
ofthyf^veet  notice  bring  her  to  tryal.  Thine  in  all  com- 
plements  of  devoted  and  heart-burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado, 

Biron,  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  looked  for,  but  the 
belt  that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay  I  the  ht^  for  the  worft.  But,  firrah,  what 
fay  you  to  this  ? 

Cof.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

CoJi.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  littls 
of  the  marking  of  it. 

King.  \x  was  proclaimM  a  year's  imprifonment  to  be 
taken  with  a  wencli. 

Cof.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a 
damofel. 

I  4  King. 
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King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel, 

dj}.  This  was  no  damofel  neither,  Sir,  fhe  was  a 
virgin. 

King.  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaimed 
virgin. 

Co/}.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  :  I  was  taken 
with  a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn.  Sir. 

Co/}.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn.  Sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  fentence ;  you  ihall  faft 
a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cojl.  1  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Jrmado  ihall  be  your  keeper.     My 
lord  Biroji,  fee  him  delivered  o'er. 
And  go  we,  lord%  to  put  in  pradlice  that. 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  ilrongly  fworn. 

[^Exeunt, 

Biron.  ril  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  Oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. 
Sirrah,   come  on. 

Co/}.  I  fuffcr  for  the  truth.  Sir  :  for  true  it  is,  I  was 
take  a  with  Jaqucv.ctta,  and  Jac^uenetta  is  a  true  girl  % 
and  therefore  vv^elcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity  :  af- 
fiidion  may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  until  then,  fit  thee 
down,  forrow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Changes  to  ArmadoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Armado,  and  Moth. 
.Jrm.'WyOY^   what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
j[)  fpirit  grows  melancholy  .^ 
Matb.  A  great  fign,  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Jrm.  W  .\y,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,, 
dear  imp. 

I^otb.  No,  no  J  O  lord.  Sir,  no. 
Jrm.  How  can'ft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy,, 
Jny  tender  Jwvenile  ? 

Moth,  By  a  familiar  demonHration  of  the  working, 
jny  tough  Signior. 

Arm\ 
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Arm.  Why,  tough  Signior?  why,  tough  Signior  ? 

Moth.  Why,  tender  Jwvenile?  why,  tender  Jwvenile  F 

Arm.  I  fpoke  it,  tender  Juvenile,  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we 
may  nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Jrm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you.  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  my  faying 
apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Moth,  Little !  pretty,  becaufe  little ;  wherefore  apt  I 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt, .  becaufe  quick. 

Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mailer  \ 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

Moth.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife; 

Arm.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 

Moth,  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  ^o  (si-y,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers.  THoa 
hcat'il  my  blood.- 

Moth.  I  am  anfwerM,  Sir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  crofles  love  not 
him. 

Arm.  I  have  promis'd  to  ftudy  three  years  with  the 
King. 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir^ 

Arm.  Impoihble. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  f 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a 
tapfter. 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamefter. 

Arm.  I  confefs  both ;  they  are  both  the  -v'-arnifh  of  % 
compleat  man. 

Moth.  Then,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much  th? 
grofs  fum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call,  three. 

Arm.  True. 

Moth,  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  fludy  ?  now 
I  5  here's 
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here's  three  ftudied  ere  you'll  thrice  wink  f   and  how 
eafie  is  it  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three 
years  in  two  words,  the  dancing-horfe  will  tell  you. 
Jrm.  A  moil  fine  figure. 
Moth,  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 
Jrm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs,  I  am  in  love  ;  and,  as 
it  is  bafe  for  a  foldier  to  love,  fo  I  am  in  love  with  a. 
bafe  wench.     If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour 
of  aifecftion  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought 
of  it,  I  would  take  Defire  prifoner  ;  and  ranfom  him  to 
any  French  courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  curt'fie.     I  think 
it  fcorn  to  figh ;  methinks,  I  fhould  out-fwear  Cupid. 
Comfort  me,  boy  ;  what  great  men  have  been  in  love.  ? 
Moth.  Hercules,  mafter. 

Jnn.  Moll  fweet  Hercules/  More  authority,  dear 
boy,  name  more  :  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men 
of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Samp/^y  mafter  ;  he  was  a  man  of  good  car- 
riage ;  great  carriage  ;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  on 
his  back  like  a  porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Jrm.   O  well-knit  Sampfony  ftrong-jolnted  Sampfon  t 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didll  me 
in  carrying  gates-     I  am  in  love  too.     Who  was  Samp^ 
fons  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 
Moth.  A  woman,,  mafter. 
Jrm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or 
one  of  the  four. 

Jrm.   Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion? 
Moth.  Of  the  fea-water  green,  Sir. 
Jrm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 
Moth.  As  I  have  read.  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  them  toa. 
Jrm.   Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers ;  but  to 
have  a  love    of  that  colour,    methinks,    Samp/on  had 
fmall  reafon  for  it.     He,  furely,  afFefted  her  for  her  wit. 
Moth.  It  was  fo.  Sir,  for  Ihe  had  a  green  v/it. 
Jrm.  My  love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 
Moth.  Moft  maculate  thoughts,  Mafter,  are  malk'd 
under  fuch  colours. 
Jrm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth. 
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Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue,  af* 
lift  me ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  and 
pathetical  \ 

Moth.  If  fhe  be  made  of  white  and  red. 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  j 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale-white  fhown ; 
Then  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 
By  this  you  fhall  not  know ; 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  poffefs  the  fame. 

Which  native  Ihe  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafler,  againil  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Jt-nt.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and 
the  Beggar  ? 

Moth.  "  The  world  was  guilty  o-f  fuch  a  ballad  feme 
**  three  ages  lince,  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be 
"  found  i"  or  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  ferve  for  the 
writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  fubjed  newly  writ  o'er,  that 
I  may  example  my  digreffion  by  fome  mighty  prefident. 
Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  I  took  in  the  park 
with  the  rational  hind  Cofiard ;  fhe  deferves  well  - — 

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than  my 
mafler  i*  deferves. 

Arm.  Sing,  boy  ;  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth,  And  that'^s  great  marvel  loving  a  light  wench. 

Arm.  I  fay,  fmg, 

Moth.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  is  pall.. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Cofiard,  Dull,  Jaquenetta.  a  Maid. 
Dull.  Sir,  the  King's  pleafure  is,  that  you  keep  Co/- 
iardidStj  and  you  mufl  let  him*  take  no  delight,  nor 
no  penance  j  but  he  mufl  fafl  three  days  a  week.  For 
this  damfel,  I  mufl  keep  her  at  the  park,  fhe  is  allow'di 
ibr  the  day-woman.     Fare  you  well. 

^  defei-'ves.']  ad  Jed,  rightly,  by  the  ar/W  Editor, 
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Arm.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blufhing :  xna'.d,— > 

Jaq.  Man, 

Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Ja(i.  That's  here  by. 

Arm.  I  know,  where  it  is  fltuate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wife  you  are  ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face  ? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm.  And  fo  farewel. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you  \ 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. 

{^Exeunt  Dull  and  JaquenetCa, 

Arm.  Villain,  thou  ihalt  fall  for  thy  offence,  ere  thou 
be  pardoned. 

Coft.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope  when  I  do  it,  I  ihall  do  it 
on  a  full  ftomach. 

Arm.  Thou  {halt  be  heavily  puniihed. 

Cojl.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  followers  j 
for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain,  fhut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  tranfgrefling  flave,  away. 

Coji.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  Sir  j  I  will  fafl,  being 
loofe. 

Moth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe  ;  thou  ihalt 
to  prifon. 

Cofi.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  defo- 
lation  that  I  have  feen,  fome  ihall  fee 

Moth.  What  ihall  fome  fee  ? 

Coji.  Nay,  nothing,  mailer  Moth,  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  filent  in  their 
v/ords,  and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  ;  I  thank  God, 
I  have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore  I 
can  be  quiet.  [Exeunt  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Arm.  I  do  aiFe£l  the  very  ground  (v/hich  is  bafe) 
where  her  fhoe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot 
(which  is  bafeft)  doth  tread.  1  ihall  be  forfworn,  which 
is  a  great  argument  of  fallhood,  if  I  love.  And  how 
can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falfly  attempted  ?  love 
13  a  familiar,  love  is  u  devil  5  there  ii  no  evil  angel  but 

love. 


Love's  Labour's  Lost,         rSi 

love,  yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  ex- 
cellent ftrength ;  yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,-  and  he 
had  a  very  good  wit.  Cupids  but-fhaft  is  too  hard  for 
Hercules^  club,  and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a Sfa^ 
nrard\  rapier ;  the  firft  and  fecond  caufe  will  not  fervc 
my  turn  i  the  FaJJado  he  refpefts  not,,  the  Tfuello  he  re- 
gards not  J  his  difgrace  is  to  be  calPd  boy  ;  but  his  glory 
is  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu,  valour!  ruft,  rapier!  be  ftill, 
drum !  for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea,  he  loveth. 
Affift  me,  fome  extemporal  God  of  rhime,  for,  I  am 
fure,  I  fhall  turn  fonnetteer.  Devife  wit,  write  pen,  for 
I  am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  \Exit^ 


A  C  T    ir.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Before  the  King  <2/*NavarreV  Palace. 

Enter   the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,    Ca- 
tharine, Boyet,  Lords  and  other  Attendants. 

Boyet,  ^^T  O  W,  Madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft. 

X%  fpirits ; 

Confider,  whom  the  King  your  father  fends ; 
To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  embafly. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem. 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Na^varre  j  the  plea,  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aquitainy  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear^ 
When  fhe  did  Itarve  the  general  world  befide. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prin.  Good  lord  Boyett  ^y  beauty,  though  but  mcaft^ 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourilh  of  your  praife  j 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  cf  the  eye. 
Not  utter'd  by  bafe  (ale  of  chapmens'  tongues, 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth. 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife. 
In  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  prai:e  of  mine. 
But  now,  to  taik  ths  ta&cr  j  good  Boyet , 

YOH 
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You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 

Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vowv 

'Till  painful  ftudy  Ihall  out-wear  three  years. 

No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court  i 

Therefore  to  us  feems  it  a  needful  courfe. 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates. 

To  know  his  pleafure  ;  and  in  that  behalf. 

Bold  of  your  worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 

As  our  beft-moving  fair  follicitor. 

Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  King  ofFrancft 

On  ferious  buiinefs,  craving  quick  difpatch. 

Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Hafte,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend. 

Like  humble-vi{ag'd  fuitors,  his  high  will. 

Boyet.  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I  go.     [Exit* 
Prin,  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo  j 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords. 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  King  ?- 
Lord,  Longanjille  is  one. 
Prin.  Know  ye  the  man  ? 
Mar.  I  knew  him,  Madam,  at  a  marriage-feafl,. 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Faulconhridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longa^ville^ 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  isefteemM ;:    ^«^ 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms,      '"""^S^ 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue^s  glofs, 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  fharp  wit,  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 
It  fhoald  fpa^e  none,  that  come  within  his  power. 
Prin.  Some  merry -mocking  lord,  belike;  is't  fo  * 
Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,  that  moft  his  hum.ours  kno  w^ 
Prin.   Such  fhort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Who  are  the  r-eft  ? 

Cath.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-accomplifli'd  youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  love,  for  virtue  lov'd. 
Moll  power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill; 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  ihape  good. 
And  ihape  to  win  grace,  tho'  he  had  no  wit. 

I  faw 
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I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  Alanfonh  once. 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw. 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefs. 

Rafa.  Another  of  thefe  ftudents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth  ; 
Birofi  they  call  him ;  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  objcdl,  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  turns  taa  mirth-moving  j eft  r 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales ; 
And  younger  hearings  arc  quite  ravifhed  ; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe. 

Prin.  God  blefs  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love. 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhcd 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praifel 

Mar.  Here  comes  Bayet. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance.  Lord  ? 

Boyet.  Na'varre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  i 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  came :  marry,  thus  much  I've  learnt. 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  yoa  in  the  field. 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  Court, 
Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath. 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfc. 
Here  comes  Na'varre. 

SCENE     IL 

Enter ,  the    King,    Longaville,    Dumain,    Biron,   and 

Attendants. 

King.  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  to  the  Court  of  NaiJarre. 

Prin.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again ;  and  welcome  I 
have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be 
youri  ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bafe  to  be 
mine. 

KtKg, 
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King,  You  Ihajll  be  welcome^  Madam,  to  my  Court. 

Prin.   I  will  be  welcome  then ;  condud:  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  I  have  fworn  an  oath. 

Frin.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord  !  he'll  be  forfworn. 

King,  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,,  by  my  will. 

Trin,  Why,  Will  fhail  break  its  will,  and  nothings 
elfe. 

King,  Your  ladylhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  fo^  his  ignorance  were  wife,. 
Where  now  his  knowledge  mull  prove  ignorance, 
I  hear,  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping  : 
*Tis  deadly  fm  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord;. 

Not  fm  to  break  it. 

But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold  r 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemetlrme. 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming. 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King,  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  fooner,  that  I  were  away; 
For  you'll  prove  perjurM,  if  you  make  me  ftay* 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  }' 

Rof.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Biron.  I  know,  you  did. 

Bof.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  afk  the  queflion  ? 

Biron.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick. 

Rof.  'Tis   long  of   you,   that  fpur   me  with   fuch 
queftions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  fafl,   'twill 
tire. 

Rof.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  What  time  o'  day  ? 

Rof.   The  hour,  that  fools  fliould  a{k. 

Biron.   Now  fair  befall  your  mafic  I 

Rof.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers ! 

Rof  Amen,  fo  you  be  none  ! 

Biron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns ; 
Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
Dilburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 

But 
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Bat  fay,  that  he,  or  we,',a3  neither  have, 

Keceiv'd  that  fum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 

A  hundred  thoufand  more ;  in  furety  of  the  which. 

One  part  of  Jqnitain  is  bound  to  us. 

Although  not  valu'd  to  the  money's  worth  : 

If  then  the  Kin^  your  father  will  reftore 

Bat  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd. 

We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 

And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  Majefty : 

But  that,  it  feems,  he  little  purpofeth, 

For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 

An  hundred  thoufand  crowns,  and  not  demand% 

(a)  On  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns,. 

To  have  his  title  live  in  /Aquitain  j 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal. 

And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent. 

Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefls  fo.far 

From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  ihould  make 

A  yielding  'gainlt  fomereafpn  in  my  breail  j 

And  go  well-  fatisli'd  to  Trance  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  King  my  father  too  much  wrongs 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 
Of  that,  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

King.  I  do  protell,  I  never  heard  of  it  i 
And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back. 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin.  V7e  arreft  your  word : 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  officers 
Oi Charleshis  father. 

King.  Satisfe  me  fo. 

Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  comc. 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound  : 
To  morrow  you  (hall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King.  It  (hall  fuffice  me  j  at  which  interview. 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto  ; 
Mean  time,  receive  fueh  welcome  at  my  hand, 

[  (a)  On,  Mr.  TJw^a/i— Vulg.  One'  1 
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As  honour  without  breach  of  honour  ihay 
Make  tender  of,   to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  gates ; 
But  here,  without,  you  fhall  be  fo  recciv'd,     • 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Tho'  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe  : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excafe  me,  and  farewel ; 
To  morrow  we  Ihall  vilit  you  again. 

Priit.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  confort  your  Grace  f 

King.  Thy  own  Wifti  wiih  I  thee,  in  every  place. 

{Exit. 

Biron.   Lady,   I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations ; 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biron,  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan. 

Bof.  Is  the  fool  fick  ? 

Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 

Rof.  Alack,  jet  it  blood. 

Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 

Rof.  My  phyfick  fays,   ay. 

Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 

Rof.  No,  poynty  with  my  knife. 

Biron.  Now  God  fave  thy  life  f 

Rof.  And  yours  from  long  living  ! 

Biron.  I  cannot  ftay  thankfgiving.  [Extt^ 

Dum-  Sir,  I  pray  you  a  word :  what  lady  Is  that  fame  ? 

Boyet.  The  heir  of  Alanfon,  Rofaline  her  name. 

Vum.  A  gallant  lady  j  Mx)nfieur,  fare  you  well. 

lExiU 

Long.  I  befcech  you,  a  word :  what  is  fhe  in  white  ? 

Boyet.  A  woman  fometimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the 
light. 

Long.  Perchance,   light  in  the  light;   I  defire  her 
name. 

Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  herfelf ;   to  defire  That, 
were  a  fhame. 

Long.  Pray  you,  Sir,  whofe  daughter? 

Boyet.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  bleffing  on  your  beard  f 

Boyet.  Good  Sir,  be  not  offended. 
She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconhridge, 

Long, 
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Long.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended : 
She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike.  Sir  j  that  may  be.     [^Exit  Long. 

Biron.  What*s  her  name  in  the  cap  ? 

Boyet.  Catharincy    by  good  hap, 

Bv-on.  Is  fhe  wedded,  or  no  ? 

Boyet.  To  her  will.  Sir,  or  fo. 

Biron.  You  are  welcome,  Sir  :  adieu  ? 

Boyet.  Farewel  to  me.  Sir,  and  welome  to  you. 

\Exit  Biron. 

Mar.  That  lafl  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jeft. 

Boyet.  And  every  jefl  but  a  word. 

Brin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar,   Two  hot  fneeps,  marry. 

Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  fhips  ? 
No  fheep  (fweet  lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mar.  You  iheep,  and  I  pafture  j  fhall  that  finifh  the 
jeft? 

Boyet.  So  you  grant  paflure  for  me. 

Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft  j 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 

Boyet.   Belonging  to  whom  ? 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin>  Good  wits  will    be   jangling;    but,   gentles, 
agree. 
This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us'd 
On  Na^varre  and  his  book-men  ;  for  here  *tis  abusM. 

Bcyet.  If  my  cbfervation,  (which  very  feldom  lies} 
By  the  heart's  ftill  rhetorick,  difcloied  with  eyes. 
Deceive  me  not  now,    "Navarre  is  infe<^ed. 

Prin.  With  what  ? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle  afFe£led. 

Prin.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  Court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agat  with  your  print  imprefled. 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expreffed : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee. 
Did  Humble  with  hafte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be ; 

k\\ 
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All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair^ 

To  feel  only  looking  on  fairell  of  fair  ; 

Methought^  all  his  fenfes  were  lockM  in  his  eye. 

As  jewels  in  cryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy; 

Who  tendring  their  own  worthy  from  whence  they  were 

glafst. 
Bid  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  paft. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes : 
I'll  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his. 
An'  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  kifs. 

Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion  :   Boyet  is  difpos'd 

JBoyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye  hath, 
difclo^'d  i 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie.. 

Rof.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  {peakeft. 
fkrlfully. 

Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news  of 
him. 

Rof,  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother,  foj  her  father 
is  but  grim.  , 

Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 

Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 

Bof.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

^oyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  in.     SCENE  L 

•  7he  Park ;  mar  the  Palace, 

Enter   Arm  ado  and  Moth. 

^r;w.  "^TTArble,  child;  make  paflionate  my  fenfe  ot 

W      hearing. 

Moth.  Concolinel  [^'^g^^g' 

Arm.  Sweet  Air  I  go,  tendemefs  of  years ;  take  this 

key,  give  inlargement  to  the  fwain ;   bring  him  h^i^ 

nately  hither :  I  mufl  employ  him  in  ^.  letter  to  my  love,- 

Moth, 
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Moth.  Mailer,  will  you  win  yoxxt  love  with  a  Fremb 
^?rawl  ? 

Jrm.  How  mean^fl  thou,  brawling  in  French  ? 

Moth.  No,  my  compleat  matter ;  but  to  jig  off  a  tune 
at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour 
it  with  turning  up  yo^r  eyelids ;  figh  a  note  and  fmg  a 
note ;  fometimes  through  the  throat,  as  if  you  fwal- 
low'd  love  with  fmging  love ;  fometimes  through  the 
nofe,  as  if  you  fnuft  up  love  by  fmelling  love  i  with 
your  hat  penthoufe-like,  o'er  the  fliop  of  your  eyes ; 
with  your  arms  croft  on  your  thin-belly  doublet,  like  a 
rabbet  on  a  fpit  5  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a 
man  after  the  old  painting  1  and  keep  not  too  long  in 
one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and  away :  ^  thefe  are  'complifti- 
ments,  thefe  are  humours ;  thcfe  betray  nice  wenches 
that  would  be  betray'd  without  thefe,  and  make  them 
men  of  note  (do  you  note  me  ?)  that  are  moft  afFeded  to 
thefe. 

Jrm.  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  experience  1 

Moth.  By  my  pen  of  obfervation. 

»  Jrm.  But  O,  but  O 

Moth.  The  hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Call* ft  thou  my^love  hobby-horfe  ? 

Moth.  No,  mafterj  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt, 
and  your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney :  but  have  you  forgot 
your  love  ? 

Arm.  Almoft  I  had. 

1  thefe  are  complements.]  We  fhould  read,  *C0MPLISH* 
MENTs,  i.e.  accompliflfiments. 

2  Arm.  But  0,  hut  0    < 

Moth.  The  hohhy-hor^e  Is  forgot.']  In  the  celebration  of  May- 
day, befides  the  fports  now  us'd  of  hang:ng  a  pole  with  garlands,  and 
dancing  round  it,  formerly  a  boy  was  dreft  up  reprei'enting  Maid 
Marian  ;  another,  like  a  Fryar  ;  and  another  rode  on  a  Hohby-horfe, 
with  bells  jingling,  and  painted  ftreamers.  After  the  refonnaiion 
teok  place,  and  Preciftans  multiplied,  thefe  latter  rites  were  look 'd 
upon  to  favour  of  paganifm  ;  and  then  maid  Marian,' the  fiyar,  and 
the  poor  Hobhy-horfe,  were  turn'd  out  of  the  games.  Some  who 
were  not  fo  loifely  precife,  but  regretted  the  difiife  of  the  Hohhy-horfc, 
no_  doubt,  fatiriz'd  this  fufpicion  of  idolatry,  and  archly  wrote  the 
epitaph  above  alluded  to.  Now  Moth,  hearing  Armach  groan  ridl- 
culoufly,  and  cry  out.  But  oh  !  but  ob!^^ — 'humourouny  pieces  «ut 
his  cjcclamation  with  the  fcqud- of -this  epitaph.        Mr.  Theobald. 

Moth, 
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:  Moth.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  her  by  heart. 

Jrm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  mailer :  all  thofe  three  I 
will  prove. 

Jrm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A  man,  if  I  live  :  And  this  by,  in,  and  out  of, 
upon  the  inftant :  by  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart  you  love  her,  be- 
caufe your  heart  is  in  love  with  her;  and  out  (t/* heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Jrm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more ;  and  yet  no- 
thing at  all. 

Jrm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain,  he  mult  carry  me  a  letter. 

Moth.  A  meffage  well  fympathizM;  a  horfe  to  be 
embafiador  for  an  afs. 

Jrm.  Ha,  ha;  what  fay'ft thou ? 

Moth.  Marry,  Sir,  you  muR  fend  the  afs  upon  the 
horfe,  for  he  is  very  flow-gated  :  but  I  go. 

Jrm.  The  way  is  but  ihort  j  away. 

Moth.  As  fvvift  as  lead.  Sir. 

Jrm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  of  metal  heavy,  dull  and  flow  ? 

Moth.  Minime,  honeil  mafter  j  or  rather  mailer,  no. 

Jrm.  I  fay,  lead  is  flow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwift.  Sir,  to  fay  {o. 
Is  that  lead  flow.  Sir,  which  is  iirM  from  a  gun  ? 

Jrm.  Sweet  fmoak  of  rhetorick  I 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he : 
I  flioct  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit. 

Jrm-  A  moft  acute  Jwvenih,  voluble  andfree  of  grace  I 
By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  mult  figh  in  thy  face. 
Moll  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place, 
My  herald  is  returned. 

SCENE    ir. 

He- inter  Moth  and  Collar d. 
Moth.  A  wonder,  mafter,  here*s  a  Cojiard  broken  in 

a  fliin. 
Jrm.  Some  enigma,  feme  riddle ;  come,  thy  Vennjoy 

begin.  Coft. 
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Coji.  No  egma,  n@  riddle,  no  Ven'voy ;  no  falve  in  the 
male.  Sir.  O  Sir,  plantan,  a  plain  plantan  ;  no  Pen^voyy 
no  Petfuoy,  or  falve.  Sir,  but  plantan. 

Arm.  By  vertue,  thou  enforceft  laughter;  thy  filly 

thought,  my  fpleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  provokes 

me  to  ridiculous  fmiling  :  O  pardon  me,  my  ftars  :  doth 

the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  Ven'-ooy,  and  the  word 

I  r envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

I      Moth.  Doth  the  wife  think  them  other  ?  is  not  F envoy 
I  a  falve  ? 

I      Jrvt.  No,  page,  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to 
1  make  plain 

Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
j  I  will  example  it.     Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and 
I  do  you  follow  with  my  P envoy. 
I  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
j  Were  ftili  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
j  There's  the  moral,  now  the  P envoy. 
I       Moih.   I  will  add  the  P envoy  j  fay  the  moral  again. 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  ilill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

Moth.    Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door. 
And  ftay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
j  A  good  P envoy ^  ending  in  the  goofe  ;  would  you  dcfirc 
i  more  ? 

i       CoJi.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain  i  a  goofe, 
!  that's  flat  i 

\  Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an'  your  goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  fall  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  P envoy  ;  I,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither ; 
How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Moth.  By  faying,  that  a  Cofiard^2&  broken  in  a  fhin. 
Then  call'd  you  for  a  P envoy. 

Coji.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantan  j 
Thus  came  the  argument  in  ; 

Then  the  boy's  fat  P envoy y  the  goofe  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me ;  how  was  there  a  Cofiard  broken 
in  a  (hin  ? 
Moth.  1  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 
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Co/?.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Motk 
I  will  fpeak  that  ten^voy. 
Cojiard  running  out,  tliat  was  fafely  within> 
Fell  over  the  threfhold  and  broke  my  fliin. 

Arm,  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Coft.  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 

Arm.  Sirrah,  Cojiard,  I  will  infranchife  thee.. 

Coji-  O,  marry  me  to  out  Francis  i  I  fmell  fomc 
Tennjoyy  fome  goofe  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  li- 
berty; enfreedoming  thy  perfon;  thou  wert  immurM, 
reftrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Cofi.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation^ 
and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty^  fet  thee  from  durance, 
and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this } 
bear  this  figniiicant  to  the  country-maid  Jaquenetta  % 
there  is  remuneration ;  for  the  beft  ward  of  mine  ho- 
nours is  rewarding  my  dependants.     Moth,  follow. 

\_Exit. 

Moth,   3  Like  the  fequele,  I,     Signior  Cojiard,  adieu. 

lExit, 

CoJi.  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flefh,  ^  my  in-cony 
jewel  I  Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remu- 
neration !  O,  that's  the  Lathi  word  for  three  farthings  : 
three  farthings  remuneration  :  What's  the  price  of  this 
incle  ?  a  penny.  5  No,  I'll  give  you  a  remuneration  : 
why,  it  carries  it.  Remuneration  !  —why,  it  is  a  fairer 
name  than  a  French  crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell 
out  of  this  word. 

3  L/^fi  ^/^e  fequel,  L]  Sequek,\n  french,  fignifies  a  great  man's 
train.     The  joke  is  that  a  fingle  page  was  all  his  train. 

4  tny  ifi-cetty  jew  !]  hi-cony  or  kony  m  the  nrrtb  fignifies,  fine, 
delicate— as  a  kony  thing,  a  fine  thing.  It  is  plain  therefore,  wc 
ihould  read,  my  in-cony  jewel. 

5.  Noy  Til  give  you  a  Remumrathn  :  Why?  It  carrifs  its  }'e?f:u- 
mratioK.  Why  ?  It  is  a  fairer  name  than  a  French  croivn,'\  Thus 
this  paflagshath  hitherto  been  vvrit,  and  pointed,  v/ithoutany  regard 
to  common  fenfe,  or  meaning.  The  reform,  that  I  have  inade, 
flight  as   it  is,  makes  it  both  intelligible  and  humourous*     iVIr. 

S  C  E  M  E 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  O  my  good  knave  Cofiard,  exceedingly  well 
met. 

Coji.  Pray  you,  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may 
a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

C<?/?.  Marry,  Sir,  half-penny  farthing, 

Biron,  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  fiU:> 

Coji.  I  thank  your  worjQiip,  God  be  with  you^ 

Biron.  O  Hay,  Have,  I  muft  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  my  good  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  fhall  intreat. 

CoJi,  When  would  you  have  it  done.  Sir  ? 

Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Cofi.  Well,  I  will  do  it.  Sir  :  fare  you  well  > 

Biron.  O,  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

CoJi.  1  fhall  know.  Sir,  v/hen  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  muft  know  firil. 

Cofi.  I  will  come  to  your  worfhip  to  m.orrow  mornitig. 

Biron.  It  muft  be  done  this  afternoon. 
Hark,  flave,  it  is  but  this : 
ThePrincefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park  : 
.And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ; 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name.. 
And  IRofaline  they  call  her  ;  ask  for  her. 
And  to  her  fweet  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd-up  counfel.     There's  thy  guerdon ;   go. 

Cofi.  Guerdon,- O  fweet  guerdon  !  better  thaa 

remuneration,  eleven  pence  farthing  better  :  moil  fweer. 
guerdon!  I  will  do  it.  Sir,  in  print.  Guerdon,  remu- 
neration.   [Exit . 

Biron.  O!  and  I,  forfooth,  in  love ! 
I,  that  have  been  love's  whip ; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh : 
A  critick  j  nay,  a  niglit-watch  conftable ; 
,  A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wavward  boy, 

Vol.  II.  X        "  This 
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I'his  ^  Signior  Junio'%  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid, 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
Th'  anointed  Sovereign  of  fighs  and  groans; 
Xiege  of  all  loyterers  and  malecontents : 
.Dread  Prince  of  plackets.  King  of  codpieces: 
Sole  Imperator,  and  great  General 
Of  trotting  parators  :  (O  my  little  heart !) 
5  And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  liis  File, 
And  wear  his  colours  !  like  a  tumbler,  ftoop  ? 
What  ?  I  love  !  I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife  ! 
A  Woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock. 
Still  a  repairing ;  ever  out  of  frame. 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  Hill  go  right ! 
Nay,  to  be  perjurM,  which  is  worll  of  all : 
And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all ; 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow. 
With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes  ; 
Ay,  and  by  heav'n,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
Tho'  Jrgus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  ; 
And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her ! 
To  pray  for  her !  go  to : — It  is  a  plague. 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  negleffl  . 
-Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little.  Might. 
Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan  : 
Some  men  muil  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan.     [Exit. 

4  Sigfilor  Junio's]  By  this  is  meant  _ycwr^  in  general. 

5  And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  bis  Field, 

jlnd  ivear  bis  colours  like  a  tumhkr^s  hoop  !]  This  nonfenfe  rauft 
ht  correiled  thus, 

And  J  to  be  a  corporal  ofbis^  File, 

And  ivear  bis  colours  I  like  a  tumbler ^  iloop  1 
The  corporal  of  a  file  is  a  military  term.     And  fo  ufed  elfewhere  by 
Shakefpear.     All's  ivell^  8cc. 

Great  Mars  !  /  put  my  f elf  into  thy  riiT.  And  to  ftoop  like 
a  tumbler  agrees  with  the  fervile  condefcenfions  of  a  lover.  But 
when  the  tranfcribcre  once  faw  th«  tumbler ^  they  thought  his  kocp 
could  not  be  far  feeMnd. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  Pavilion  in  the  Pafk  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Vrincefs,  RofaHne,  Maria,  Catharine,  Lorh^ 
Attendants,  and  a  Forejler, 

Prin,  W  7 A  S  that  the  King  that  fpurrM  his  horfe  fo 

Vv      ^^^^ 

Againft  the  fteep  uprifmg  of  the  hill  ? 

^oyef.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 

Prh.  Who  e'er  he  was,  he  fhew'd  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lords,  to  day  we  fhall  have  our  difpatch ; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bu{h. 
That  we  mull  ftand  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  I 
A  Hand,  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  fhoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair,  that  Ihoot : 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'll  the  faireil  Ihoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam  :  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,  what?  firfl;  praife  me,  then  again  fay, 
no  ? 
O  ihort-liv'd  pride  \  not  fair  ?  alack,  for  wO  \ 

For,  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now ; 
W'here  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  trucj 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that,  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  herefie  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days  \ 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  fair  praife. 
But  come,  the  bow ;  now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 
And  Ihooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoot. 
Not  wounding.  Pity  would  not  let  me  do't : 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fhew  my  Skill ; 
That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  meant  to  kill. 
And,  out  of  queilion,  fo  it  is  fometimes ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detelled  crimes ; 

K  2  '  When 
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*  When  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part. 

We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart. 

As  I  for  praife  alone,  now  feek  to  fpill 

The  poor  deer's  blood,  -  that  my  heart  means  no  ilL 

Boyet.  Do  not  curft  wiv&s  hold  that  felf-fovereignty 
Ortfy  for  praife-fake,  when  they  ftrive  to.be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prii:. .  Only  for  praife  j  and  praise  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady,  that  fubdues  her  lord. 

Efiter  Coftard. 
£ayef.  Here  comes  2.  member  of  the  commonwealth. 
Cojr    God  dig-you-den.allj  pray  you,  which  is  the 
head  lady  ? 

Prift.  Thou  fhalt  know  her,  TcIIgw,  by  the  reft  that 
have  no  heads. 

Cojf.  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  highefl  ? 
Prifi.   The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 
Cofi.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft?  it  is  fo,  truth  i^ 
truth. 
5  An'  my  wafte,  miftrefs,  were  as  flender  as  your  wit, 
^One  o'  thefe  maids  girdles  for  my  waft;e  Ihould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft  here. 
Prm.  What's  your  will.  Sir  ?  what's  your  will? 
O/?.  I  have  a  letter  from  Monfieur  Bironj  to  one 

lady  R  of  aline. 
Prin.  Othy  letter,  thy  letter :  he's  a  good  friend  of 
mine. 

1  When  for  fame"  s  jah,  fcr  praife,  an  oiitivard  part, 

We.hmd  to  that  the  'working  of  the  heart.']  The  harmony  of  the 
jt>eafure,  .the  cafinefs  of  the  expreflion,  and  the  good  fenfe  in  the 
thought,  all  concur  to  regommejid  thefe  two  lines  to  the  reader's 
aotice, 

2  — '"— -THAT  tny  heart  means  no  ill.']  'We  fhauld  read,  t-ho'  my 
heart  [^ 

3  An*  y.QV9.  fivajie^  mijirejs,  ivere  as  fender. as  my  ivrt, 

One  0'  tkefe  maids  girdles  for  youR  ivajie  fnould  bs  fit.]  And 
was  not  one  of  her  naalds  girdles  fit  for  her  ?  It  is  plain  that  my 
and  jffvr  have  all- the  way  changed  places,  by  fome  accident  or  other  ; 
and  that  the  lines  fliould  be  read  thus. 

An""  MY  ivajic,  m'fre\s^  ivas  as  fier.der  as  YOUR  lait, 
Qf.c  oftheje  tnaids  girdles  fir  m  y  ivafiefijouldbefit. 
The  liner,  ate  humourous  enough,    botii  as  vefiev^ing  on  his  own 
graif  fr-ape,  and  her  flender  wit. 

Stand 
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Stand  afide,  good  bearer — 4-  Boyet,  you  can  carve  ;^ 
Break  up  this  capon. 

JBoyet.  I  am  bound  to  fervc. 
This  letter  i-s  miitook,  it  importeth  none  here  i-  i 

It  is  Writ  to  yaquenetta. 

Prin,  We  will  read  it^  I  fwear- 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  eap.  - 

Boyet  reads. 

BT  heaven^  that  thou  art  fair,  is  moji  infallible  ;  true,- 
that  thou^  art  beauteoui  ;  truth  it  felf,  that  thnu 
art  lo'-vely  i-  more  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beau- 
teous, truer  than  truth  itfelfi  ha-ve  commlferation  on  thy 
heroical  'vafj^al.  The  magnanimous  and  moJi  tlli(ftrate 
King  Cophetua  fet  eye  upon  the  pernicious,  and  indubitate^ 
beggar  Zenelophon ;  •  and  he-  it  <zvas-  that  might  rightly 
fay,  veni,  vidi,  vici ;  'vshich  to  anatomise  in  the  njiil- 
gar,  (p'bafe  and  obfcure 'vulgar  !)  viAoWcQt,  became^ 
fanx},  and o<ver came',  he  came, one',  faiv,  tnvs;  o^vercaffie, 
three.  Who  came?  the  King,  Why  did  he-  come?  to 
fee.  Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  O'vercome.  To  <vjhafn  came  he? 
to  the  beggar.  What  fanv  he?  the  beggar.  Who  (yver- 
came  he?  the  beggar.  The^  conclufton- is  'viSiory",  on. 
*whofe  fide?  the  King  s'y  the  capti've  is  inricl/d:  on 
'whofefide?  the  beggar  s.  The  cataf raphe  is  a  nuptial : 
on  <whofefide?  the  Kings?  no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in 
both:  I  am  the  King,  (for  fo  Jiands  the  comparifon)  thou 
the  beggar,  for  fo  nvitneffeth  thy  loivlinefs.  Shall  I  com- 
mand thy  loqje  ?  I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  thy  lo<ve?  I  could. 
Shall  I  entreat  thy  lorue?'  I  moill.  What  palt  thou  ex- 
change for  rags?  robes  ',  for  tittles?  titles:  for  thy  f elf  ? 
me,  Thus  expecting  thy  reply,  I prophane-i/iy  lips  on  thy 
foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pi  Slur  e,  and  my  heart  on  thy  e^uerypart. 

Thine  in  the  deareft  defign  of  induftry, 

Don  Adrians  de  Armada, 

4  — —  Boyet,  you  canccwe  ; 

Break  up  thh  rapon.]  i.  e.  open  this  letter.  Our  poef  ufe^  thij 
KJetaphor,  as  the  French  do  their  PcwAy  5  which  fignifies  both  a 
young  fowl,  and  a  love-letter.  Poulet,  amatoria  iitterie  3  fays  Ri* 
chekt,  Mr.  Bijhop. 

K  2  5  Thus 
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3  Thus  doll  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  tliou  lamb,  that  ftandeil  as  his  prey  % 
SubmiffiVe  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play. 
But  if  thou  llrive  (poor  foul)  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repailure  for  his  den. 

Frin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited  this 

letter  ? 

What  vane  ?  what  weathercock  ?  did   you  ever  hear 

better  ? 

Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  flile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere 

while. 
Boyet.  This  Arf^ado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in. 
Court, 
A  phantafme,  a  monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  fport. 
To  the  Prince,  and  his  book-mate*. 

Prin.  Thou,  fellow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Coji.  I  told  you  ;  my  lord. 
•  Pri7t.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it? 
CoJl.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 
Prin.  From  which  lord  to  which  lady  ? 
CoJi.  From  my  lord  BeronxJn,  a  good  mailer  of  niihe> 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  cali'd  Rofaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miHaken  his  letter.     Come,   lords, 
away. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this ;  'twill  be  thine  another  day. 

\^Exit  Princefs  attended. 
Boyet.  Who  is  the  Ihooter  ?  v/ho  is  the  fiiooter  ? 
Kof.   Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 
Boyet.  hy,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Rof.  Why,  fhe  that  bears  the  bow.      Finely  put  off. . 
Boyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns :  but  if  thou  marry. 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 

Finely  put  on.-^ — 

Rof,  V/ell  then,  I  am  the  fnooter. 
Boyet.  And  v/ho  is  your  Deer  ? 

5  1'hus  dofi  thou  hear ^  Scc.'\  Thefe  fix  lines  appear  to  be  a  quotation 
fromfome  ridiculous  poem  of  tbr.t  tiine, 
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Viof.  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  your  felf  j  come  not  near. 

Finely  put  on,  indeed. — 

Mar,  You  Hill  wrangle  with  her,  Beyet,    and   fhe 

ftrikes  at  the  brow. 
Boyet.  But  flie  her  felf  is  hit  lower.     Have  I  hit  her 

now  ? 
"Rof.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  was 
a  woman  when  Queen  Guino'ver  of  Britain  w^s  a  little 
wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rof.  Thou  can'Ji  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it,  [Singing^, 
Thou  canji  not  hit  it,  my  good  man. 

Boyet .   An    I  camiot,  cannot,  cannot  i 
An    1  cannot,   another  can.  [Exit.  Rof, 

Co/}.  By  my  troth,  moft  pleafant  ,•  how  both  did  fit  it. 
Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  Ihot;    for  they  both^ 

did  hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark?   O,  mark  but  that  mark  I  a  mark, 
fays  my  lady ; 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't ;  to  meet  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  o'th'  bow-hand;  i'faith  your   hand  is 

out. 
Cojl,  Indeed,  a'mufl  Ihoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne*er  hit  the 

clout. 
Boyet.  An'  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike,  your  hand 
:  is  in. 

Coji.  Then  will  fbe  get  the  upfhot  by  cleaving  the 

pin. 
Mar,  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily  i  your  lips  grow 

foul. 
CoJi.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks.  Sir,  challenge 

her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing ;  good  night  my  good 
owl.  ^Exeunt  all  but  Coftard. 

CoJl.  By  my  foul,  a  fwain  j  a  moft  limple  clown ! 
Lord,  Lord  !  how  the  ladies  and  1  have  put  him  down  ? 
G*  my  troth,  moft  fweet  jefts,  moft  in-cony  vulgar  wit. 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfcenely ;  as  it  were, 
foiit. 

K  4  Armado 
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Armado  o'th  one  fide, —  O,  amofl  dainty  man.; 

To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan. 

To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  moll,  fweetly  he  will 

fwear : 
And  his  Page  o'  t'other  fide,  that  handful  of  Wit  \_ 
-Ah,  heav'ns!  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  Nit.       \fixit  Coft. 
Shouting  fwii^in.y 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

^  Enter  Dull, '  Holofernes,  (tftdSir  Nathaniel. 

Nath.   Very  reverend  fport,  truly ;   and  don^  in  the 
tellimojiy  of  a  good  Confcience. 

6  Enter -HbloferRes,]  There  is  very  little  peribnal  refle<3:i- 

cn  in  Shaiefpear.'  Either  the  virtue  of  thofe  titnes,  or  the  candour 
©four  author,  has  fo  effefted,  that  his  fatire  is,  for  the  moft  p^t, 
general,  and  as  himfelf  fays, 

hi%  taxing  like  a  iuil3  gooje  flies , 

Undairn'd  cfany  man. 

The  place  before  us  feems  to  be  an  exception.  For  by  Holofernet  is 
fkfigncd  a  particular  chara£Ver,  a  pedant  and  fchoolmafter  of  our  au- 
'.rior's  time,  one  J^ohn  Florio,.  a  teacher  of  the  Italian  tongue  in 
Lcudon,  -who  has  given  us  a  fmall  dictionary  of  that  language  under 
the  title  oi  A  world  of 'Words,  which  in  his  Eplftle  Dedicatory  he  tells 
113,  is  of  little  hjs  •value  than  Stephens'^  treafure  of  the  Greek  tongue,. 
the  moft  compleat  work  that  v/as  ever  yet  compiled  of  its  kind.  In 
.liis  preface,  he  calls  thofe  who  had  criticized  his  works  Sea-dogs  or 
Land-critics  ;  Monjiers  of  men,  if  not  beajis  rather  than  men  ;  nuhofs 
tegtb  are  canibah,  their  toongs  addarsforks,  their  lips  afpes-poifon, 
their  eyes  bafilijkes,  tkeir  breath  the  breath  of  a  gra've,  their  loords 
fjh  fivordes  of  TMrks  that  fri-ve  ivhichjhandiije  deepejl  /nfo  ^^Chrifti-- 
vn  lying  bound  before  them.  Well  therefore  might  the  mild  Na- 
thaniel defire  Holofernes  to  abrogate fcurrility.  His  profeflicn  too  is  the 
leafon  that  Holofernes  deals  fo  much  in  Italian  fentences.  There  ie 
an  edition  oi  Love's  Labour'' s  hft,  printed  1598,  and  faid  to  ht  pre* 
jented  before  her  Kighnejs  this  laji  Cbrifimas  1597.  The  next  year 
.i598,  comes  out  omx  yohn  Florio  -with,  his  World  of  Words ,  recentibus 
ediis ;  and  in  the  preface,  quoted  above,  falls  up»n  the  comic  poet 
for  bringing  him  on  the  ftage.  There  is  another  fort  of  leering  curs, 
(hat  rather  ftiark  than  bite,  ivhereof  I  could  injiance  in  one,  ivho  light- 
ing on  a  good  fonnet  of  a  gentleman's,  a  friend  of  mine,  that  loved  bet- 
ttr  to  be  a  poet  than  to  be  counted  jo,  called  the  author  a  Rymer. — Let 
Ariftophanes  and  his  comedians  make  plaies^  and  fcowre  their  mouths 
en  Socrates  j  thofe 'very  mouthi  they  make  to  vilifie  Jhall  be  the  means  (0 
amplife  his  virtue,  &c.  Here  Shakefpear  is  fo  plainly  marked  out  as 
not  to  be  raiftaken,     As  to  t,he  fonnet  of  The  Gentleman  his  friend. 
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Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  know)  fanguhy  in  blood-; 
ripe  as  a  pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in 
the  ear  of  Ct^/o,  the  fky,  the  welkin,  the  heav'n  ;  and 
finon  fallcth  like  a  crab  on  the  face  of  T^erra,  the  foil^. 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Natk.  Truly,    mailer  Holof ernes,    the   epithets  are  " 
fweetly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft ;  but,  Sir,   I 
afTure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  iirll  head. 

Hoi.   Sir  Nathaniel^   baud  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  baud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Moil  barbarous  intimation ;  yet  a  kind  of  infi^ 
nuation,.  as  it  were  in  n)ia,  in  way  of  explication ; /^r^rfj 
as  it  were,  replication  ;  or  rather,  ojlentarcr  to  Ihow,  as 
It  were  his  inclination  %  after  his  undrefTed,  unpoliftied ,  - 
uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered, 
or  ratherefl  unconfirmed  falhion,  to  infert  again  my  baud 
credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull.  I  faid,   the  deer  was  not  a  baud  credo  v  'twas  a 
pricket.. 

Hoi  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  his  coSius  j  O  thou  mon-- 
Her  igporance,  how  deformed  doll  thou  look  ? 

Nath.'  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  ar^  ' 
bred  in  a  book.     He  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were  ;.  - 
he  hath  not  drank  ink.     His  intelleft  is  not  rcpleniihed. 
He  is  only  an  animal,  only  fenfible  in  the  duller  parts  j 
7  and  fuch  barren  plants  are  let  before  us,  that  we  thank- 
K  s  .  flU 

we  may  be  affu-red  it  was  no  other  than  his  owrr.  And  s\'ithoiTt 
doubt  was  parodied  in  the  veiy  fonnet  beginning  with  The praif^f-j-^ 
Princefs,  Sec.  in  which  our  author  makes  Holophernes  fay.  He  ivnl 
Something  affeEt  the  letter  ;  for  it  arguis  facility.  And  how  much 
John  Florio  thought  this  affe&ation  argued  facility,  or  quicknefs  of 
wit,  we  fee  ia  this  preface  where  he  falls  upon  his  enemy,  H.  S.  His 
tiameisH.  S.  Do  not  take  it  for  the  Roman  H.  S.unfefs  it  be  a^  H'.  S.  is 
twice  as  much  and  an  half,  as  half  an  AS.  With  a  great  deal  liaoTe  tc) 
the  fame  purpofe,  concluding  his  preface  in  thefe  v.'ords,  Thi  refAuteJuhn 
.  Floric.  From  the  ferocity  of  this  man's  temper,  it  was,  X.h.3,t  Shake" 
fpear  chofe  for  him  the  name  which  Rablais  gives  to  his  Pedknt  of 
Thubal  Holoferne. 

7  arid  fuch  barren  plafits  are- Jet  before  us,  that  'ure  tbanifuffhoulit 
he  J  ivhichru'etafsy  and  feeling  are  for  ahofe  parts  thatdofru&ify  in  us. 
tnarethanhe."]  The  words  have  been  ridiculouily,  and  ftupidly,  tran- 
fgps'd  aad  corrupted,     The  emendation  I  hav«  offer'd,  1  hope,,  re-. 

ilores- 
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ful  fhould  be  for  thofe  parts,  (which  we  tafte  and  feel, 

ingradare )  that  6.0  fruftify  in  us,  more  than  He. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiicreet,  or 

a  fool ; 
So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in  a 

fchool. 
^MHornne  bene,  fay  I;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind. 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind. 
Dull.  YoM  two  are  book-men ;  can  you  tell  by  your 
wit, 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cains  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
Hoi.  DlSlynna,   good-man    Dull\    DiSlynna,    good- 
man  Dull. 

Dull.  What  is  Diaynna  ? 

Nath.    A  title  to  Phcehe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 
Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Jdam  wa* 
no  more : 
And  rought  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  five- 

fcore. 
^  Th'  aliafion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true,  indeed;  the  coliufion  holds  in  the 
ex-ch'cinge. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity !  I  fay,  the  alluiion 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay,  the  pollution  holds  in  the  exchange ; 
for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old ;  and  I  fay 
befide,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  Princefs  kill'd. 

Hoi.  Sir  Natha?iiel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  epi- 
taph on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and  to  humour  the  ig- 
norant, I  have  caU'd  the  deer  the  Princefs  kill'd,  a 
pricket. 

Nath.  Verge,  good  mailer  Holof ernes,  pergei  fo  it 
ihali  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

ftores  the  author:  At  leaft,  it  gives  him  fenfe  and  grammar:  and 
anfwers  extremely  well  to  his  metaphors  taken  from  planting.  In- 
^radartf  with  thz  Italians,  fignifies,  to  rife  higher  and  higher  j  an- 
dare  di  grade  in  grado,  to  make  a  progreffion  j  and  fo  at  length 
icmp.  tofiuBify,  as  the  poet  exprefl'es  it. 

%  'lb''  alUiJlon  holds  in  the  exchange.']  1.   e.  the  riddle  is  as  good 

\i\\Kn  I  ufe  the  tiame  of  Adam,  »s  whsfl  yo«  wfe  the  name  of  Cain. 

V.       '  Hoi. 
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Hoi.  I  will  fomething  affed  the  letter;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

^he  praifeful  Princefs  pierced  andprickt 

A  pretty  pleafmg  pricket  i 
Zome  fay,  a  fore  ;  but  not  aforey 

''Till  non.v  made  fore  <v£ith  fhooting^ 
The  dogs  did  yell  I  put  L  to  fore. 

Then  for  el jumpt  from  thicket  I 
Or  pricket  fore,  or  elf e  for  el. 

The  people  fall  a  hooting. 
.  If  fore  he  fore,  then  L  to  fore 

^  Makes  fifty  fores,  Oforel  I 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make. 

By  addi?ig  but  one  more  L.  - 

Nath.  A  rare  talent ! 

Dull.  If  a.  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  huyt 
v/ith  a  talent. 

Hoi.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fiinple .;  a 
foolifti  extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  fliapes, 
objecls,  ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions- 
Thefe  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nouriiVd 
in  the  womb  of  pi  a  mater,  and  deliverM  upon  the  mel-> 
lowing  of  occafion ;  but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  ia 
whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  am  thankful  for  it. 

l^ath.  Sir,  I  praife  the  lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my 
parifhioners  j  for  their  fons  are  well  tator'd  by  you,  and 
their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you  ;  you  are 
a  good  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

HoL  Mehercle,  if  their  fons  be  ingenuous,  they  fliall 
want  no  inftruftion :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I 
will  put  it  to  them.  But  'vir  fapit,  qui  pauca  loquitur-^ 
a  foal  feminine  faluteth  us. 

9  Makes  ffty  feres,  Ofcre/!]  We  Hiould  read,  OF /"^rf/,  alluding  &o> 
L  being  the  numeral  for  50.  Concenung  tb*  beajis  of  cbafe,  lubereof 
the  Buck,  beinrtbejirfly  is  called  as  folloiveth',  tbefrji  year  aFaivn  i 
tbe  fecondyear  a  Prieket  ;  the  third  year,  aSorelj  the  fourth  year  cs. 
Sore  ;  the  fifth  year,  a  buck  of  tbe  firft  head,  Sec,  Manwaod  of  the 
Laws  of  thf  Foreft,  p.  44. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 
^>///?/- Jaquenetta  eWCoHard. 
Jaq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  mafter  Parfon. 
Hoi.  Mafter  Parfon,  quafiYtx^QVL.     And  if  one  fhould 
be  pierc'd,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cofl.  Marry,  mafter  fchool-mafter,  he  that  is  likeft 
to  a  hogfhead. 

Hoi.  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead,  a  good  Luftre  of  conceit 
in  a  turf  of  earth,  lire  enough  for  a  flint,  pearl  enough 
for  a  fwinc :  'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  mafter  Parfon,  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this 
letter  ;  it  was  given  me  by  CoJIard,  and  fent  me  from 
Don  Armatho  j  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 

(a)  Hoi.  ^  Faufte,  -pre  cor,  gelid  a  quando  pscus  omne 
fuh  umbra 
Riminat,  and  fo  forth.  Ah,  good  old  M^;^/«<«»,  I  may 
fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice ;  Vinegia, 
Vinegia !  qui  von  te  <vedi,  ei  non  te  pregia.  Old  Man^ 
tuan,  old  Mantuan  !  Who  underftandeth  thee  not,  loves 
tA\QQ,  not : — ut  re  fol  la  mi  fa.  Under  pardon.  Sir, 
what  are  the  contents  ?  or  rather,  as  Horace  fays  in  his : 
What !  my  foul !  verfes  ? 

Nath.  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  learned. 
HoJ.  Let  me  hear  a  ftafF,  a  ftanza^  a  verfe  j  Lege,  Domine. 
Nath.   If  love  make  me  forfworn,  how  ftiall  I  fwear 
to  love  ? 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vowM ; 
Tho'  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  prove ; 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  ofiers 
'^  bow'd. 

1  Faufte^  pres&r,geUda,  &c.]  A  note  oi  La  Monmye^s  on  tbefe 
Tery  words  in  Les  Conies  des  Pen'ers,  Ncv.  42.  will  explain  the  hu- 
xnour  of  the  qaotation,  and  ihew  how  well  Sbffkefpear  has  fuftained 

fehe  charafter  of  his  pedant. //  defigne  le  Carme  Baptijic  Man- 

luan,  dont  au  commencement  du  iSJiec^.eon  /ifoit  fuiUqnement  ii  Parh 
i:s  Pc'ejies  j  fi  ciJebre%  alors,  que,  comme  dit  plaifamment  Farnabe,  duns  fa 
preface  fur  Martial,  ks  Pedans  ne  fai fount  nulls  difficult^  de  preferer  a 
P  Arma  virumque  cano,  le  Faufte,  precor,  gelida,  (''efi-a-dire^  a  /' 
j^neide  de  VirgUe  les  Egkgues  de  Mantuan,  la  premiere  defquelles  com- 
menrepar,  ¥c[\x^e^  prcccr,  geli'da. 

r  [a)  Hd,  Dt',Tbiribj,^Yvi\^.  Sir  Nath.}  ■ 

Study 
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Study  His  biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  ^es  5- 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,,  that  art  would 
comprehend; 
If  k»owledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fhall  fufE.ce ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee 
commend. 
All  ignorant  that  Soul,  that  feesthee  without  wonder: 
Which  is  to  me  fome  praife,  that  I  thy  parts  admij-e ; 
Thy  eye  Jo^ves,  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 
thunder; 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,and  fweet  fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art.  Oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong,, 
Thatfmgs  hcav'n's praife  with  fuchan  earthly  tongue. 
Hoi.  You  find  not  the  Jpojirophes^  and  fo  mifs  the  ac- 
cent.    *  Let  me  fupervife  the  canzonet.     Here  are  only 
numbers  ratify'd ;    but  for  the  elegancy,  facility,  and 
golden  cadence  of  poefie,  caret :    ^  O-vidius  Nafo  was 
the  man.     And  why,  indeed,   Nafo,  but  for  fmclling 
out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ?    the  jerks  of  in- 
vention ?  (a)  imitari,  is  nothing :   ^  fo  doth  the  hound 
his  mailer,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  try'd  horfe  his  rider : 
But  Damofella  Virgin,  was  this  diredly  to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  BiroK,  to  one  of  the 
ftrange  Queen's  Ladies. 

2.  Let  nufuper-'vi^e,  &c.  j  The  common  editions  give  this  fpeech 
to  Nathaniel.     Dr.  Thirlby  reftores  it  rightly  to  Holofernez. 

3  Ovidius  Nalb  w«i  the  man.'\  Our  author  makes  his  pedant  aftedl 
the  being  converfant  in  the  beft  authors  :  Contrary  to  the  practice  of 
modern  wits,  who  reprefent  them  as  defpifers  of  all  fuch.  But  thofe 
who  know  the  world,  know  the  pedant  to  be  the  greateft  afrecter  of 
ipolitenefs. 

4  jo  doth  the  hound  his  majier,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  tired  horfe 
his  rider. "^  The  pedant  here,  to  run  down  imitation,  ihews  that  it 
is  a  quality  within  the  capacity  of  beafts :  that  the  dog  and  the  ape 
are  taught  to  copy  tricks  by  their  mafter  and  keeper  j  and  fo  is  the 
tir''d  horfe  by  his  rider.  This  laft  is  a  wonderful  inflance  j  but  it 
happens  not  to  be  true.  The  author  muft  have  wrote— — //je  tryed 
horfe  his  rider  :  i.e.  one,  exercis^d^  and  broke  to  the  manage:  for  he 
obeys  every  fign,  and  motion  of  the  rein,  or  of  his  rider.  So  in  the 
T1V0  Gentlemen  o/' Verona,  the  word  is  ufed  in  the  knk  of  trained^ 
exercifed  j 

yf/7</  hoiv  ha  cannot  be  a  perfeEi  man^ 
Not  bein^  try'd  and  tutor  d  in  the  ivorld. 
[  {a)  imitari,  Mr,  Theobald,  -<,<  ..m  Yulg.  imitary.] 

.     He/. 
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Bol  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.     To  the  fno'vu- 
nuhite  hand  of  the  mofi  beauteous  lady  Rofaline.     I  will ' 
look  again  on  theintelleft  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomina- 
tion of  the  party  writing  to  the  perfon  written  tinto. 

Your  Ladjjhip's  in  all  defird  employment,    Biron, 

This5/Vo«  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the  King ;  and  here 
he  hath  framed  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of  the  flranger 
Queen's,  which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of  progref- 
fion,  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go,  my  fweet ;  deliver 
this  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  King ;  it  may  concern 
much  ;  (lay  not  thy  compliment ;  I  forgive  thy  duty  : 
adieu. 

Jaq.  Good.  Cojlard,  go  yjithmt.  Sir,  God  fave  your 
life. 

Coji.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl. 

[  Exeunt  Coft.  and  Jaq, 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God, 
'  very  religioufly  :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith 

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  colourable 
colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verfes  s  did  they  pleafe 
you.  Sir  Nathaniel? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hdl.  I  do  dine  to  day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pu- 
pil of  mine ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  fliall  pleafe  you 
to  gratiiie  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  pri- 
vilege I  have  with  the  parents  of  the  aforefaid  child  or 
pupil,  undertake  your  ben  njenuto',  where  will  I  prove 
thofe  verfes  to  be  vtxy  unlearned,  neither  favouring  of 
poetry,  wit,  nor  invention.     I  befeech  your  fociety. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the  text) 
is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

Hoi.  And,  certes,  the  text  moil  infallibly  concludes  it. 
Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too ;  [To  Dull.]  you  Ihall  not  fay  me, 
nay:  Pauca  'verba.  Away,  the  gentles  are  at  their 
game,  and  we  will  to  our  recreation.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Biron,  'vjith  a  paper  in  his  hand,  alone. 
Biron.  The  King  is  hunting  the  deer,  I  am  couriing 

my 
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my  felf.  They  have  pitcht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  a 
pitch  J  pitch,  that  defiles ;  defile !  a  foul  word :  well, 
fet  thee  down,  forrow ;  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid, 
and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fooL  Well  provM  wit.  By 
the  Lord,-  this  love  is  as  mad  as  ^Jax,  it  kills  fheep, 
it  kills  me,  I  a  (heep.  Well  provM  again  on  my  fide. 
I  will  not  love ;  if  1  do,  hang  me ;  i*faith,  I  will  not. 
O,  but  her  eye  :  by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  wou?d 
not  love  ;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothirg 
in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven, 
I  do  love  ;  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhime,  and  to  be 
melancholy;  and  here  is  part  of  my  rhime,  and  here 
my  melancholy.  Well,  Ihe  hath  one  o'  my  fonnets  al- 
ready ;  the  clown  bore  it ;  the  fool  fent  it,  and  the 
lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter^fool,  fweetell  lady ! 
by  the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other  three 
were  in.  Here  comes  one  with  a  paper;  God  give 
him  grace  to  groan  I  [^Hejiands  aficic> 

Enter  the  King. 
King.  Ay  me ! 

Biron.  Shot,  by  heav'n !  proceed,  fweet  Ca:/)/V  ;  thou 
haft  thumpt  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap  ; 

in  faith,  fecrets. ^ 

King,  [reads  ]  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives 
not 
To  thofe  freih  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe. 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their  frefti  rays  have  fmote 

The  night  of  dew,  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows ; 
Nor  Ihines  the  filver  moon  one  half  fo  bright. 

Through  the  tranfparent  bofom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light  5 

Thou  fhin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep ; 
No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee. 
So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me, 
,,    And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  fliew  > 
Higdo  not  love  thy  ielf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glaffes,  and  ftill  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel  ? 

No  thought  gan  think,  no  tongue  of  mortal  tell. — « 

How 
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^How  fliall  fhe  know  my  griefs?'  1*11  drop  the  paper -j , 
■'SvWeet  leaves,  ihade  folly.     Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[Th  Kingfiepi  afide, 
Etifer  Longaville.  .   % 

W\i2X\  Longan}ille!  and  reading  !  liften,  ear.  * 

Biron.  Now  in  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears. 
Long.  Ay  me  !  I  am  forfworn. 
Biron.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  Pei^ure,    wearing  , 

papers. 
King.  In  love,  I  hope;  fweet  fellowlhip  in  fhame. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 
Long.  Am  I  the  firft,  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo? 
Biron.  I  couid  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two  that 
I  know ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  three'Corner  cap  of 

fociety, 
The  Ihape  of  love's  'Ty^^/^-^,  that  hanga  up  iimplicity.. 

Long,  I  fear,  thefeilubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move.: 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  love, 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

Biron.  O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupid' ^  hofe : 
Disfigure  not  his  [a)  flop. 

Long.  The  fame  fhall  go.  {he  reads  the  fonnet, 

"Elid  not  the  hea^venly  rhetorick  of  thine  eye 

CGainfi  ivhom  the  'world  cannot  hold  argument}) 
Terfuade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury, 

yo'ws,  for  thee  broke,  defernje  not  punijhment :  ' 
A  ■'woman  Iforfn/jore;   but  1  tvill  pro<ve. 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I forfwore  not  thee. 
My  njonju  ivas  earthy,  thou  a  hea-vnly  lonje  : 

Thy  grace  being  gain'' d,  cures  all dif grace  in  me. 
Vo'vjs-are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  'vapour  is  ; 

Then  thou  fair  fun,  nvhich  on  ?ny  earth  dojijhinef 
Exhalf  this  'vapour-'votv ;    in  thee  it  is ; 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine , 
If  by  me  broke,  nvhatfool  is  not  fo  'w?fe  f  , 

Te  lofe  an  oath  to  njoin  a  Paradife? 

[  (a)  Jl.p,     Mr.  rheobai4, Vulg.  Jh'cf,] 

^,r^ih 
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Biron.  This  is  theliver-vein,  which  makes  flefliadeityj^ 
A  green  goofe  a  goddefs :  pure.,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  outo'  th'  way. 
Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this? company?. 

ftay, 

Biron.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play  ; 
Like  a  demy-god,  here  fit  I  in  the  fky. 
And  wretched  fbols'  Secrets  headfully  o'er-eye : 
More  facks  to  the  mill  \.  O  heav'ns,  I  have  my  wi{h  i 
Dumahi  transform'd  I  four  woodcocks  in.  a  difh  ? 
Dum.  O  moH  divine  Kate  I- 

Biron.  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb  !  \afidb. 

Dum.  By  heav'n,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye ! 
Biron.  By  earth,  fhe  is  [a)  but  corporal;  there  you 
lie.  \cifide. 

"Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Biron.  An  amber-colourM  raven  was  well  noted,  \^afide. 
Dum,  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop,  I  fay ; 
Her  Ihouldcr  is  with  child,  [afide* 

Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  ibme  days;    but  then   no  fun  muft 
fhine.  [ajtde. 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wi  fh  I 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  ?  [ajide. 

King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord  f  [aftde. 

Biron,  Amen,,  fo  I  had  mine !  Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  [afide. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  Ihe 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Bir&n.   A  fever  in  your  blood !  why  then,  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,.fweet  mifprifion.     [afide. 
Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  ode,  that  I  have  writ. 
Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark,  how  love  can  vary  wit. 

[afide. 
Bumain  reads  his  fonnet. 
On  a  day,  (alack,  the  day  ! ) 
Lonje,  lAihofe  month  is  e^er  May, 

[(a)  but  corporal i  Mr.  Tkc(jbM<-^  \x\%.  not  corporal. 
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Spy''d  a  bloffom  pcfj/tngfair^ 

Playing  in  the  njoanton  air  : 

through  the  'vein) et  lea'ves  theivind:; 

All  unfeen,  ""gan  pajff age  find 'y 

That  the  lo'ver,  fick  to  death, 

Wijh'd  himfelfthe  hea'vens  breath. 

Air,  (quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  may  bloiv  |- 

Air,  nxjould  I  might  triumph  fo  I 

But,  alack,  my  hand  is  ftvorn. 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn: 

Vonxi,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet, 

Touth  fo  apt  toplucka  fiveet. 

Do  not  call  it  fin  in  me, 

That  I  am  forfnx^orn  for  thee  : 

Thou,  for  <whom  e^vn  Jove  'would fiwear,. 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  ivere  j 

And  deny  himfelf  for  ]QYe, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  lo<ve. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething  elfc  more  plain. 

That  (hall  exgrefs  s  my  true  love's  feilring  pain  ^ 

O,  would  the  King,  Biron  and  Longa<ville, 

Were  lovers  too !  Ill,  to  example  111, 

Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  i 

For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote.  \ 

Long.  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  deiir'ft  fociety :       [coming fofj^rd. 
You  may  look  pale;  but  I  fhould  blufh,  I  know. 
To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  'Sir,  you  blufh  j  as  his,   your  cafe  is 
fuch  J  [coming  for^VL-ard, 

You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria  F  Longa'ville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile ; 
Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart : 
I  have  been  clofely  Ihrowded  in  this  bufh. 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufk. 

5  ->— .  »j)j  true  love's  facing  pain  jj  I  fhould  rather  chufe  to  re:»d 

I  heard 
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I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  fafhion  j 
Saw  fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paflion. 
Ay  me  !  fays  one  ;  O  Joa/e  !  the  other  cries ; 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryflal  the  other's  eyes. 
You  would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth ; 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  ihall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 
^  How  will  he  triumph,  geap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me, 

Biron,  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 
Ah,  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me. 

^^comingfornuard* 
Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moil  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  in  your  tears. 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears  ? 
You'll  not  be  peijurM,  'tis  a  hateful  thing ; 
Tufh  J  none  but  mihftrels  like  of  fonnetting. 
But  are  you  not  afham*d  ?  nay,  are  you  not 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-Ihot  ? 
You  found  his  mote,  the  King  your  mote  did  fee  2 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
O,  what  a  fcene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen. 
Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen  ? 
O  me,  with  what  ftridt  patience  have  I  fat. 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  Knot ! 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg. 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  jigg ! 
And  Nejior  play  at  pufh-pin  with  the  boys. 
And  7  Cynic  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
Where  lyes  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  ^ 
And  gentle  Longa^ville,  where  lyes  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Liege's  ?  all  about  the  breaft  } 
A  candle,  hoa  I 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  j eft. 

6  How  will  be  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ?]    We  /houli 
certainly  read,  geap,  /.  tf.  jeer,  ridicule. 

7  -«  CRITIC  2/w«— j  ought  evidently  to  be  cvnic. 

Arc 
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Are  we  betray 'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Birof!.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betrayed  by  you. 
I,  that  am:  honeft ;  I,  that  hold  it  fm 
To  brealc  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in  ; 
I  am  betray'd  by  keeping  company 
^'With  vane-like  men,  of  ftrange  inconflancy. 
Whenihall  yoa  fee  me  write  a  thjng  in  rhime  P 
Or  groan  for  Joan?'  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me?  when  fhall  you  hear,,  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  afoot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gate,  a  ftate,  a  brow,,  abreaft,  a  wafle, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  fall  ?    ~ 
A  true  man  or  a  thief,   that  gallops  fo  ? 

Biron.  I  poft  from  love  ;  good  lover,  let  me  go^r' 
Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coftard. 

Jaq.  Godblefsthe-King? 

King.  What  prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 

Coji.  Some  certain  treafon. 

King,  What  makes  treafon  here  ?- 

Cofi.   Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  Sir. 

King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither. 
The  treafon  and  you- go  in  peace  away  together, 

Jdq.  I  befeeeh  your  Grace,  ]et  this  letter  be  read,' 
Qur  Parfon  mifdoubts  it  :  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

King.   Biron,  read  it  over.  {^He  reads  f he  letUr* 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Jaq.  Of  CoJ^ard. 

King.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

CoJi.  Of  Dun  Jdramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 

King.  How  now,  v/hat  is  in  you  ?  why  doft  thou  tear 
it? 

Biron.  A  toy,   my  Liege,  a  toy :  ypor  Grace  needs 
not  fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  palTion,  and  therefore  let's 
hear  it. 


8  With  MEN  like  wen, .^  ]This   is  a  ftrange  fenfelcfs  line,  and 
fhould  be  read  thus, 

With  yAH^-iike  men^  offirangeinconjiancy^ 

Dum. 
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Wum.  It  Is  Biron^s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Biron.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were  born 
to  do  me  fhame.  t'io  Coftard. 

<-Guilty,  my  lord,  guihy :  I  confefs,  I  coiifefs. 
King.  What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to  make 
up  the  mefs. 
He,  he,  and  you;  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
-O,  difmifs  this  Audience,  and  1  fhali  tell  you  more* 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True,  true  ;  we  are  four; 
Will  thefe  turtles  begone  ? 
King.  Hence,  Sirs,  away. 

Coji.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,   and  let  the  traitors 
ilay.  {^Exeunt  Co^.  and  ]zc{ntu^ 

Biron.  Sweet  lords,  ^vveet  lovers,  G,  let  us  embrace  ; 
As  true  we  are,  as  Hefh  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  Ihew  his  face : 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree, 
^We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born. 
Therefore  of  all  hands  muft  we  be  forfworn. 
King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  fhewfome  love  of  thine? 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
Rofaline^ 
That  (like  a  rude  andfavage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  iirft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eafl) 
Bows  not  his  vaffal  head,  and^  ftrucken  blind, 

Kifies  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breafl  ? 
'What  peremptory  eagle-fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majeily  ? 

King.  W~hat  zeal,  what  fury,  hathinfpir'd  thee  now? 
My  love  (her  miftrefs)  is  a  gracious  moon; 

She  (an  attending  ftar}  fcarce  feen  a  light. 
Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron. 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night. 
.Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  Sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  Fair,  in  her  fair  cheek  ; 
Wjhere  feveral  v/orthies  make  one  dignity  ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felf  doth  feek. 

Lend 
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Xjcnd  me  the  llourifli  of  all  gentle  tongues  5 

Fie,  painted  rhetorick  !  O,  fhe  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praiie  belongs : 

She  paffes  piaife  i   the  praife*  too  Ihort,  doth  blot. 
A  witherM  hermit,  fivefcore  winters  worn. 

Might  fhake  ciF  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 
Beauty  doth  vamiih  Age,  as  if  new-born. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy  ; 
O,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  fhine. 
KtKg.  By  heav'n,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  '>  Is  ebony  like  her  ?    O  wood  divine  ! 
A  wife  of  fuchwood  were  felicity. 
t),  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book. 

That  I  may  fwear.  Beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  Ihe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  ? 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black  ? 
King.  O  paradox,  ^  black  is  the  badge  of  hell  : 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night  j 
^  And  beauty's  Crete  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Biron.  Devils  foonell   tempt,    refembling  fpirits  of 
light  : 

9  h  ebony  like  her?  0  word  di'vine!'\  We  Ihould  read,  0  wood 
di'vine. 

I   l>/ack  is  the  badge  of  hell : 

The  biie  of  dungeons,  and   the  school  of  tiight  jj  We  fhould 
read,  the  scowl  of  night,  i.  e.  the/rcww. 

7.  And  beauty'' 5  crest  becomes  the  heavens  'weIL'\  This  is  a  con- 
tention between  tv^o  lovers  about  the  preference  of  a  black  or  Kvhite 
beauty.  But,  in  this  reading,  he  who  is  contending  for  the  'zvhite^ 
takes  for  granted  the  thing  in  difpute  j  by  faying,  that  ivhite  is  the 
cref  of  beauty.  His  adverfar}'  had  juft  as  much  reafon  to  call  black  fo. 
The  queftion  debated  between  them  being  which  was  the  creji  of 
beauty,  black  or  white.  Shakefpear  could  never  write  fo  abfurdly  : 
Nor  has  the  Oxfird  Editor  at  all  mended  the  matter  by  fubftituting 
drejs  for  creji^  We  fhould  read. 

And  beauty'' i  cTt.i:TZ  becomes  the  hea'vens  ivell. 
j.  e.  beauty's  white  creta.  In  this  reading  the  third  line  is  a  proper 
antithefis  to  the  firft.  I  fuppofe  the  blunder  of  the  nanfcriber  arofe 
from  hence,  the  frencb  word  crefle  in  that  pronunciation  and  ortho" 
graphy  is  crete,  which  he  underflanding,  and  knov/ing  nothing  of  the 
other  fignification  of  crc-rcfiora  creta,  critically  altered  it  to  the^w^- 
lijib  way  of  fpelling,  crefe, 

0,if 
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■O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt. 

It  mourns,  that  Painting  and  ufurping  Hair 
Should  ravifh  doters  with  a  falfe  afpe£t : 

And  therefore  is  fhe  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafliion  of  the  days, 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife. 

Paints  itfelf  black  to  imitate  her  brow, 
T>um.  To  look  likeher^  are  chimney-fwecpcrs  black* 
Long.  And  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright. 
King.  And  Ethiops  af  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 
Dum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
Biron.  Your  miftrefles  dare  never  come  in  rain. 

For  fear  their  colours  Ihould  be  walh*d  away. 
King.  'Twere  good,  yours  did :  for.  Sir,  to  tell  you 
plain, 

I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafh'd  to  day. 
Jyiron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  'till  dooms-day  here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  ihc. 
Dtm.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  flufF  fo  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love;  my  foot  and  her  face  fee* 
Biron.  O,  if  the  ftreets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes. 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 
Dum.  O  vile  !  then  as  fhe  goes,  what  upward  lies 

The  ftreet  fhould  fee  as  Ihe  walkt  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 
Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat;   and,  ^006. Biron^  now 
prove 

Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there ;  —  fome  flattery  for  this  evil . 
Long.   O,  fome  Authority  how  to  proceed ; 
3  Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 
Dum.   Some  falve  for  perjury, 
BiroM.  O, 'tis  more  than  need. 

3  Some  tricks y  /owf- quillets,  hoiv  to  cheat  the  devil.']  S^iUet  is  the 
peculiar  word  applied  to  law  chicane.  I  imagine  the  original  to  be 
this}  in  X.h.t  French  pleadings,  every  federal  allegation  in  the  plaintiff'* 
charge,  and  every  diftind  plea  in  the  defendant's  anfwer,   began  with 

the  wards  %'//  eft  j fiotn  whence  was  formed  the  word  fuillety 

to  fignify  a  falfe  charge  or  an  evafive  anfwer. 

Have 
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Have  at  you  then,  AfFedion's  Men  at  arms  i 
Confider,  what  you  firfl  did  fwear  unto  ; 
To  faft,  to  ftudyj  and  to  fee  no  woman ; 
Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft  ?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young  : 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy,  (Lords) 
Jn  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book. 
Can  you  ftUl  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  I 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you. 
Have  found  the  ground  of  Study^s  excellence. 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  Vv'oman's  face  ? 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  prifons  up 

4  The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries ; 
As  motion  and  long-during  adion  tires 
The  fmewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 
You  have  in  That  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes ; 
And  Study  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 

5  Teaches  fuch  duty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  our  fel£y 
And  where  we  are,  our  Learning  likewiTe  is. 
Then,  when  ourfelves  we  fee  in  ladies  eiyes. 
Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  Learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy,  lords; 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  books : 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you, 
^  In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 

Such 

4  The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  j]  In  the  old  Tyftem  of  phyiic 
they  ?ave  the  fame  office  to  the  arteries  as  is  now  given  to  the  nerves  j 
as  appears  from  the  name,  which  is  derived  from  a.^ct  Tn^Hv. 

5  Teaches  fuch  beauty  <?5^  'woman's  eyef]  This  line  is  abfolute 
nonfenfe.  We  fhouldread  dui  y,  i.  e.  ethics,  or  the  offices  and  de- 
voirs that  belong  to  nan.  A  woman's  eye,  fays  he,  teaches  ohjcr- 
fiance  above  all  other  things. 

6.  ^— In  leaden  contemplation  haiM?JcM7:d  cut 

Such  fiery  -numbers^ 1 ]   Alluding  to  the  difcoveries  in 

modem  aftronomy  ^  at  that  time  greatly  improving,  in  which  the 
ladies  eyes  are  compared,  as  ufiial,  Xo  Jiars.  He  calls  them  ttutnherSy 
allttdiftg  to  the  Pythagorean  piinciples  of  aftrociomy;  which    were 

founded 
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^uc"h  fiery  numbers,  as  tKe  prompting  eyes 
Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrichM  you  with  ? 
Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  ; 
And  therefore  finding  barren  praftifers. 
Scarce  ftiew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 
'^  But  love,  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

*  Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 

*  But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

*  Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power  ; 

*  And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 
'  Above  their  functions  and  their  ofHces. 

*  It  adds  a  precious  Seeing  to  the  eye : 

*  A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ? 

*  A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  lowell  Sound, 

*  When  7  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopt. 

*  Love's  Feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 

'  Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnaiis. 

Love's  Tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  in  Talle  ; 

For  valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  Trees  in  the  He f per  ides? 

Subtle  as  Sphinx ;  as  fweet  and  mafical 

s  As  bright  Jpo//o\  lute,  ftrung  with  his  hair: 

9  And  when  Love  fpeaks  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods» 

Mark, 

founded  On  the  laws  of  karmony.  The  Oxford  Editor ^  w  ho  was  at  a 
lofs  for  the  confceit,  changes  numben  to  ttotiom,  and  fo  lofes  both  the 
fenfe  and  the  gallantry  of  the  allufion.  He  has  better  luck  in  the  fol- 
lowing line,  and  has  rightly  chznged  beauty'' s  to  beauteous. 

7  -^'—  the  fufpicious  bead  of  theft  iijiopt.']  i.e.  a  lover  in  pur- 
fait  of  his  miftrefs  has  his  fenfe  of  hearing  quicker  than  a  thief  (who 
fufpefts  every  found  he  hears)  in  purfuit  of  his  prey.  But  Mr. 
Tbeoba/d  hys,  there  is  no  contraji  between  a  lover  and  a  thief:  and 
therefore  alters  it  to  thrifty  between  which  and  love,  he  fays,  there  is 
a  remarkable  antitbejis,  Whai  he  means  by  contraji  and  antithejis, 
I  corifefs,  I  don't  underftand.  But  'tis  no  matter:  the  common 
reading  is  faife  j  and  that  is  better  than  either  one  or  the  other.- 

8  Ai  bright  ApoUo'i  lute,  firung  ivith  his  hair ;]  This  expreffioh, 
]ike  that  other  in  T^be  T'wo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  of^—Orpbeus*  hai-p 
Kvas  ftrung  nvitb  poets  fmews^  is  extremely  beautiful,  and  highly  fi- 
gurative. ApMoy  as  the  fun,  is  reprefented  with  golden  hair :  fo 
that  a  lute  ftrung  with  his  hair  means  ao  more  than  ftrung  with 
gilded  wire. 

9  And  'whin  Lovefpsakt  tbt  voice  of  til  the  Gtds^ 

Vol.  th  X  RUki 
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Mark,  Heaven  drowfie  with  the  harmony ! 
Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 
Until  his  ink  were  temper'd  with  love's  fighs  j 
O,  then  his  lines  would  raviih  favage  ears. 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. — — 

From  women's  eyes  this  do<ftrine  I  derive  : 
They  fparkle  flill  the  right  Promethtan  fire. 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academies. 
That  ihew,  contain,  and  nouriih  all  the  world  y 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent. 
Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfwear : 
Or,  keeping  what  is  fvv^orn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  wifdom's  fake  (a  word,  that  all  men  love) 
Or  for  love's  fake,  ( ^  a  word  all  women  love)    . 
Or  for  men's  fake,  (the  author  of  thefe  women ;) 
Or  women's  fake,  (by  whom  we  men  are  men ;) 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felves ; 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  Oaths. 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forlv/orn, 
For  charity  it  felf  fulfils  the  law ; 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  clxarity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and,  foldiers,  to  the  f.eld  ? 

Biron.  Advance  your  Standards,  and  upon  them.  Lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them ;  but  be  firil  advis'd. 
In  conflid  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Make  Heo'v^ndrotv/ieivith  the  harmony  !'\     This  nonfenfe  we 
ihould  read  and  point  thus. 

And  ivhen  Icue  fpeaki  the  'voice  of  all  the  Godiy 
Mark,  heanjen  droivfie  ivith  the  harmony  ! 
i.e.  In  the  voice  of  love  alone  is  included  the  voice  of  all  the  God?, 
Alluding  ta  the  ancient  Theogony,  that  love  was  tn:^<iarent  and 
I'upport  of  all  the  Gods.  Hence,  as  Suidas  teils  us,  FakepoT^t^ 
wrota  a  poem  called,  'Aipf  0</^iT>K  Kcti  Ep<yTo?  Om'n  Kcti  Khyoi;' 
'The  voice  atidfpeecb  c/°  Venus  andh^^t,  which  appears  to  have  beeii. 
a  kind  of  C'jfjnogony ,  the  harmony  of  which  is  fo  great  that  it  calms 
and  allays  all  kind  of  diforders  5  alluding  again  to  the  ancient  ufe  of 
mufic,  which  was  to  compofe  monarchs,  when,  by  reafon  of  the 
tares  of  empire,  they  wf^d  to  pafs  whole  nights  in  reitlefs  inquietude. 

I a  ivord,  TH XT  lovss  all  men  j]  Weihould  read, 

A  Kuord  aJiwoMKii  love. 
the  following  line 

Or  for  nun's  fakt  (the  author  of  thcCe ivofKen  ;) 
Vihleh  refers  to  this  reading,  puts  it  out  of  ak  queition. 
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L»ng.  Now  to  plain-dealing,  lay  thefe  glozes  by ; 
Shall  we  relblve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And  win  them  too;  therefore  let  us  devife 
S<?me  entertainment  for  them  in  their  Tents. 

Biron.  Firft,  from  the  Park  let  us  conduct  them  thi- 
ther j 
Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  miftrefs ;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folate  them. 
Such  as  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  ihape  : 
For  revels,  dances,  mafks,  and  merry  hours. 
Forerun  fair  love,  llrewing  her  way  witk  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away  !  no  time  ihall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Allans  !  Jllons !  *  fown  Cockle  reapM  no  corn ; 

And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure  j 

Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn ; 

If  ib,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.         \_E:^cunf. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

The    S  T  R  E  E  T. 
Enisr  Holofernes,  Nathaniel  and  Dull. 

\^  Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  rea- 
fons  at  dinner  have  been  fharp  and  fententious ;  pleafant 
without  fcurrility,  witty  without  affedlation,  audacious 
withoutimpudency,learned  without  opinion,  and  fcrangc 
without  herefy  :  I  did  converfe  this  quondam-Azy  with  a 
companion  of  the  King's,  who  is  entituled,  nominated, 
or  called,  Don  Adriano  de  Armada. 

Hoi.  Nonji  hominem,  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his 
eye  ambitious,  his  gate  majeilical,  and  his  general  be- 
haviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.     He  is  too 

a  — fown  cockle  reaped  ho  t-or«;]  This  proverbial  exprefiion  inti- 
mates, that  beginning  with  perjury,  tbey  can  expedl  to  reap  nothing 
hut  fal£lioo<l.     The  following  liaes  lead  us  to  this  lenie* 

L  t  pic[ued. 


tto         Love's  Labour's  Lost. 

piqued,  too  fpruce,  too  affe«5led,  too  odd,  as  it  were ; 
■too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it, 

N^jb.  A  moll  fingular  and  choice  epithet. 

\^dranvs  out  bis  tahle-book, 

Hal.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity  finer 
than  the  flaple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanati- 
cal  phantafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point-de^nfe  compa- 
nions I  fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  do  fpeak  dout 
fine,  when  he  ^ould  fay  doubt  i  det,  when  he  fhould 
pronounce  debt;  d,  e,b,  t;  not  d,  e,  t:  he  clepeth  a 
calf,  cauf:  half,  hauf:  neighbour  ^vocatur  nebour; 
neigh  abbreviated  ne :  ^  this  is  abominable,  which  we 
would  call  abhominable  :  ^  it  infmuateth  me  of  (a)  In- 
fanity :  l^e  intelligis,  Domhie,  to  make  frantick,  lunatick  ? 

Nath^  haus  deo,  bone,  intelligo. 

Hoi.  (b)  Bonefm-m^boney  for  bem',  Prifcian  a  little 
fcratch'd  -,  'twill  ferve. 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Nath.  Videfne  quis  <venit  ? 
Hoi.  Video,  i^  gaudeo. 
Arm.  Chirra. 

Hoi.  ^are  Chirra,  not  Sirrah  ? 
yrm.  Men  of  Peace,  well  encountred. 
Hoi.  Moft  military  Sir,  falutation. 
Moth,  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  languages, 
and  ftole  the  fcraps, 

X  this  is  abominable,  &c.]  He  has  here  well  imitated  thelaftguage 
of  the  moft  redoubtable  pedants  of  that  time.  On  fuch  fort  of  occa- 
£ons,  yofeph  Scaliger  ufed  to  break  out,  Abomimr,  execror,  Afi- 
tiitas  mera  ejl,  impietas,  8cc.  and  calis  fais  adverfary  Lutum ftercore 
maceratum,  Vamomaeum  retrimentwn  infciti^e,  Sterquilinium,  Stercus 
Diaboli,  ^carabaeum,  larvam,  Pecuspojiremum  bejiiarum,  infame  prO' 
pudiiitn,  Kc/^A^fJict. 

z  it  infimictteth  me  of  if^TAUY  :']  There  is  no  need  to  make  the 
pedant  worfe  than  Shakejpear  made  him  j    who,    without  doubt, 

wrote  INSANITY. 

r  {a)  Infanie,   Mr.  Theohdd — Vulg.  infamy.'] 
f  {h)  Bone  ?  bsiWy  far  bene  ;  Prifcian  a  littk  fcratcb'd.    Mr.  Ty^fO- 
htd-^YV'\%'  I^mt  hffi/ /*''  bo^ff^     rrtjcinn  a  tittkfcratd*''^ 

Cofi. 
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Cofi.  O,  they  have  liv'd  long^  on  the  Alms-bafket  erf 

words.     I  marvel,  thy  mafter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 

-^word  ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  honorifi- 

cahilitudinitatihus :    thou  art  eafier  fwallow'd  than  a- 

flap'-dragon. 

Moth,  Peace^r  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  yau  not  letterM  ? 

Moth,  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book  : 
What  is  AB  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  headt 

Hoi.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Moib.  Ba,  moH  fUIy  iheep,  with  a  horn.  You  hear 
his  learning. 

Hoi.  ^isy  quis,  thou  confonant  ? 

Moth  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  yoa  repeat 
them ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them,   a,  e,  I.  ■    ^ 

Moth.  The  ll^ep  j  the  other  two  concludes  it^  5  o,  w. 

Arm.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Mediterramum,  a 
fweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit  j- fnip^fnap^  quick 
and  home  ;  it  rejoicethmy  intellect ;  true  wit. 

Moth.  Offered  by  a  child  to  an  old  man  :  which  is 
wit-old.- 

Mol,  What  is  the  figure  f  what  is  the  figJire  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hoi.  Thou  difputeft  like  an  infantj  go,  whip  thy  gigg; 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will 
whip  about  your  infamy  circhn  circa ;  a  gigg  of  a 
cuckold's  horn. 

CoJ}.  An'  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
ihould'il  have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread ;  hold,  there  is  the 
very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  half-penny 
pane  of  wit,  thou  pidge on- egg  of  difcretion.  O  that 
the  heav'ns  were  fo  plcafed,  that  thou  wert  but  my 
baftard !  wh^t  a  joyful  father  wouldfl  thou  make  me  ? 
gd^  to,  thou  hsA  it  ad  dunghill ;  at  the  fingers*  ends,, 
as  they  fay. 

Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmell  faife  latine,  dunghill  for  unguem. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  praambula ;  vve  will  be  fingled  Irom 

3  c,  Ji.]  A  poor  ConundrHni,  as  Mr.  Tbechid  trulv  ca"«it,  re*- 
Jtor-s'i;  by  hi.Ti),  to  its  place,— Yulg.  out. 

L  3  the 
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the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge^ 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain? 

Hoi  Or,  MoKs  the  hill, 

Jrf^.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the-  mountam. 

Ho/.  I  do,  fans  quefiion.  • 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King^s  moft  fweet  pleafure  Jlnd 
affedion,  to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  Pavilion,  in 
the  pofteriors  of  this  day,  which  the  rude  multitude  call 
the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The  fofierior  of  the  day,  moll  generous  Sir,  is 
liable,  congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  afternoon  : 
the  word  is  well  cull'd,  choice,  fvv'eet,  and  apt,  I  do 
ailure  you.  Sir,  I  do  allure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gentleman,  and  my 
familiar ;  I  do  alTure  you,  my  very  good  friend ;  for 
what  is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs — I  do  befeech 
thee,  remember  thy  curtefie—— •  I  befeech  thee,  apparel 

thy  head, and  among  other  importunate  and  moll 

ferious  defigns,  and  of  great  import  indeed  too— -but  let 

that  pafs: for  I  mull  tell  thee,  it  will  pleafe  his 

Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor 
flioulder,  and  with  his  royal  finger  thus  dally  with  my 
excrement,  with  my  muilachio  j  but  fweet  heart,  let 
that  pafs.  By  the  world,  I  recount  no  fable ;  fome  cer- 
tain fpecial  honours  it  plcafeth  his  Greatnefs  to  impart 
to  Armado,  a  foldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  feen  the 

world ;  but  let  that  pafs the  very  all  of  all  is • 

bat  fv/eet  heart,  I  do  implore  fccrecy that  the  King 

would  have  me  prefent  the  Princefs  (fweet  chuck)  wiih 
fome  delightful  ollentation,  or  Ihow,  or  pageant,  or  an- 
tick,  or  fire-work.  Now,  underllanding  that  the  Cu- 
rate and  your  fweet  felf  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and 
fudden  breaking  out  of  mirth,  (as  it  were)  I  have  ac- 
quainted you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  afliilance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine 
¥/orthies.  Sir,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of 
time,  fome  Ihow  in  the  pojierior  of  this  day,  to  be  ren- 
dred  by  our  affiftants  at  the  King's  command,  and  this 
moll  gallant,  illullrate  and  learned  gentleman,  before 
the  Princefs ;  I  fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine 
Worthies. 

Natk 
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Nath.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to 
prefer- 1-  them  ? 

Hoi.  Jojhua,  your  felf  j  this  gallant  man,  Judas  Mac- 
cabeus i  this  Twain  (becaufe  of  his  great  limb  or  joint) 
ihall  pafs  Pcmpey  the  great ;  and  the  page,  HercuUs. 

Arm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  Worthy's  thumb  ',  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  of 
his  club. 

Hoi.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  fhall  prefent  Hercules 
in  minority:  his  Enter  and  lExit  fhall  be  Wrangling  a 
fnake;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  thatpurpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device :  for  if  any  of  the  audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry ;  "  well  done,  Hercules^  now  thoa 
**  crufheft  the  fnake  j"  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  of- 
fence gracious,  thio'  'i^w  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Arm.  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthies, - 

Hoi.  I  wWi  play  three  my  ioM. 

Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman  ! 

Arm.    Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

Hoi  We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  Antick, 
I  befeech  you,  foUoWv 

Hoi.  Via !  good-man  Bull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no 
word  all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  Sir. 

Hoi.  Allans  ;   we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull,  ril  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo  :  or  I  will 
play  on  the  taber  to  the  Worthief ,  aaid  let  tliem  dance 
the  hay. 

Hoi.  Moft  dull,  honeft,  Ditll,  to  our  Sport  away. 

SCENE    IIL 
Before  the  PRINCES  S's   Pa-vilion. 

Enter  Princefs  and  Ladies^ 
f//?z.OW'EET  hearts,  v/e  iliall  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 
O  ^^  Fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A  lady  walPd  about  with  diamonds ! 

Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  King. 

KsC,  Madam,,  came  nothing  eife  along  with  That  ? 
1.  4-  Pnu, 
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Prin.   N  othing  but  this  >  yes,  as  much  love  in  rhy  aie^" 
As  would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  fhcet  of  paper, 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  wae  fain  to  feal  on  CupicTt  name. 

Rof.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  God-head  wax. 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy, 
Cath.  Ay,  and  a  fhrewd  unhappy  gallows  too; 
Rof.  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him  5  he  kili'd  your 

filler. 
Cath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy. 
And  fo  Hie  diedj  had  fne  been  light,  like  you. 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  Ihe  dy'd. 
And  fo  may  you ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Mcf.  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufc,  of  this  light 

v/ord  ? 
Cati.  A  light  condition>  in  a  beauty  dark. 
Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 
Cath.   You'll  marr  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fnufF: 
Therefore  TJl  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rof  Look,  what  you  do ;  and  do  it  flill  i'th'  dark. 
Cath.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 
Rof  Indeed,  I  wei^h  not  you  ;  and  therefore  light; 
Cath.  YoM  weigh  me  not  j  O,  that*6,  you  care  not  for  me., 
Rof  Great  reafon ;  for  [a]  paft  Cure  is  ftill  paft  Care^ 
Prin.  Well  bandied  both ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But,  Rofaline,  you  have  a  Favour  too : 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 
Rof.  I  would,  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours. 
My  favour  were  as  great  j  be  witnefs  this. 
Nay,  I  have  Verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron. 
The  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  tcOi 
I  v/ere  the  fairefi  Goddefs  on  the  ground. 
I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  pidlure  in  his  letter. 
Prin.   Any  thing  like  ? 
Rof  Much  in  the  letter?,  nothing  in  the  praTe. 

[   {a)  —  paji  Cure  is  fill  tajl  Care,     Dr.  72>/>;-5v.— Vulg.    ^1 

Ca>fii  flinfajCure.) 

Pnv,' 
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Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  concluHoH. 

Cath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rof.  Ware  pencils.    How^  let  me  not  die  your 
debtor. 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter. 
G,  that  your  face  were  not  To  full  of  Oes ! 

Cath.  Pox  of  that  jeft,  and  I  befhrew  all  flirews : 

Prin,  But  what  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumain  ? 

Cath.  Madiim,  this  glove. 

Prin.   Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Cath.  Yes,  Madam  ;  and  moreover^ 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover, 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypccrifie, 
Vildly  compird,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longa^ville  % 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prtn.  I  think  no  lefs  ;  doft  thou  notwiih  in  heart,' 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 
Prin    We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  for'r, 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mockiiig  fo. 
That  fame  Biron  Pll  torture,  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  week  f 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek. 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferv^  the  times. 
And  fpend  his  prodigal -wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes. 
And  fiiape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts. 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  jefts : 
4  So  portent-like  would  I  o'er-fv/ay  his  date. 
That  he  iliould  be  my  Fool,  and  I  his  FatCo 

Prin. 

4  .S'flPERTAUNT- Uh  ivauld  I o*(r-fivay  hhftaiey 

That  he pou Id  be  my  Yoo\,  and  J  bis  F ate.'}  In  old  farces,  ta 
fiiew  the  irrevitable  approaches  of  death  and  deftiny,  the  Fool  o£  the 
farce  is  made  to  empJoy  all  his  ftrata^ems  to  avoid  Death  or  Fate  .-■ 
Which  very  fttatagems,  as  they  are  ordered,  bring  the  Fool,,  at  every 
turn,  into  the  very  jaws  of  Fate,  To  this  Shakeffsar  alludes  agai» 
in  Meajure  for  Meafure. 

— -"—merely  thou  art  Dt^ih's  Foofj 

For  him  thou  labour" Ji  by  thy  flight  tojhuii, 

And  yet  runn*fl  toiv^rd  him  fiill 

It  is  plain  from  all  this,  that  the  nonfenfe  of  pertaai't'Uh  fiiould  he- 
Jead  voKTZ^HT'like,  i,  t,  I  would  be  his  fate  or  deftiny,  and  like  at  ■ 
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Pnn.  None  are  fo    furely  caught,  when  they  are 
catch  d. 
As  wit  turn'd  fool ;  folly,  in  wifdom  hatch'd. 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rof.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefs, 
A3  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  note. 
As  fool'ryin  the  mfe,  when  wit  doth  dote  : 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove,  by  v/it,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prifi.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Bojet.  O,   I  am  flab'd  with  laughter  j  where*s  hef 
Grace  ? 

Prin.   Thy  news,  Soyet  ? 

Boyet ^  Prepare,  Madam,  prepare. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  ;  Encounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace  ;  love  doth  approach  difguis'd. 
Armed  in  arguments ;  you'll  be  furpriz*d. 
Mufter  your  wits,  Hand  in  your  own  defence. 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin.    Saint  Dennis,  to  faint  Cupid  f  what  are  they^ 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us  ?  lay,  fcout,  fay. 

Boyet.  Under  the  cool  ihade  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  i 
When,  lo  f  to  interrupt  my  purposed  Reft, 
Toward  that  fhade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  companions ;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by ; 
And  over-heard,  what  you  fhall  over-hear : 
That,  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here^ 
Their  Herald  is  a  pretty  knavilh  Page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embaflage. 

prtent  hing  over,  ?nd influence  his  fortunes.  Tor  portents  were  not 
only  thought,  to  fcrebcde,  hut  to  influence.  So  the  Latins  called  a, 
perioja  deftined  to  brirg  mifcliief,  fatak  ^ortentunit. 

A^ion 
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Adlion  r,nd  accent  did  they  teach  \\\m  there  ; 
Thus  muft  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  body  bear  ;  - 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out : 
For,  quoth  the  King,  an  Angel  {halt  thou  fee; 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 
The  boy  reply'd,  an  Angel  is  not  evil ; 

I  fhould  have  fear'd  her,  had  fliC  been  a  Devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clapM  him  on  the  fhoulder. 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  fieer'dy  and  fwore, 

A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before. 

Another  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd,  'Via!  wewilldo't,  come  what  will  come. 

The  third  he  caper'd  and  cry'd,  all  goes  well : 

The  fourth  turnM  on  th-e  toe,  and  down  he  felL 

With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground,. 

With  iach  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound^ 

That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 

To  check  their  folly,  paffion^s  folemn  tears. 

Prin.   But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifitusF 
Boyet,  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparell'd  thus^ 
5  lake  Mofco'vites,  or  RuffiaJiSy  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is  to  parley,  court  and  dance  ; 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  fevVal  miilrefs  ;  which  they'll  know,- 
By  Favours  fev'ral,  v^'hich  they  did  bellow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  fliall  be  taikti^ 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  malkt . 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace, 
Defpight  of  fuite,  to  fee  a  lady'.s  face. 
Hold,  Rofalme ;  this  Favour  thou  fhalt  wear,. . 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  Dear  % 


5  Lr.le  Mofcovites,  or  Ruffians,  an  J  gtiefs."]  The  fettling  com' 
Bietce  in  Ritjjia  was,  at  that  time,  a  matter  that  much  ingrclicd  the 
concern  and  converfation  of  the  publick.  There  had  been  feveral 
f  mbaffies  employed'  thither  on  that  occaiion  j  and  feveral  traces  of  the 
manners  and  ftate  of  thatnadon  written:  So  that  a  maik  vi  M.fco' 
"j'/Vff  was  as  good  an  entertainment  to  r.he  audience  of  ih.»t  time,  as  a 
torojiation  hss  bsen  fmcVj 

HolJ^> 
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Hold,  take  you  tliis,_myfweet,  and  give  me  thine^ 
So  ihall  Biron  take  me  for  Rof aline ; 
And.  change  your  Favours  too ;  fo  fhall  your  Loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  thefe  removes. 

Ro/.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  Favours  moft  in  fight. 

Cath.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  T 

Prin.  Th'  ejfFeft  of  my  intent  is  to  crofs  theirs  j 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment, 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  councils  they  unbofom  fhall 
To  loves  rniftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occafionthat  we  meet. 
With  vifages  difplay'd,.  to  talk  andgreet. 

Rof.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 

Pt'in.  No  J  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot  j 
Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace  ; 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  Speaker's 
heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  Part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and  I  make  no  doubt. 
The  refl  will  ne*er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Sport,  as  Sport  by  Sport  overthrown. 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  ; 
So  fhall  we  ftay,  mocking  intended  game  j 
And.  they,,  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  fhame .   [^Sound. 

Boyet.  The  trumpet  founds  5  be  malkt,   the  mafkers- 
come. 

SCENE    V. 

^Kier  the  King,    Biron,     Longaville,    Dumain,     jund 

Attendants,  difguis^d  like  Mofcovites;  Moth 

nvith  Mujick,    as  for   a   mafquerad'e. 

Moth.  All  hail,  the  richeji  beauties  on  the  earth  t 
Boyet.  Beauties,  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 
Moth.  A  holy  -parcel  of  the  fairefi  dames, 
J.  hat  e>ve.r  turnd  their  hacks  to  mortal  'vieavs. 

[The ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 
Moth.  That  ruer  turiid  their  eyes  t9  mortal 'vieivs. 
Out Biron. 
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Burnt.  Tr^e 'r  out,  indeed.' 

Moth.  Out  ofyourfa'vours,  hea'unly  SfiritSj  ^vouchfafe 
Not  to  behold 

Biro^n.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth,  Once  to  behold'nvith' your fun-Feamed' eyes  — 
With  your  fun-beamed  eyes 

Boyet.  They  will  notanfwer  to' that  epithet;- 
You  were  beft  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me 
out. 

Biron.  Is-tliis  yotir perfeftnefs ?.  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

Rof.  What  would  thefe  Itrangers  >  know  their  miads^. 
Boyet. 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  Will 
That  fbme  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know,  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 

Biron.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  viiitali on. 

Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof.  Why,  That  they  have ;  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone, 

Boyet.  She  fays,  you  have  it  j  and  you  may  be  gone. 

King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles. 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  her  on  the  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a 
mile. 
To.  tiiead  a  meafure  with  you  on  this  grafs. 

Rof  It  is  not  fo.     Aik  them,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many. 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles. 
And  many  miles  ;  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell. 
How  many  inches  doth  £11  up  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  Tell  her,  we  meafure  them  by  weary  flaps.    ' 

Boyet.  She  hears  herfelf. 

Rof  How  many  weary  fleps 
Of  many  weary  miles,  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  numbered  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  .? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpeu  1  for  you ; 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite. 
That  we  may  do  it  itill  without  accompt. 

Vowchf^ife 
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Vouchfafe  to  fhew  the  fun-Oiine  of  your  face. 
That  we  (like  favages)  may  worlhip  it. 

Rof,  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 
King.  Bleffed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  CiO. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  Hars,  to  fhine- 
(Thofe  clouds  removM)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Rof.  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter ;  " 
Thou  now  requelt'ft  but  moon-iliine  in  the  water. 

King.  Then  in  our  meafure  vouchfafe  but  one  change; 
Thou  bid*ll:  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

Rof.  Play,  mufick,  then ;  nay,  you  mull  do  it  foon. 
Not  yet  ?  no  dance  ;  thus  change  I,  like  the  moon. 
King,   Will    you  not  dance  ?  how  come  you  thus 

eflrangM  ? 
Rof.  You  took  the  moon  at  full,    but    now  fhe's 

changed. 
King.  Yet  Hill  file  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 
Rof  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it, 
King.  But  your  legs  fhould  do  it. 
Rof  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chance* 
We'll  not  be  nice  ;  take  hands ; — we  wilt  not  dance. 
King.  Why  take  you  hands  then  ? 
Ref  Only  to  part  friends; 
Curt' fie,  fwTet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 
King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure;  be  not  liice. 
Rof  We  can  afford  no  more  at  f  ich  a  price. 
King,  Prize  your  felves  then;  what  buys  your  com- 
pany ? 
Ro/.  Your  ab fence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 
Rof  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ;  and  fo  adieu  ; 
Twice  to  your  vifor,.  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let*s  hold  more  chat. 

Rof  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pleasM  with  That. 

Biron.  White-handed  miltreff,  one  fweet  word  witli 

thee. 
Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar,  there- is  three. 
Biron.  Nay  then,  two  treys  ;  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice, 

Methegline,  wort^  and  malmfey ; well  run,  dice  •: 

Theie's 
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There's  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin,  Seventh  fweet,  adieu ; 
Since  you  can  cog,  I'll  play  no  more  with  you, 
Bh-on.   One  word  in  fecret. 
Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 
Biron.  Thou  griev*ft  my  gall. 

Prin.   Gall?  bitter ■ 

BirQn.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  w^ord  ? 

Mar.   Name' it. 

Dum.  Fair  lady, • 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  fair  lord  : 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum.  Pleafe  it  you; 
As  much  in  private;  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 

Cath.  What,  was  your  vifor  made  without  a  tongue  ?. 
Long.  I  know  the  reafon,  lady,  why  you  alk. 
Cath.   O,  for  your  reafon !   quickly.  Sir  ;  I  loFig. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongae  within  your  mafk. 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vizor  half. 

Cath.   Veal,  quoth  the D«i^f/6 man;  is  not  veal  calf ? 
Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 
Cath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 
Long.  Lett's  part  the  word. 
Cath.  No,  ril  not  be  your  half  ; 
Take  all,  and  wean  it  j  it  may  prove  an  ox.        [mocks ! 
Long.  Look,  how  you  butt  your  felf  in  thefe  Iharp 
Will  you  give  horns,  chaile  lady?  do  not  fo. 

Cath.   Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 
Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
Cath.   Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry.     . 
Boyet.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  arc  as  keea 

As  is  the  "razor's  edge,  invincible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  fecn : 
Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe,  fo  fenfible 
Seemetli  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings ; 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,    thought,   fwifter 

things. 
,  .  Rof.  Not  one  word  more,    my  maids ;    break  off, 
'^*  break  off. 

Biron,  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  feoff. — 

Kinp 
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ir%. .  Farewel,  mad  wenches ;  you  have  fimplewits; 
[Exeunt  King  and  Lor4s. 

SCENE     VI. 

Prtn.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mofccnxitis, 
Are  thele  the  Breed  of  wits  fo  wondred  at  ? 

Boyet,  Tapers  they  are  with  your  fweet  breaths  puft 
out. 

^of.  Well-liking  wits  they  have ;  grofs,  grofs  j  fat, . 
fat. 

Trin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly  poor  flout! 
Will  they  not  (think  you)  liang  tliemfelves  to  night  ? 

Grever,  but  in  vizors,  Ihew  their  faces? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  count'nance  quite. 

Rof.  O !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes. 
The  King  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin.    Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  fcrvice,  and  his  fword  : 
No,  point,  quoth  I;  my  fervant  ftraight  was  mute. 

Cath.  Lord  Longaville  faid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart  i : 
And,  trow  you,  what  he  calFd  me  ? 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Catb.   Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin.  Go,  ficknefs  as  thou  art ! 

Rof.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  flatute-caps,. 
But  will  you  hear?  ■  the  King  is  my  love  fworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  me, 

Cath,   And  Longa<viUe  was  for  my  fervice  born. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree, 

Boyef.  Madam,  and  pretty  miilreffes,  give  ear  : 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  flVapes :  for  it  can  never  be^ 
They  will  digejEl  this  harfh  indignity. 

Prin .  Wfl  1  they  return  ? 

Boyet.   They  will,  they  will,  God  knows ; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows": 
Therefore,  change  Favours ;  and,  when  they  repair. 
Blow,,  like  fweet  rofes,  in  this  hmm^sy  air. 
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Prtn.  How,  blow?  how,  blow  ?  fpeakto  he  underftood* 
Boyet.  "  ^  Fair  ladies,  mafkt,  are  rofcs  in  the  bud  ^ 
"  Qr  angels  veilM  in  clouds :  are  rofes  blown, 
"  Difmafkt,  their  damaik  fweet  commixture  fhewn. 

Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity !  what  fhall  we  do,. 
If  they  return  in  their  own  fhapes  to  woo  ? 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd. 
Let's  mock  them  ftill,  as  well  known,  as  difguis'di 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difguis'd,  like  Mofco^ites,  in  *  ihapelefs  gear ; 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 
Their  {hallow  Shows,  and  Prologue  vildly  pen'd. 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous. 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  Tent  to  us. 
Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  Gallants  are  at  handV 
Brin,  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land,. 

\Bxeunt, 

6  Fair  ladies,  maj^t,  are  rofes  in  the  bud\ 

Difmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  commixture  JheTVtty 
j4re  AnGZLS  veiling  clouds,  or  rofes  blown.']      This  ftrange 
nonfenfe,  made  worfe  by  the  jumbling  together  and  tranfpo£ng  the 
iines,  J  direfled  Mr.  Theobald  to  read  thus. 

Fair  ladies,  maskt,  are  rofes  in  the  hud'y 
Or  ANGSLS  vElx*D  IN  r/da^i  ;-  are  rofes  bhiutif 
Diftnaskt,  their  damask  fiveet  commixture  fJoeivn. 
But  he  willing  to  fliew  how  well  he  could  improve  a_  thought,, 
would  print  it, 

■'  Or  Angel-'veiling  Clouds-^ 

i.  e.  cloud?  which  veil  Ang.els  ^  And  by  this  means  gave  us,  as  the 
old  pro  verb,  iays-,  a  cloud  for  a  Juno,  It  was  Shakefpear\  purpofe  to 
compare  a  fine  lady  to  an  angel  j.  it  was  Mr.  Tijtfo^-a/^'s  c^flwre  to 
compare  her  to  z  cloud :  And  perhaps  the  ill-bred  reader  will  fay  a 
lucky  one.  However  I  fuppofed  the  Poet  could  never  be  fo  nonfen- 
fipal  as  to  compare  a  masked  lady  to  a  cloud,  though  he  might  com- 
pare her  'iJiask  to  one.  The  Oxford  Editor  who  had  the  advantage 
both  of  this  emendation  and  criticifra,  is  a  great  deal  more  fubtile 
and  refined,  and  fays  it  ihouid  not  be  angels  rueird  in  clouds,,  but  angels 
•veiling  clouds,  i.e.  capping  the  fun  as  they  go  by.him,.juft  as  a  man 
veils  his  bonnet. 

*  Shapelefs  gear  ;]    Shfpelefs,  for  uncoutb,  or  what 

^bakefpsar  elf^where  calls  diffufed^ 

S  C  E  N  E 


2'34         Love's  Labour's  Lost. 

SCENE    VII. 
Before  the  Princefs^s  F  a'vilion. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,   Longaville,  and  Dumain    in 
their  o^wn  habits ;  Boyet,  meeting  them.-  ' ' 

■^%-  T7  AIR  Sir,    Godfaveyou!  Where's  the  Prin-f 

J?  cei^? 

Boyet.   Gone  to  her  Tent, 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefly,  command  me  any  fervice  to  her? 

King,   That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 

Boyet.   I  will ;  and  fo  v/ill  (he,  I  know,  my  lord.  [  jEat/V^ 

Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pidgeons  peasi-:i 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jo^us  doth  pleafe  :  '  - 

He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  waffals,  meetings,  markets,  fairs : 
And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Hare  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  fhow. 
This  Gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fieeve  ; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  B'ue. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp :  why,  thiB  is  he,  ^ 

That  kill  away  liis   hand  in  courtehe  ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  Monfieor  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms ;  nay,  he  can  fmg 
A  mean  mofl  mainly  ;  and,,  in  ufhering, 
Mend  him  who  can  ;  the  ladies  call  him  fweet  j 
The  Hairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet. 
7  This  is  the  flower,  that  fmiles  on  every  one. 
To  fliev/  his  teeth,  as  white  as  whale  his  bone.— 

And 

7  Thh  is  the  flower,  that  fmiles  on  fv'ry  otie."}  The  broken  dif- 
jointed  metaphor  is  a  fault  in  writing.  But  in  order  to  pafs  a  trug 
judgment  on  this  fault,  it  is  ftill  to  be  obferved,  that  when  a  meta-  . 
phor  is  grown  fo  common  as  to  defert,  as  it  were,  the  figurative,  and 
to  be  received  into  the  common  ftile,  then  what  may  be  affirmed  of 
the  thing  reprefen ted,  oxthtfubfiance,  naay  be  affirmed  of  the  thing 
reprefenting,  or  the  linage.  To  iliuftrate  this  by  the  inftance  before 
us,  a  very  cornplaifant,  finical,  over-gracious  perfon,  was  fo  com- 
monly called  tht  jloiver ,  or  as  he  elfewhere  exprefTes  it,  the  p:nk  of 
courtejie,  that  in  common  talk,  or  in  the  lov/eft  ftile,  this  metaphor 
jnight  be  uled  without  keeping  up  the  image,  but-  any  tiling  affirm- 

oil 
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And  confciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt. 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongu'd  Boyet, 

King,  A  blifter  on  his  fweet  tongue  with  my  hearty 
That  put  Armada's  Page  out  of  his  Part ! 

SCENE     VIII. 

l^nter  the  Princefs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine,  Boyet, 
and  attendants. 

Biron.  See,  where  it  comes  j  ^  behaviour,  what  wert 
thou, 
'Till  this  man  ihewM  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou  now  ? 
King.   All  hail,  fweet  Madam,  and  fair  time  of  day  \ 

Prin.   Fair  in  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Conftrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Frin.  Then  wilh  me  better,    I   will  give  you 
leave. 

ed  of  it  as  of  an  agnbmen :  hence  it  might  fee  faid,  without  offenctj  to 
ffKile,  to  flatter,  Sec.  And  the  rcafon  is  this  j  in  the  more  folemn, 
Jefs-ufed  metaphors,  our  mind  is  fo  turned  upon  the  image  which  the 
metaphor  conveys,  that  it  expe£ls,  this  image  feould  be,  for  ferae 
little  time,  continued,  by  tei'ms  proper  to  keep  it  in  view.  And  if,  for 
want  of  thefe  terms,  the  image  be  no  fooner  prefentcd  than  difmifled-, 
the  mind  fuffers  a  kind  of  violence  by  being  drawn  o&  abruptly  and 
unexpciSledly  from  its  contemplation.  Hence  it  is  that  the  brcken, 
disjointed,  and  mix'd  metaphor  fo  much  fhocks  us.  But  when  it  is 
once  become  worn  and  hacknied  by  common  ufe,  tken  even  the  very 
firft  mention  of  it  is  not  apt  to  excite  in  us  the  reprefentative  image  j 
but  brings  immediately  before  as  the  idea  of  the  thing  reprefentedo. 
And  then  to  endeavour  to  keep  up  and  continue  the  borrow'd  ideas, 
by  right  adapted  terms,  would  have  as  ill  an  efie£t  on  the  other 
hand  :  Becaufe  the  mind  is  already  gone  off  from  the  image  to  the 
fubftancc.  Grammarians  would  do  well  to  confider  what  has  been 
here  faid  when  they  fet  upon  amending  Greek  and  Roman  writings* 
For  the  much-ufed  hacknied  metaphors  being  now  very  imperfedlly 
known,  great  care  is  required  not  to  adl  in  this  cafe  temerarioufly, 

8  —  beba'vioury  ivhat  -wert  thcUj 

^ Till  this  man  Jheiv'' d  thee  ?  and  ivhat  art  thou  tioivF]  Thefe 
are  two  wonderfully  fine  lines,  intimating  that  what  courts  call 
fjumers,  and  value  themfelves  fo  much  upon  teaching,  as  a  thing  no 
where  eife  to  be  learnt,  is  a  modeft  filent  accomphihment  under  the 
diredlion  of  nature  and  common  fenfe,  which  does  its  office  in  pro* 
moting  fecial  life  v/ithout  being  taken  notice  of.  But  that  when  it 
degenerates  into  fhew  and  parade  it  becomes  an  unmanly  contemptible 
equality, 

Ki.Mg. 
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Kmg.  We  come  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  Court ;  vouchfafe  it  then. 
"Brin,  This  field  fliall  hold  me,  and.fo  hold  your  vow : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  That,  which  you  provoke; 

9  The  virtue  of  your  eye  muft  break  my  oath. 
Trin.  You  nick-name  virtue ;.  vice  you  fhould  have 
fpoke : 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  lilly,  I  proteft,, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  fhould  endure,, 
I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft  i 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heav'nly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd.  in  defolation  here, 

Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  flmme. 
Trin.  Not  fo,  my  lord  i  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwear  ', 
We  have  had  pallimes  here,  and  pleafant  game, 
A  mefs  of  RuJJians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  Madam?   RuJJians? 
Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my,  lord  ;. 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip,  and  of  Ibte. 

RoJ.  Madam,  fpeak  true.     It  is  not  fo,  my  lord :: 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days) 
In  courtefie  gives  undei*erving  praife. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  RuJ/tan  habit :  here  they  ftay'd  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, " 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Biron.  This  jell  is  dry  to  m.e.     Fair,  gentle,  fweet,. 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifhj  when  we  greet. 

9  ^he  'Virtue  of  your  eye  MUST  break  mj  oaib.}      Common  fcnie 
rc<5uire5  us  to  read, 

i  .  .-  M  AD E  break  my  oatb, 
he.  made  me.     And  then  the  reply  is  pertinent— — It  wss   the 
force  of  your  beauty  that  made  me  break  my  oath,  therefore  you 
Ought  not  to  upbraid  mc  v/ith  a  crime  which  you  yourfeJf  was  the 
a>ufe  qU 

With. 
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With  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye. 
By  light  we  lofe  light ;  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  flora 
Wife  things  fcem  fooliih,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 
Rof,  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  ;  for  in  my  eye  -^ 
Biron.   I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Rof,  Bat  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong. 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Biron.   O,  I  am  yours,  and  ail  that  I  poffefs. 
Rof,  All  the  fool  mine  ? 
Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 
Rof.  "Which  of  the  vizors  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 
Biron.  V/here?   when^   what  vizor?  why  demand 

you  this  ? 
Rof.  There,  then,  that  vizor,  that  fuperfluous  Cafe, 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhewM  the  better  face. 

King.  We  are  defcried  i  they'll  mock  us  now  down- 
right. 
Dum.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 
Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  why  looks  your  Highnefs 

fad? 
Rof.  Help,  hold  his  brows,  he'll  fwoon :  why  look 
you  pale  ? 
Sea-fick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mofco'vy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  ilars  down  plagues  for  Perjury. 
Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? 
Here  ftand  I,  lady,  dart  thy  Ikill  at  me ; 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout, 
Thruft  thy  Iharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wifh  thee  never  more  to  dance. 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 
O  !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd. 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  tongue ; 
Nor  never  come  in  vizor  to  my  friend. 

Nor  woo  in  rhime,  like  a  blind  harper's  fong. 
TafFata-phrafes,  filken  terms  precife. 

Three  pil'd  hyperboles,  fpruce  affedation. 
Figures  pedantical,   thefe  fummer-flies, 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  ollentation  : 

I  do 


23§         Love's  Labour's  Lost, 

Ido  forfwearthemj  and  I  here  proteft. 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand,  God 
knows ! ) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  fhall  beexpreft 

In  ruffet  yeas^   and  honeil  kerfie  noes : 
And  to  begin,  wench,  (fo  God  help  me,  law  !) 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw. 

Jlof.  Sansf /am,  If  my  you. 

Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees :  foft,  let  us  fee  j 
Write,  Lord  hanje  mercy  on  us,  on  thofe  three  5 
They  are  infefted,  in  their  hearts  it  lyes  j 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes : 
Thefe  lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free  j 
For  the  lord's  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Prin>  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us. 

Biron.  Our  Hates  are  forfeit,  leek  not  to  undo  us. 

Rof.  It  is  not  fo  ;  for  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  Hand  forfeit  being  thofe  that  fae  ? 

Biron.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you, 

Rof.  Nor  Hiall  noti  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  v/it  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  tranf* 
greifion 
Some  fair  excufe. 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confefTion. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd  ? 

King    Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 
.  King.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 

Prin    When  you  then  were  here. 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpe«fl  her. 

Prin.  When  Ihe  ihall  challenge  this,  you  will  reje^ 
her. 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  : 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfw^ear. 

King.  Defpife  me,  when  I  break,  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin,  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.     P^.ofalinef 

What 
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What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight ;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world  -,  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him!  the  noble  lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  What  mean  you.  Madam  ?    by  my  life,  my 
troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  Oath. 

Rof.  By  heav'n,  you  did  ;  and  to  coniirm  it  plain. 
You  gave  me  this :  but  take  it.  Sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  to  th'  Princefs  I  did  give  5 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  this  jewel  did  fhe  wear : 
And  lord  Bii-on,  I  thank  him,  is  my  Dear. 
What  ?  will  you  have  me  ?  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either  :  I  remit  both  twain. 
I  fee  the  trick  on't ;  here  was  a  confent, 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment) 
To  daili  it,  like  a  Chrijlmas  comedy- 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  zany. 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher-kniglit,  fome/)/^-/?. 
That  '  fmiles  his  check  in  years,  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  ilie's  difposM, 
Told  our  intents  before ;  which  once  difclosM, 
The  ladies  did  cJiange  Favours,  and  then  we. 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fi.gn  of  ihe  : 
Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  are  again  forfworn  ;  in  will,  and  error. 
?vluch  upon  this  it  is. — And  might  not  You     [Te  BoyeS, 
Foreftal  ourfport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th'  fquier. 

And  laugh  upon  tiie  apple  of  her  eye, 
And  Hand  between  her  back.  Sir,  and  the  fire^ 
Holding  a  trencher,  jelling  merrily  ? 

You 

I fmiles  his chesh  fn  yezrs, ]   Mr.  Theobald  fays,  hecan^ 

not,  for  his  heart,  comprehend  the  fenfe  cfthis  pbraj'e.  It  was  not  his 
heart  but  his  head  that  ftood  in  his  way.  Tnyeari,  fignifies  into 
wrinkles.     So  in  The  Merchant  of  Venice, 

With 
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You  put  our  page  out:   ^  go,  you  are  allowM  } 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  iliall  be  your  fhrov/d. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye. 
Wounds  l^ce  a  leaden  fword. 

Bqyet,  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  bi^aveMangge,  this  Career,  been  run." 

Biron.  Lo>  heis  tilting  ftrait.     Peace,  I  have  done. 
Enter  Collar d, 
Welcome,  pure  wit,  thou  parteft  a,  f3.ir  fray. 

Coji.  O  lord.  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  Worthie?  fhall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three? 

CoJ}.   No,  Sir,  but  it  is  vara  fine  i 
Por  every  one  purfents  three. 

Biron.   And  three  tinses  three  is  nine  ? 

CoJi.  Not ib.  Sir,  under corretiion.  Sir;  I  hope,  itiS 
not  fo. 

You  cannot  beg  us.  Sir ;  I  can  aflure  you,  Sir,  we  know 
what  we  know :  I  hope,  three  times  thrice.  Sir 

Biron.   Is  not  nine. 

CoJi.  Under  corredion,  Sir,  we  know  whereuntil  k 
doth  amoimt. 

Bircri.  Byjo've,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

CoJi.  O  lord.  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  Ihould  get  your 
Kving  by  reckoning,  Sir. 

Biron.   How  much  is  it  ? 

CoJi.  O  lord.  Sir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  adlors. 
Sir,  will  fhew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount  J  for  my  own: 
part,  I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  perfedl  one  man  in  one 
poor  man,  Pompion  the  Great,  Sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

CoJi.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompion 
the  Great:  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree 
of  the  Worthy ;  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  tvr inkles  come. 

See  the  note  on  that  line. — But  the  Oxford  Editor  was  in  the  fame 
cafe,  andfo  alters  it  tojieers, 

2  go,  you  are  allowed  j]  i,  e.  you  may  fay  what  you  will^  , 

yoa area  licenfed  fool,  a  common jefter.     So  It^elftb  Night.    T^eiw  ■ 
ii  «#  Jlander  ik  an  ailow'd  fooU 

Birorti 
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Biron.  Go  bid  them  prepare. 

Coft.  We  will  turn  it  finely  ofF,  Sir,  we  will  take 
fome  care. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  fhame  us  i  let  them  not  ap- 
proach. [^Exit  Coft. 

Biron.  We  are  fhame-proof,  my  lord;  and  'tis  fome 
policy 
To  have  one  Show  worfe  than  the  King's  and  his  Com- 
pany. ^ 

King.  I  fay,  they  lliall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now  ^ 
That  fport  befc  pleaies,  that  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  zeal  drives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents ; 
Their  form,  confounded,  makes  moH  form  in  mirth ; 
When  great  things,  labouring,  perilh  in  their  birth. 

Biron*  A  right  defcriptionof  our  fport,  my  lord, 

SCENE     IX. 

Enter  Armado. 

Jrm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 
royal  fvveet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 

Biron.  Why  aik  you  ? 

Prin,  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

j^rm.  That^s  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honey  monarch ,; 
for,  I  proteft,  the  fchoolmaller  is  exceeding  fantaftical ; 
too,  too  vain;  too,  too  vain :  but  we  will  put  it,  as 
they  fay,  to  fortuna  de  la  gnerra.  I  v/ifh  you  the  peace 
of  mind,  moft  royal  coupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  Wor- 
thies :  he  piefentsHf^or  of  ^roy\  the  fwain,  Pompsy  the 
Great ;  the  parifli-curate,  Alexander ;  Ar7nado\   page, 
Hercules ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Machaheiis. 
And  if  thefe  four  Worthies  in  their  firil:  Show  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  odier  fire. 

Biron.  There  arc  five  in  the  firfl  Show. 

King.  You  are  deceiv * d,  'tis  not  fo. 

Biron.  The  pedant,   the  braggart,  the  hedg^-priefl, 
the  fool,  and  the  boy. 

Vol.  II.  M  A  bare 
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A  bare  throw  at  No'vum,  and  the  whole  world  again 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,    take  each  one  in's  vein. 
King,  The  fhip  is  under  fail,  and  here  fhe  comes 
amain. 

Enter  Coftard  for  Pompej- 
Coft.  /  Pompey  am  «■ 
Boyet.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. 

Cofl:.  /  Pompey  am 

Boyet.   ^  With  Libbarefs  head  on  knee. 
Biron.  Well   faid,   old  mocker:    I   muft  needs  be 
friends  with  thee. 

Coft.  /  Pompey  am,  Pompey,  furnam'd  the  Big. 
Dum.  The  Great. 

Coji.  It  is  Great,  Sir ;  Pompey,  furnam'd  the  Great ; 
fthat  oft  in  field,  ivith  targe  andjhield. 

Did  make  my  foeto  fnxeat : 
And  fra'velling  along  this  coaji,  I  here  am  come  hy  chance ; 
^nd  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fixjeet  lafs  of 
France. 

if  your  lady  fhip  would  fay,  **  thanks,  Pompey, 1  had 

done. 
Brin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
CoJi.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was 
perfect.     I  made  a  little  fault  in  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pofnpsy  proves  the 
be^  Worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander. 
Nath.   Wh^n  in  thenuorld  I  linfd,    I  nvas  the  nvorld^s 
Com?nander ; 
By  eaji,  nvef,  north  and  fouth,  I  fpread  my  conquering 


My  "^ Scutcheon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alifander. 
Boyet.  Your  nofe  fays,  no,  you  are  notj  for  it  Hands 

too  right. 
Biron.  Your  nofe  fmells,   no,  in  this,   moft  tender 
fmelling  Knight. 


3  With  Libbard"*  head  on  kme.^  This  allu4es  to  the  old  heroic 
habiti,  which  on  the  knees  and  fhoulders  had  ufualiy,  by  way  of 
exiitmcnt;  the  refemblancc of  a  Lfcpard's  or  Lion's  head, 

Prix, 
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Prin.  The  Conqueror  is  dirmaid:    proceed,    good 

Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  thenuorld  I li<vd,  I 'vjas  the  'world'' i 
Commander. 

Toyet.  Moll  true,  'tis  right ;  you  were  fo,  Alifandcr, 

Biron.  Psmpey  the  Great,  — • — 

Cojl.  Your  fervant,  and  Cojiard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  Conqueror,  take  away  Ali^ 
fander.  * 

Coji.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  AUfander  the  Con- 
queror. \to  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of  the 
painted  cloth  for  this ;  your  lion,  that  holds  the  polLax 
fitting  on  a  clofe-ftool,  will  be  given  to  A-jaxy  he  will 
be  then  the  ninth  Worthy.  A  Conqueror,  and  afraid  to 
fpeak  ?  run  away  for  Ihame,  AUfander.  There,  an't 
Ihall  pleafe  you ;  a  foolifii  mild  man  j  an  honeft  man, 
look  you,  and  foon  dafh'd.  He  is  a  marvellous  good 
neighbour,  infooth,  and  a  very  good  bowler ;  but  for 
AUfander,  alas,  you  fee,  how 'tis  a  little  o'er-parted  : 
but  there  are  Worthies  a  coming  will  fpeak  their  mind 
in  fome  other  fort. 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holofemes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercule*. 
Jiol.   Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp, 

Whofe  club  kill'd   Cerberus,    that  three-headed 
canus ; 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  fhrimp. 

Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferpents  in  his  ma^us : 
^oniam,  he  feemethin  minority ; 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apology. 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  and  vaniih.    {Mxk  Moth. 
Hoi.  Judas  I  am. 
Dum.  A  fudas  ! 
Hoi.  '^Qt  If  car  tot.    Sir; 
Judas  /  am,ycleped  Machabeus. 

JDum.  Judas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas, 
Biron.  A   kifling  traitor.      How    art  thou    prov'd 

Judas  ? 
Hoi.  Judas  I  am. 
Dum.  The  more  Ihame  for  you,  Judqs. 

M  2  Hsi 
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Mol.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Bpyet    To  make  Judas  hang  himfelF. 

Mol.  Begin,  Sir,  you  are  my  elder. 
:     Biron.  V/ell  folio wMj    Judas  was   hanged  on  an 
Elder. 

Mol.  I  wiilnotbe  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face, 

Mol.  What  is  this  ? 
<'   Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

J)um.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron,  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Zong.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  feeiu 

Boyef.  The  pummel  of  Ca/ars  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flafk. 

Biron.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch. 

Dum,  Ay,   and  in  a  brooch  of  lead, 

Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer  i 
And  now,  forward  j  for  we  have  put  thee  in  counte- 
nance. 

Mol.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Falfe  ;  we  have  given  thee  faces, 

Mol.  But  you  have  out-6c'd  them  all. 

Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  (o. 

Boyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  adieu,  fweet  Jude ;  nay,  why  doft  thou  flay  ? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  ^  to  the  Jude ;  give  it  him.  Jud-aa, 
away. 

Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 

Boyet.  A  light  for  monfieur  Judas  i  it  grows  dark, 
he  may  Humble. 

^rin.  Alas !  poor  Machaheus,    how  he  hath  been 
baited ! 

Enter  Armado, 

Biron,  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles,   here  comes  HtSor 
in  arms. 

Dum.  Tho'  roy  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will  now 
be  merry. 

King.  HeSior  was  but  a  Trojan  in  reipcft  of  this. 

Boyet.  But  is  this  Heaor? 

King,  I  think,  Hs^or  waa  not  fo  clean-timbcrM. 

Longl 
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Eojtg.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  He£ior. 

Dum.  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No ;  he  is  befl  indu'd  in  the  fmall. 

Biron.  This  can't  be  HeSior. 

Dum.  He's  a  God  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  faces^ 

Arm.  The  armipotent  M.3.XS,  of  launces  the.  Almighty^ 
Gii've  Heclor  a  Gift,  n  ■  ■ 

Dum»  A  gilt  nutmeg.-  ^^ 

Biron.  A  lemon.  wK§ 

Long.  Stuck  withclov€6,.  ^ 

Dum.  No,  cloven. 

Arm.   The  arfnipotent  yL&rs,  of  lizunces  the  Almighij^ 
Ga've  Hedlor  a  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion  ; 
A  man  fo  breath"  d,  that  certain  he  'would fight  ye 

From  morn  "^  till  night,  out  of  his pa^jilion, 
I  am  that  Flonver. 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  cullambine. 

Arm.  Sweet  lord  Longa-ville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long.  I  mull  rather  give  it  the  rein  ,•  for  it  runs  a- 
gainll  He^lGr, 

Dum.  Ay,  and  UeSior'^i  a  grey-Kound: 

Arm.  The  fweet  War-man  is  dead  and  rotten ; 
Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buryM : 
But  I  will  forwardwith  my  device  ; 
Sweet  Royalty,  bellow  on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

Prin.  Speak>  brave  Hector  ;  we  are  much  delighted^. 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace's  flipper. 

Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not,  by  the  yard. 

Arm,  This  lHQdiOX  far  furmounted  Hannibal. 

Coji,  The  party  is  gone,  fellcw  Memory  fhe  is  gone  i 
fhc  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 

CoJl.  Faith,  unlefs  you  play  the  honell  Trojan,. tht 
poor  wench  is  cafl  away  j  Ihe's  quick,  the  child  brags 
in  her  belly  already.     'Tis  yours. ' 

Arm.  Doll  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates  ? 
Thou  flialt  die. 

Cpfi.  Then  Ihall  He&or  be  whipt  for  Ja^uenetta,  that 
M.  5  is 
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is  quick  by  iiim ,-  and  hang'd   for  Pompey,  that  is  dead 
by  him. 

Dum.  Moft  rare  Pompey  ! 

Boyet.   Renowned  Pompey  I 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  gr^at  Pom- 
fey  !  Pompey  the  huge  ! 

Dum.  HeBor  trembles. 

Biron,  Pompey  is  movM ;  more  Ates,  more  Ates\  flir 
|}iem  on,  ftir  them  on. 

D'um,  HeSlor  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's.  bel- 
ly than  will  fup  a  flea. 

Arm.  By  the  north-pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Coj}.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern 
jnan:  Til  flafli  j  Flldo't  by  the  Sword :  I  pray  you,  let . 
me  borrow  my  arm.s  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Cofi.   ril  do  it  in  my  fhirt. 

Dum.  yio^rziolyitQ  Pompey  t 

Moth.  Mailer,  let  me  take  yoii  a  button-hole  lower. 
Bo  ye  not  itt,  PsTrtp^y  h  uncafing  for  rhe  combat : 
what  mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me  j  I  will 
Slot  combat  in  my  Ihirt. 

Dum,  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pompey  hath  made  the, 
challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Ar7n.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  (hirt ;  I  go 
woolward  for  penance. 

Ecyet.  "  True,  and  4  it  was  enjoin-d  him  in  Pome 

"  for 


4  //  iva.s  enjoiij^d  him  in  Rome  for  %vant  of  linen  j]  This  may 
poiTibly  allude  to  a  ftory,  well  known  in  our  author's  time,  to  this 
JEffeft-  A  S-paniard  zx.  RomehWin^xm  di^id^  as  he  by  expiring,  aa 
intimate  friend,  by  chance,  came  by,  and  oftered  him  his  beft  fer- 
vices.  The  dying  man  told  him  he  had  but  one  rcqueft  to  make  to 
liim,  but  conjured  him  by  the  memory  of  their  paft  friend/hip  punc- 
tually to  comply  with  it,  which  was  not  to  fuffer  him  to  be  ftript, 
font  to  bury  him  as  he  lay,  in  the  habit  he  then  had  on.  When  this 
■was  promifed,  the  Spaniard  clofed  his  eyes,  and  expired  with  great 
.:Qmpof»fe ^nd  re^gnation.    But  his  friend's  cinicfity  prevailing  over 
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«  for  want  of  linen ;  fince  when,  I'll  be  fworn,  Re 
"  wore  none  but  a  difh  clout  of  Jaquenettaz,  and  that 
"  he  wears  next  his  heart  for  a  Favour/' 

S  C  E  N  E     X. 

Enter  Macard. 

Mac.  God  fave  you,  Madam  I 

Prin.  Welcome,  Macard,  but  that  thou  interrupt 
our  merriment. 

Mac.  I'm  forry.  Madam,   for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     The  King  your  father 

Prin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mac.  Even  fo  :  my  Tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies,  away ;  the  Scene  begins  to  cloucf. 

Jrm.  For  my  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath;  ^  I 
have  feen  the  day  of  right  through  the  little  holeof  dif- 
cretion,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  foldier. 

[Exeunt  Wart  hies. 

King.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Prin.  Boyet',  prepare  ;  I  will  away  to  night. 

King.  Madam,  not  fo ;  I  do  befeeeh  you,  ftay, 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  fay.  —  I  thank  you,  gracious  lords, 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom  to  excufe,  or  hide. 
The  liberal  oppolition  of  our  fpirits ; 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  our  felves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.     Farewel,  worthy  Lord; 
An  heavy  heart  bears  not  a  (a)  nimble  tongue : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  ihort  of  thanks. 
For  my  great  Suit  fo  eafily  obtaia'd. 

King.  The  extreme  part  of  time  extremely  fbrm^ 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed ; 

his  good  faith,  he  had  him  ftript,  and  found,  to  his  great  furpriicj 
that  he  wa;?  without  a  fhirt. 

5  /  ha-ve  jecn  the  days  o/"  v/RONG  through  the  little  hole  of  difcn- 
tio»,]  This  has  no  meaning,  we  /hould  read»  the  day  of  right, 
i.e.  I  have  forefeen  that  a  day  will  come  when  I  fliall  have  ju!lice 
done  m^,  and  therefore  I  prudently  referve  myfclffor  that  time. 

£  (a J  nimble,  Mr,  'Iin^ald-—'V\a\fi,.  humi/e.^ 

M  4  And 
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And  often,  at  his  very  loofe,  decides 
That,  which  long  Procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  Progeny- 
Forbid  tiie  rmiling  courtene  of  love. 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince  $ 
Yet  fince  love's  argument  was  firfl  on  foot. 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  jufde  it 
From  what  it  purpos'd :  Since,  to  wail  friends  loft, 
Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable. 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Fri».  I  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

JSiroa.  Honeft  plain  words   beft  pierce  the  car  of 
griefj 
And  by  thefe  badges  underfland  the  King, 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  v/e  negleded  time, 
Play'd  foul  Play  with  our  oaths  :  your  beauty,  ladies. 
Hath  much  defomiM  us,  falhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th'  oppofed  end  of  our  intents  ; 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous. 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  fh'ains. 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  Ikipping  in  vain, 
Porm'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye. 
Full  of  flraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms,, 
Varying  in  fubjefts  as  the  eye  doth  rowl,^ 
To  every  varied  objedl  in  his  glance ; 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 
Have  miibecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 
Suggelled  us  to  make  them :  therefore,  ladies. 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  like  wife  yours.     We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe. 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both  5  fair  ladies,  you  : 
And  even  that  fallhood,  in  it  felf  a  fin. 
Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  Grace. 

Pn'n.  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love  5 
Your  Favours,  the  embaffadors  of  love  : 
And  in  our  maiden  council  rated  them 
At  courtfliip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courteiie : 
As  bumbaft,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 

5  But 
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s  But  more  devout  than  this,  (fave  our  refped^s) 
Have  we  not  been  ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum,  Our  letters.  Madam,  fhew'd  much  more  than 
jeft. 

Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

Ro/.  ^  We  did  not  quote  them  Co. 

King.  Now  at  the  lateil  minute  of  the  hour,  .;. 

Grant  us  your  loves.  ** 

Prin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  Ihort, 
To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in ; 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  much. 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs ;  and  therefore,  this——* 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  fhall  you  do  for  me  j 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft ;  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 
There  Hay,  until  the  twelve  celeftial  Signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning. 
If  this  auftere  infociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  y 
If  froils,  and  fails,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blolToms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  tryal,  andlaft  love; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge  me ;  challenge  me,  by  thefe  deferts  1 ; 
And  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  killing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine ;  and  'till  that  inftant  Ihut 
My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe. 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.- 

5  But  more  devout,  than  these  are  our  refpeSs 
Have  we  not  been  ;  j 

This  nonfenfe  fhould  be  read  thus. 

But  more  devout  than  this,  (save  our  refpeSfs) 

Have  tve  not  been  j — -~ 

i.e.  fave  the  refpeit  we  owe  to  your  majafty's  quality,  your  cojit- 
ihip  we  have  laughed  at,  and  made  a  jeft  of. 

6  We  didtsoPQOAT  the.mfo.']  We  ihould  read,  <;.uote,  efleen;, 
reckon. 

M  5  If 
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If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part ; 
Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

Kifig.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 
7  To  fetter  up  theie  powers  of  mine  with  reft  ; 

The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye ! 
Hence,  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaft. 

Biron.  ^  [And  what  to  me,  my  love  I  and  what  ta 
me  ? 

Rof.  Youmuftbe  purged  too,  your  lins  are  rank. 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury ;, 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve-month  fhall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft. 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick.} 

Dwn.  But  what  to  me,  my  love?  but  what  to  me? 

Cath.  A  wife !— a  beard,  fair  health  and  honefty  i 
With  three-fold  love  I  wifh  you  all  thefe  three. 

Dum.  O,  fhall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife? 

Cath.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  a  twelve-month  and  a  day, 
I'll  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay. 
Come,  when  the  King  doth  to  my  lady  come ; 
Then  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  fome. 

Dum.  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Cath.  Yetfwearnot,  left  ye  be  forfworn  again. 

Long.  What  fays  Maria  P 

Mar.  At  the  twelve-month's  end, 
.FIl  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

L/}»g.  I'll  ftay  with  patience  j  but  the  time  is  !ong> 

Mar.  The  liker  you  ;  few  taller  are  fo  young. 

Biron.  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me> 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  Suit  attends  thy  anfwer  there  j 
Irapofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  my  love. 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 

7  To  FLATTER  uf  tlefe pozvets  cf  mine 'with  reji  {\  We  should 
read;  f  e  t  r  e  e  up,  i,  e.  the  turbulence  of  his  pafilon,  which  hindered 
4iim  fronn  fleepLng,  while  he  was  uncertain  whether  fhevvould  have 
iiim  or  not.  So  that  he  fpeaks  to  this  purpofe.  If  I  luould  not  do 
more  than  this  te  gain  r/ty  wonted  repofe,  may  that  npofe  end  in  my 
death. 

8  And  what  to  me,  mylonjs?   Sec. }    Thefe  fix  hnes  are  mif- 

■jlaced,  and  ought  to  be  expung'dj  as  being  the  author's  firft  draught 
_»3nly,  of  what  he  afterwards  ^inproved  and  made  fla«r?  perfgft. 

Before 
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Before  I  favv  you  ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks  i 
Full  of  comparifons  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  eflates  will  execute. 
That  lye  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain. 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Witliout  the  v/hich  I  am  not  to  be  won ;) 
You  ihall  this  twelve-month-term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  Sick,  and  ftiil  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches ;  and  your  tafk  fnall  be. 
With  all  the  £erce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
T'  enforce  the  pained  Impotent  to  fmile. 

Biro/i.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death  ? 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoflible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Ro/.  Why,  that's  the  v/ay  to  choak  a  gibing  fpirit^ 
Whofe  inRuence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace. 
Which  fhallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools : 
A  jeiVs  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it:  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  de;^r  groans,. 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns;  continue  then. 
And  I  vvill  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal : 
But  if  they  will  not,  throv/  away  that  ipirit  i 
And  I  iliall  hnd  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  Reformation. 

Siro/:.  A  twelve-month?  well;  befall,  what  will  be- 
fall, 
I'll  jell  a  twelve-month  in  an  Hofpital. 

Prl/i.  Ay,  fweet  my  loi  d,  and  fo  I  take  my  leare. 

[To  tbi  King.. 

King.  No,  Madam  ;  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way.. 

Biron.  Oua*  v/ooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play  ; 
Jack  hath  not  Jill',  thefe  ladiei'  courtefie 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  Comedy.. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve-month  and  2  day,, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Birofi.  That's  too  long  for  a  Play, 
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JEnUr  Armado. 

Jrm.  Sweet  Majefly,  vouchfafe  me 

Fri».  Was  not  that  He^or? 

Dum,  That  worthy  Knight  of  l^roy. 

Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave.  I 
am  a  Votary ;  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  years.  But,  moll-efteem'd 
Greatnefs,  v/ili  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two 
learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl  and  the 
cuckow  ?  it  fhould  have  foilow'd  in  the  end  of  our  Show. 

King.   Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 

Jrm.  Holla!  approach. 

Enter  all,  for  the  Song, 
This  fide  is  Hi  ems,  winter.  .     . 

This  Fer,  the  fpring  :  the  one  maintained  by  th«  owl. 
The  other  by  the  cuckow. 
jFer,  begin. 

The    SONG. 

SPRING. 

When  dairies  pied,  and  'violets  blue, 

JJnd  lady-fmocks  all Jihoer  ijohite. 
And  cucko<vj'huds  ofyello'w  hue, 

9  J)o  paint  the  meadonvs  much-bedight  i 
^he  cuckonv  then  on  e^very  Tree 
Mocks  married  men  ',  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cucko'vj  I 

Cucko^j  !  cucko'w  !  O  ivord  of  fear, 

TJnpleaftng  to  a  married  ear  ! 

When  Shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  Jlraivs, 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmen' s  clocks: 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  da<vjs  i 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  fmocks  ; 

9  Do  paint  tht  meadonvs  with  delight ;]  This  is  a  pretty  rural 
fong,  in  which  the  iirages  are  drawn  with  great  force  from  nature. 
But  this  fenfelefs  expletive  of  paint  ing'witb  delight,  I  would  read  thus, 

Dopaint  th:  meadoivs  much-bedight, 
i.e.  much  bedecked  or  adorned,  as  they  are  in  fpring-time.     The 
epithet  is  proper^  and  the  compound  not  inelegant. 
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The  cuckaiu  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men  J  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckoixj  ! 

Cucko--w  !  cuckoiv  !  O  'word  of  fear, 

Unpleajing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

WINTER. 

When  ificles  hang  hy  the  nvall, 

And  Dick  the  Jhepherd  hlonus  his  nail', 
j^nd  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail; 
When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ijoays  befoul, 
Then  nightly  Jings  the  faring  ovil 
Tu-ixihitt  to-nvhoo  ! 

A  merry  note. 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

when  all  aloud  the  ivind  doth  hlonv. 

And  coughing  dronjons  the  Parfons  fa^ao  ', 
And  birds  ft  brooding  in  the  fnonx). 

And  Marian'j  nofe  looks  red  and  raiv  | 
When  roafed  crabs  hifs  in  the  botul, 
Then  nightly  fings  the  faring  o^wl 
Tu-njuhit!  to-^vhoo  ! 

A  merry  note. 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfh  after  the  Songs  of  Apollo  : 
You,  that  way ;  we,  this  way.  [Exmf;t  mnesl 


Act 
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This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armsido  hight^  &c.]  This, 
as  I  have  fhewn,  in  the  note  in  its  place,  relates  to  the 
ftories  in  the  books  of  Chivalry.  A  few  words  there- 
fore concerning  their  Origin  and  Nature  may  not  be 
unacceptable  to  the  reader.  As  I  don't  know  of  any 
writer  who  has.  given  any  tolerable  account  of  this  mat- 
ter :  and  efpecially  as  Monfieur  Htiet,  the  Bipop  of 
A'Vranckes,  who  wrote  a  formal  treatife  of  tlie  Origin  of 
Romances^  has  faid  little  or  nothing  of  thefe  in  that  fu- 
perficial  work.  For  having  brought  down  the  account 
of  Romances  to  the  later  Greeks,  and  entered  upon  thofe 
compofed  by  the  barbarous  weftern  writers,  which  have 
nov/  the  name  of  Romances  almoil  appropriated  to  them,, 
he  puts  the  change  upon  his  reader,  and,  inllead  of  giving 
us  an  account  of  thefe  books  of  Chivalry,  one  of  the  moll 
curious  and  intereiling  parts  of  the  fubje^l  he  promifed. 
to  treat  of,  he  contents  himfelf  with  a  long  account  of 
the  poems  of  the  PrQ-vincial  Writers,  called  likewife 
Romances :  and  fa,  under  the  equinjoque  of  a  common 
term,  drops  his  proper  fubjed",  and  entertains  us  with 
another  that  had  no  relation  to  it  more  than  in  the  name. 

The  Spaniards  were  of  all  others  the  fondeft  of  thefe 
fables,  as  fuiting  bed  their  extravagant  turn  to  galantry 
and  bravery  ;  which  in  time  grew  fo  exceffive,  as  to  need 
all  the  efficacy  of  Cervantes'' ^  incomparable  fatireto  bring 
them  back  to  their  fenfes.  The  French  fuffered  an  ea- 
fier  cure  from  their  Doftor  Rabelais.,  who  enough  difcre- 
dited  the  books  of  Chivalry,  by  only  unng  the  extrava- 
gant ftories  of  its  Giant' ,  i^c.  as  a  cover  for  another  kind 
of  fatire  againil  the  refined  Politics  of  his  countrymen;, 
of  which  they  were  as  much  poiTcfTed  as  the  Spaniards-: 
of  their  Romantic  Bra'very.  A  bravery  our  Shake/pear- 
makes  their  cliaraderiilic,  in  this  defcriptionof  a  Spanijh, 
Gentleman : 

A  Man  of  compliments  J  nvhom  right  and  wrong 
Have  chofe  as  Umpire  of  their  mutiny  ; 

This 
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This  Child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  highty 

For  interim  to  our  Jiudies,Jhall relate. 
In  high-born  words,  the  ^worth  of  many  a  Knight, 

From  tawny  Spain,  loft  in  the  world's  debate. 

The  fenfe  of  which  is  to  this  effedl :  This  Gentleman,  fays 
the  fpeaker,  Jhall  relate  to  us  the  celebrated  Stories  recorded 
in  the  old  Romances y  and  in  their  -very  fiile.  Why  he  fays, 
fro7n  taivny  Spain,  is  becaufe,  thefe  Romances  being  of 
Spanijh  Original,  the  Heroes  and  the  Scene  were  generally 
of  that  country.  He  fays,  loji  in  the  <^jjorld's  debate,  be- 
caufe the  fabjedl  of  thofe  Romances  were  the  Crufades  of 
the  European  ChriHians  againft  the  Saracens  of  Jfia  and 
Africa. 

Indeed,  the  wars  of  the  Chriftians  againft  the  Pagans 
were  the  general  fubjedt  of  the  Romances  of  Chi<valry.. 
They  all  feem  to  have  had  their  ground-work  in  t>vo 
fabulous  monkiih  Hiilorians :  The  one,  who,  under  the 
name  of  Turpin  Archbiiliop  of  Rheims,  wrote  the  Hiftory 
and  Atchievements  o{  Charlemagne  and  his  twelve  Peers; 
to  whom,  inftead  of  his  father,  they  affigned  the  tafk  of 
driving  the  Saracens  out  of  France  and  the  South  parts 
oi  Spain  :  the  other,  our  Geojfry  of  yionmouth. 

Two  of  thofe  Peers,  whom  the  old  Romances  have 
rendered  moil  famous,  were  Oliver  and  Ronvland. 
Hence  Shakefpear  makes  Jlanfon,  in  the  firll  part  of 
Henry  VI.  fay,  '*  Froyfard,  a  countryman  of  ours,  re- 
"  cords,  England  all  Oli--vers  and  Ro<vAands  bred,  during 
**  the  time  Edward  the  Third  did  reign."  In  the  Spa- 
nijh Romance  oi  Bernardo  dclCarpio,  and  in  that  oi  Ron- 
cef'valles,  the  feats  of  Roland slyq  recorded  under  the  name 
of  Roldan  el  encantador ;  and  in  that  of  Palmerin  de 
Oli'va,  or  fimply  Qli^a,  thofe  of  Oliver :  for  Oli^a  is 
the  fame  in  Spanijh  as  Olivier  is  in  French.  The  account 
of  their  exploits  is  in  the  highell  degree  monftrous  and 
extravagant,  as  appears  from  thejudgmentpafied  upon 
them  by  the  Prieft  in  Don  fixate,  when  he  delivers  the 
Knight's  library  to  the  fecalar-arm  of  the  houfe-keeper, 
**  Exceptando  a  un  Bernardo  del  Carpio  que  anda  por 
"  ay,  y  a  otro  llamado  Roncef/alles ;  que  eitos  en  lle- 
**  ga^ndp  »  mis  mangs,  an  de  ellar  ^;i  J^  d^  la  ama,  y 

**  dellas 
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«  dellas  en  las  del  fuego  fin  remiffion  alguna."  '     And 
oi  Oli'ver  he  fays  j  *'  efla  Oliva  fe  haga  luego  raxas,  y 
*«  fe  queme,  que  aun  no  queden  della  las  cenizas.  *" 
The  reafonablenefs  of  this  fentence  may  be  partly  fcen 
from  one  ftory  in  the  Bernardo  del  Carpio,  which  telW 
us,  that  the  cleft  called  Roldatty  to  be  feen  on  the  fum- 
mit  of  an  high  mountain  in  the  kingdom  oi  Valencia, 
near  the  town  of  Alicant,  was  made  with  a  fingle  back- 
ilroke  of  that  hero's  broad  fword.     Hence  came  the 
proverbial  expreffion  of  our  plain  and  fenfible  Anceftors, 
who  were  much  cooler  readers  of  thefe  extravagances 
than  the  Spaniards,  of  gi'ving  one  a  Ro^vland  for  his 
Oliuer,  that  is,  of  matching  one  impoflible  lye  with  an* 
other :  as,  in  Trench,  f aire  le  Roland  means,  to  fw agger. 
This  driving  the  Saracens  out  of  France  and  Spain,  was, . 
as  we  fay,  the  fubjeft  of  the  elder  Romances.     And  the 
iirft  that  was  printed  in  Spain  was  the  famous  Amadis' 
de  Gaula,  of  which  the  Inquifitor  Prieil  fays  j  "  fegun 
**  he  oydo  dezir,  efte  libro  fue  el  primero  de  Cavallerias 
**  que  fe  imprimio  en  Efpana,  y  todo«  los  demas  an  to- 
•*  mado  principio  y  origen  defte ;"  3   and  for  which  he 
humouroufly  condemns  it  to  the  fire,  como  a  Dogmatiza'- 
dor  de  una  jfeSla  fan  fnala.     When  this  fubje(^  was  well 
exhaulled,  the  aifairs  of  Europe  afiorded  them  another 
of  the  fame  nature.     For  after  that  the  weilern  parts  had 
pretty   well   cleared  themfelves  of  thefe  inhofpitable 
Guefts;  by  the  excitements  of  the  Popes,  they  carried 
their  arms  againft  them  into  Greece  and  AJia,  to  fupport 
the  Byzantine  empire,  and  recover  the  holy  Sepulchre. 
This  gave  birth  to  a  new  tribe  of  Romances,  which  we 
may  call  of  the  fecond  race  or  clafs.     And  as  Amadis 
de  Gaula  was  at  the  head  of  the  firll,  fo,  correfpcndently 
to  the  fubjecl,  Amadis  de  Grecia  was  at  the  head  of  the 
latter.     Hence  it  is,  we  find,  that  Trehlzonde  is  as  cele- 
brated in  thefe  Romances  as  Roncefualles  is  in  the  other. 
It  may  be  worth  obferving,  that  the  two  famous  Italian 
epic  poets,  Ariofio  and  Tajfo,  have  borrowed,  from  each 
of  thefe  claffes  of  old  Rom,ances,  the  fcenes  and  fabjefls 
of  their  feveral  ftories :  Jriojio  choofing  the  firfc,  the  Sa- 

I  B,  Z.  C.  6,  a   Ibid.  3  Ibid. 

-  racens 
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racens  in  France  and  Spain  ;    and  Tajfo,  the  latter,  the 
Crufade  agatnjl  them  in  Jfia  :   Jriop^i  hero  being  Or-- 
lando  or  the  Trench  Roland:  for  as  the  Spaniards^  by  one 
way  of  tranfpofing  the  letters,  had  made  it  Roidan,  fo 
I  the  Italians,  by  another,  made  it  Orland. 
I     The  main  fubjeft  of  thefe  fooleries,  as  we  have  faid, 
ihad  its  original  in  Turpin's  famous  hiftory  of  Char- 
\lemagne  and  his  tnvehe  peers.     Nor  were  the  mon- 
ftrous   embelliihments   of  enchantments,    i^c.  the  in- 
vention of  the  Romancers,  but  formed  upon  eaftern 
tales,  brought  thence  by  travellers  from  their  crufades 
and  pilgrimages;  which   indeed   have  a  call  peculiar 
to  the  wild  imaginations  of  the  eaftern  people.     We  have 
a  proof  of  this  in  the  travels  of  Sir  J.  Mamde'viht 
whofe   exceffive    faperllition  and   credulity,    together 
with  an  impudent  monkifh  addition  to  his  genuine 
i  work,  have  made  his  veracity  thought  much  worfc^  of 
I  than  it  deferved.     This  voyager,  fpeaking  of  the  iile 
of  Cos,  in  the  Jrchipelago,  tells  the  following  llory  of 
an  enchanted  dragon.     "  And  alfo  a  zongeMan,  that 
**  wiftc  not  of  the  Dragnun,  Wcni  out  of  a  Schipp, 
<*  and  went  thorghe  the  Ifle,  till  that  he  came  to  th^ 
**  Caftelle,  and  cam  into  the  Cave  5  and  went  fo  longe 
"  till  that  he  fond  a  Chanibre  and  there  he  faughe  a 
'*  Damyfelle,  that  kembed  hire  Hede,  and  lokede  in 
"  a  Myrour  :  and  fche  hadde  meche  Trefourc  abouten 
**  hire  :  and  he  trowed  that  fche  hadde  ben  a  comoun 
**  Woman,  that  dwelled  there  to  refceyve  men  to  Fo- 
**  lye.     And  he  abode,  till  the  Damyfelle  faughe  the 
*'  fchadewe  of  him  in  the  Myrour.     And  fche  turned 
"  hire  toward  hinj,   and  alked  him  what  he  wolde. 
**  And  he  i^y^Q,  he  wolde  ben  hire  Limman  or  Para- 
**  mour.      And  fche  afked  him,    if  that  he  were  a 
"  Knyghte,    And  he  fayde,  nay.    And  then  fche  feyde, 
"  that  he  myghte  not  ben  hire  Limman.     But  fche  bad 
"  him  gon  azen  unto  his  Felowes,    and  make  him 
*'  Knighte,  and  come  azen  upon  the  Morwe,  and  fche 
"  fcholde   come  out  of  her  Cave  before  him  j   and 
*•  thanne  come  and  kyfle  hire  on  the  Mowthe  and  have 
"  no  drede.     For  I  fchalle  do  the  no  maner  harm,  alle 
**  be  it  that  thou  fee  me  in  lykencfs  of  a  Dragoun.  For 

"  thoughe 
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"  tlioughe  thou  fee  me  hideoufe  and  horrible  to  loken 
**  onne,  I  do  the  to  vvytene  that  it  is  made  be  En- 
•'  chauntement.  For  withouten  doute,  I  am  none  o- 
"  ther  than  thou  feeft  now,  a  Woman ;  and  therefore 
**  drede  the  noughte.  And  zif  thou  kyffe  me,  thou 
"  fchalt  have  alle  this  Trefoure,  and  be  my  Lord,  and 
**  Lord  alfo  of  all  that  Ifle.  And  he  departed,  &c.'' 
p.  29,  30.  Ed.  1725.  Here  we  fee  the  very  fpirit  of  a 
Romance-adventure.  This  honef!  traveller  believed  it 
all,  and  fo,  it  feems,  did  the  people  of  the  ifie.  Jnd 
fome  Men  feyn  (fays  he)  that  in  the  If^e  of  Lango  is  zit 
the  Doughtre  of  Ypocras  in  forme  and  lykeneffe  of  a  gret 
Dragoun,  that  is  an  hundred  Fadme  in  lengthe^  as  Men 
feyn :  For  I  ha've  not  feen  hire.  And  thei  of  the  IJles 
callen  hire.  Lady  of  the  Land.  We  are  not  to  think 
then,  thefe  kind  of  ftories,  believed  by  pilgrims  and 
travellers,  would  have  lefs  credit  either  with  the  wri- 
ters or  readers  of  Romances :  which  humour  of  the 
times  therefore  may  well  account  for  their  birth  and  fa- 
vourable reception  in  the  world. 

The  otiief  nronkifh  ntiilorlau,  who  fiipplicd  the  Ro- 
mancers with  materials,  v/as  our  Geoffry  of  Mo7imoiith^ 
For  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed,  thanL-  thefe  Children  of  Fan- 
cy (as  Shakefpear  in  the  place  quoted  above  finely  calls 
them,  inlinuating  that  Fancy  hath  its  infancy  as  well  as 
manhood)  fhould  Hop  in  the  midft  of  fo  extraordinary  a 
carrier,  or  confine  themfelves  within  the  lifts  of  the 
terra  firma.  From  Him  therefore  the  Spanijh  Romanr 
cers  took  the  ftory  of  the  Britijh  Arthur,  and  the 
Knights  of  his  round- table,  his  wife  Gueniher,  and  his 
conjurer  Merlin.  But  flill  it  was  the  fame  fubjedl,  (ef- 
fential  to  books  of  Chivalry)  the  Wars  of  CBriJlians  a.- 
gainfl  Infidels.  And  whether  it  was  by  blunder  or  de^ 
fign,  they  changed  the  Saxons  into  Saracens.  I  fufpedl 
by  defign :  For  Chivalry  without  a  Saracen  was  fo  ve- 
ry lame  and  imperfeft  a  thing,  that  even  that  wooden 
Image,  which  turned  round  on  an  axis,  and  ferved  the 
Knights  to  try  their  fwords,  and  break  their  launces  up- 
on, was  called,  by  the  Italians  and  Spaniards,  Saraci- 
m  and  Sarazino ;  fo  clofely  were  thefe  t^YO  ideas  con- 
i>e(5led. 

In 
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In  thefe  old  Romances  there  was  much  religious  {ii- 
perftition  mixed  with  their  other  extravagancies;  as 
appears  even  from  their  very  names  and  titles.  The  firft 
Romance  o^  Lancelot  of  the  Lake  and  King  Arthur  and 
his  Knights,  is  called  the  Hijlory  of  St.  GreaaL  This 
St.  Greaal  was  the  famous  relick  of  the  holy  blood  pre- 
tended to  be  colled:ed  into  a  vefTel  by  fofeph  of  Arima- 
thea.  So  another  is  called  the  Kyrie  Eleifon  of  Montaw 
ban.  For  in  thofe  days  Deuteronomy  and  Paralipome- 
mn  were  fuppofed  to  be  the  names  of  holy  men.  And 
as  they  made  Saints  of  their  Knights-errant,  fo  they 
made  Knights-errant  of  their  tutelary  Saints;  and  each 
nation  advanced  its  own  into  the  order  of  Chivalry. 
Thus  every  thing  in  thofe  times  being  either  a  Saint  or 
a  Devil,  they  never  wanted  for  the  marvellous,  hi  the 
old  Romance  of  Lancelot  of  the  Lake,  we  have  the  doc- 
trine and  difciplinc  of  the  Church  as  formally  delivered 
as  in  Bellarmine  himfelf.  "  La  confeiTion  (fays  the 
**  preacher)  ne  vaut  rien  ij  le  cceur  n'ell  repentant ;  & 
**  fi  tu  es  moult  &  eloigne  de  I'amour  de  noftre  Seigneur, 
**  tu  ne  peus  eitrc  ritccorde  fi  non  par  trois  chofes :  pre- 
"  mierement  par  la  confeilion  de  bouche ;  fecondemejQt 
*'  par  une  contrition  de  coeur;  tiercement  par  peine  de 
"  coeur,  &  par  oeuvre  d'aumone  &  charite.  Telle  eft 
■**  la  droite  voye  d'aimer  Dieu.  Or  va  &  fi  te  confefle 
**  en  cette  maniere  &  recois  la  difcipline  des  mains  de  tes 

**  confefleurs,  car  c'eft  le  figne  de  merite. -^ — Or 

"  mande  le  roy  fes  evefques,  dont  grande  partie  avoit 
"  en  Toft,  &  vinrent  tous  en  fa  chapelle.  Le  roy  vinl; 
**  devant  eux  tout  nud  en  pleurant,  &  tenant  fon  plein 
**  point  de  menues  verges,  fi  les  jetta  devant  eux,  &•  leur 
**  dit  en  foupirant,  qu'ils  priffent  de  luy  vengeance,  car 

**  je  fuis  le  plus  vil  pecheur,  i^c. Apres  prinfl: 

"  difcipline  &  d'eux  &  moult  doucement  la  recent." 
Hence  we  find  the  divinity  lectures  of  Don  ^ixote  and 
\!ti.t  penance  of  his  Squire,  are  both  of  them  in  the  ritual 
of  Chivalry.  Laftly,  we  find  the  Knight-errant,  after 
much  turmoil  to  himfelf,  and  diflurbance  to  the  world, 
frequently  ended  his  courfe,  like  Charles  V.  of  Spain ^ 
in  a  Monaflery  ;  or  tum'd  Hermit,  and  became  a  Saint 
\Xi  good  earneft,     And  this  again  will  let  us  into  the 

fpii-it; 


i6o         Love's  Labour's  Lost. 

^irit  of  thofe  Dialogues  between  Sancho  and  his  mafter, 
where  it  is  gravely  debated  whether  he  fhould  not  turn- 
Sainf  or  Archhipop. 

There  were  feveral  caufes  of  tliis  ftrange  jumble  of 
nonfenfe  and  religion.  A&JirJf,  the  nature  of  the  fub- 
J(e61,  which  was  a  religious  War  or  Crufade :  idly.  The 
quality  of  the  £rft  Writers,,  who  were  religious  Men : 
And  3^^,  The  end  in  writing  many  of  them,  which 
was  to  carry  on  a  religious  purpofe.  We  learn,  that 
Clement  N ,  mttxdi&i&d.yufls  2Jid.Tcurneaments,  bec^ufe 
he  underflood  they  had  much  hindered  the  Crufade  de- 
creed in  the  Council  of  Vienna.  "  Torneamenta  i]  fa 
*•  &  Hafliludia  live  Juxtas  in  regnis  Francise,  Angiice,. 
**  &  Almanniae,  &  aliis  nonnuliis  provinciis,  in  quibus 
**  ea  confuevere  frequentius  exerceri,  fpecialr:er  inter-. 
"  dixit.'*  Extra'V.  de  'Torneamentii.  C.  unic.  iemp.  Ed. 
I.  Religious  men,  I  conceive,  therefore,  might  think 
to  forward  the  defign  of  the  Crufades  by  tvirning  the 
fondnefs  forTilfs  and  l^ornsaments  into  that  channel. 
Hence  we  fee  the  books  of  Knight-errantry  fo  full  of 
folemn  Juils  and  Torneaments  held  at  T^rehi^mde.  Bi- 
Kance,  fripoly,  8cc,  Which  wife  proje<^,  I  apprehend, 
it  was  Cer^anUsh  intention  to  ridicule,  where  he  makes 
his  Knight  propofe  it  as  the  bell  means  of  fubduing  the 
Tur^,  to  affemble  all  the  Knights-errant  together  by 
Proclamation.  > 

4 '^^PartSiL  5.  c«  x» 
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COMEDY. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Duke. 

Frederick,  Brother  to  the  Duke,  andufurper  of  his  dukedom, 

Amiens,  I  j^^^,^^  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  his  hanijhment. 
Jaques,  S  . 

.Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attending  on  Frederick. 
Oliver,   eldejl  fon   to    Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  nvho  had 
formerly  been  a  fer'vant  to  the  Duke. 

Jaques,      7   Yoimver  brothers  to  Oliver. 

Orlando,   J         ^ 

Adam,  an  old  f errant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  nonvfol- 

lonjoing  the  fortunes  o/*  Orlando. 
Dennis,  fervant  to  Oliver. 
Charles,  a  nurejller,  and  fer'vant  to  the  ufurping  Duke 

Frederick. 
Touchftone,  a  clonxin  attending  on  Celia  iZ/z^Rofalind, 

P,"?'      \  Shepherds. 
Sylvius,  i        ^ 

A  Clo'-wn,  in  love  ivith  Audrey. 

William,  another  chnvn,  in  lo<ve  'with  Audrey. 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  a  country  curate. 

Rofalind,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 

Celia,  Daughter  to  Frederick. 

Phebe,  ajhepherdefs.  ♦ 

Audrey,  a  country 'wench. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  tnvo  Dukes ;  ivith  pages,  forefersy 
and  other  attendants. 


fhe  SCENE  lyes,  frf,  near  Oliver 'j  houfe ;  and, 
afternvards,  partly  in  thg  Duke'^s  Court  J  and  partly  in 
tbg  Foreji  of  AxAtfi. 

AS 
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A  C  T    I.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

1^  O  LIFER'S     Orchard. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orlando. 

AS  I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this,  my 
Father  bequeath'd  me  by  Will,  but  a  poor 
thoufand  crowns ;  and,  as  thou  fay'ft,  charged 
"Iny  brother  on  his  Blefiing  to  breed  me  well;  and 
ijhere  begins  my  fadnefs.  My  brother  Jaques  he 
jceeps  at  fchool,  and  report  fpeaks  goldenly  of  his 
brofit ;  for  my  part,  he  keeps  me  ruflically  at  homej; 
or,  to  fpeak  more  properly)  *  flys  me  here  at  home, 
mkept;  for  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman 
)f  my  birth,    that   differs  not  from    the   Sailing  of 

I  As  T remember,  Adam,  it -was  upon  this  fashion  bequeathed 
nt  by  Willy  but  a  poor  thoufand  crowns^  &c.]  The  Grammar,  as 
veil  as  fcnfe,  fufFers  cruelly  by  this  reading.  There  are  two  nomi- 
ntives  to  the  verb  bequeathed,  and  not  fo  much  es  one  to  the  verb 
[barged:  'and  yet,  to  the  nominative  there  wanted,  [hii  blejjing]  rc- 
'ers.     So  that  the  whole  fentence  is  confufed  and  obfcure.     A  very 

"mall  alleration  in  the  reading,  and  pointing  fets  all  right. As 

'^ remember,  Adam,  it  ivas  upon  this,  mt  tathir  bequeathed taCy 
cc.  The  Grammar  is  no\9  reftified,  and  the  fenfe  alfo  j  which  is 
his,  Orlando  and  Adam  were  difcourfing  together  on  the  caufe  why 
he  younger  brother  had  but  a  thoufand  crowns  left  him.  They 
igree  upon  it ;  and  Orlando  opens  thefcene  in  this  manner,  As  I  re- 
r.ember,  it  ivas  upon  this,  i.  e.  for  the  reafon  we  have  been  talking 
)f,  that  my  father  left  me  but  a  thoufand  crowns  j  however,  to 
make  amends  for  this  fcanty  provifion,  he  charged  my  brother  on 
sis  blefling  to  breed  me  Well. 
'  ;  a  STAYS  me  here  at  home,  unkept ;]  We  Ihould  rer^d  sT  vs,  /.  e. 
"■  keeps  me  like  a  brute.  The  following  words~/5r  call  you  that  keep' 
\ng — -^that  differs  not  from  tbefialling  of  an  ox,  coafirm  this  emen- 
jdation.     So  Caliban  fays, 

And  here  you  8  T  V  vis  h  tVn  hard  reck. 

an 


z64  As  You  Like  it. 

an  ox  ?  his  horfes  are  bred  better ;  for  beiides  that  they 
are  fair  with  their  feeding,  they  are  taught  their  ma- 
nage, and  to  that  end  riders  dearly  hired :  but  I,  his 
brother,  gain  nothing  under  him  but  growth  j  for  the 
which  his  animals  on  his  dunghills  are  as  much  bound 
to  him  as  I.  Befides  this  Nothing  that  he  fo  plentifully 
gives  me,  the  Something,  that  Nature  gave  me,  i  his 
difcountenance  feems  to  take  from  me.  He  lets  me 
feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother,  and, 
as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  mv  gentility  v/ith  my  edu- 
cation. This  is  it,  Jdam,  that  grieves  me ;  and  the 
Spirit  of  my  father,  which,  I  think,  is  within  me,  be- 
gins to  mutiny  againfl  this  fervitude.  I  v/ill  no  longer 
endure  it,  tho'  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy  how  to 
avoid  it. 

SCENE    IT; 
Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  mailer,  your  brother. 

Orla»  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  fhalt  hear  how  hci 
will  ihake  me  up. 

Oli.  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orl.  Nothing :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

on.  What  mar  you  then.  Sir  ? 

Orl.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  That  which 
God  made  ;  a  poor  umvcrthy  brother  of  yours,  with 
idlenefs. 

OH,  Marry,  Sir,  4  be  better  employed,  and  be  noughts 
a  while. 

Orla, 

3  Ui  covjintvAUc^  feems  to  tahfrom me,"]  We  fhould  certain- 1 
Jy  read /&/j  DISCOUNTENANCE. 

4  be  better  employ' d,  and  be  nought  a  while.]  Mr.  Theobald  lia*i 
here  a  very  critical  note  j  which,  thourh  his  mcdefty  fuffcred  hiffl  ' 
to  withdraw  from  his  fecond  edition,  deferves  to  be  perpetuated, ;.  e, 
(fays  he)  be  better  anplcyedy  in  r^y  epinton,  in  being  and  doing  nothingt 
ITour  idlenefi  as  you  call  it  may  he  an  exercife,  by  nvhich  you  may  make  a 

Jigure,  and  endear  yotirfelf  to  the  -vorld:  and  I  had  rather  you  ivere  a 
contemptible  Cypher,  The  poet  feetns  to  me  to  ha've  that  trite prcverbial 
jentiment  in  his  eye  quoted,  from  Attih'usj  by  the  younger  Pliny  and  o- 
ibers  j  fatius  eft  ctjonun  effe  quam  nihil  agere.  But  Oliver  in  the  per- 
-verfenefi  of  his  dijpofttion  %veuld  reverje  the  do^rine  of  the  proverb. 

Dow 
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Or  la.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  huflcs  with 
them  ?  what  Prodigal's  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I 
fhould  come  to  fuch  penury  ? 

Oil.  Know  you  where  you  are.  Sir  F 

Orla.  O,  Sir,  very  well ;  here  in  your  Orchard, 

OH.  Know  you  before  whom.  Sir  ? 

Orla.  Ay,  better  than  he,  lam  before,  knows  me.  I 
know,  you  are  my  eldeft  brother ;  and  in  the  gentle 
condition  of  blood,  you  ihould  fo  know  me ;  the  cour- 
tefieof  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are 
the  firft-born  j  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away 
my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us.  I 
have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you  ;  ^  albeit,.  I 
confefs  your  coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  revenue. 

Of/.  What,  boy  I 

Orla.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  arc  too 
young  in  this. 

Olt.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orla.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir 
Roivland  ie  Bvjs ;  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice  a 
villain,  that  iays,  fuch  a  father  begot  villains.  Wert 
thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from 
thy  throat,  *till  this  other  had  pullM  out  thy  tongue  for 
faying  fo ;  thou  haft  railM  on  thy  felf. 

Does  the  Reader  know  what  all  this  means  ?  But  *tis  no  matter.  I 
will  aflVire  hinn — .—be  nought  a  nvhile  is  only  a  north-country  pro- 
verbial curfe  equivalent  to,  a  mijchiefon  you.  So  the  old  PottShi" 
ton. 

CorreEijirfi  thy Jelfcy  lualke  and  nt  nou-Ght, 
Deeme  ivhat  thou  liji,  theu  km^veji  not  my  thought. 
But  what  the  Ox/or^  Editor  could  not  explain,  he  would  amend, and 
reads, 

■■  and  do  aught  a  while, 
5  albtit,  I  confefs  'four  ccmtng  before  me  is  nearer  to  hh  tlvE- 
X  EMC  K.J  This  is  fen  fe  indeed,  and  inay  be  thus  underftood,— — 
The  reverence  due  to  my  father  is,  in  fome  degree,  derivf"d  to  yo¥, 
as  the  firft-born — But  I  am  perfuaded  that  Orlando  did  not  here  mean 
tc  compliment  his  brother,  rn- condemn  himfelf  j  fomethingof  both 
ivhioh  there  is  in  that  renle.  I  rather  think  he  intended  a  fatyrical 
reflection  on  his  brother,  -who  by  letting  him  feed  Kvi:b  bis  hinds  treat* 
*d  him  a?  one  not  fo  nearly  related  to  old  Sir  Robert  as  himfelf  was. 

I  imagine  therefore  Shakefpear  ml^t  write, albeit  your  toming 

before  me  i%  nearer  ta  hit  r  tvE  N  VE,  /.  e.  though  you  are  no  nearer  xa 
W<>od,  yet  it  rauft  be  OMiied,  indeed,  you  ut  .a«irw  Ui  efiatc. 

Vol.  II,  .   N  Mam* 
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Adam,  Sweet  Tnafters,;be, patient:;  for  your  father^s 
remembrance,  be  at  accord.  ^ 

Oil.  Let  me  go,  \  fay. 

Orla.  I  will  not,  'till  T  pleafe:  you  Ihall  hear  me. 
My  father  chargM  you  in  his  Will  to  give  me  good  edu- 
cation :  you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peafant,  obfcur- 
ing  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentleman-like  qualities:; 
the  Spirit  of  my  father  grows  ilrong  in  me,  and  1  will 
no  longer  indure  it :  therefore  allow  me  fuch  exercifes  as . 
may  become  a  gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  ahottery 
my  father  left  mc  by  teilament  j  with  that  I  will  go  buy 
,sny  fortunes. 

Oil.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that  is  fpent? 
well.  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you  :  yon  Ihall  have  fome  part  of  your  will.  I  pray 
you,  leave  me 

Orla.  I  will  no  further  olFcnd  you,  than  becomes  me 
;fbr  my  good. 

Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Adam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward  ?  moft  true,  I  have  lofl 
my  teeth  in  your  fervice.  God  be  with  my  old  mafler, 
he  would  not  have  5)oke  fuch  a  word. 

\Exemt  Ox[2xAQandh^2SCi, 

S  C  E  N  E     III. 

on.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?  I 
will  phyfick  your  ranknefs,   and  yet  give  no  thoufand 
crowns  neither.     Holla,  Dennis} 
Enter  Dennis. 

Den.   Calls  your  Worfhip  ? 

on.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  wreiller,  here  to 
Ipeak  with  me  ? 

Den  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  Door,  and  im- 
portanes  acccfs  to  you. 

Oli.   Call  him  in ; 'twill  be  a  good  way  ;  and  to 

morrow  the  wrellling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha.  Good  morrow  to  your  Worihip. 

on. 
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Cil'  Good  Monlieur  Charles,  what's  tlie  new  news 
at  the  new  Court? 

Cha.  There's  no  news  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the  old 
news ;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banifn'd  by  his  younger 
brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving  lords 
have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile  with  him; 
whofe  lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new  Duke,  there- 
fore he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

OH.  Can  you  tell,  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  daught^, 
be  banifh'd  with  her  father  ? 

Cha.  O,  no  ;  for  the  new  Duke's  daughter  her 
coufm  fo  loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred 
together,  that  (he  wo  aid  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have 
died  to  itay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  Court,  and  no 
lefs  beloved  of  lier  uncle  than  his  own  daughter;  and 
never  two  ladies  loved,  as  they  do. 

OH.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cha    They  fay,  lie  is  already  in  the  foreH  of  Ardetiy 

and  a  many  merry  me  a  with  him  ;  and  there  they  live 

.like  the  old  Robin  Hood  of   England \  they  fay,    many 

young  gentlemen  Rock  to  iiim  every  day,  and  fleet  the 

time  careiefly,  as  they  did  m  the  golden  world. 

Oli.  What,  you  wreille  to  morrow  before  the  new 
Duke  ? 

Cha.  Marry,  do  I,  Sir  ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given.  Sir,  fecrecly  to  underiland, 
that  your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition  to 
come  in  difguis'd  againft  me  co  try  a  Fall ;  to  morrow. 
Sir,  I  wreille  for  my  .credit ;  and  he,  that  efcapes  me 
without  fome  broken  limb,  (hall  acquit  him  well.  Your 
brother  is  but  young  and  tender,  and  for  your  love  I 
would  be  loth  to  foil  him  j  as  I  mud  for  mine  own  ho- 
B,our,  if  he  come  in  ;  therefo'-e  out  of  my  love  to  you, 
I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  withal ;  that  either  you 
^  might  ilay  him  from  his  intendment,  or  brook  fach  dif- 
grace  well  as  he  ihall  run  into  ;  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of 
his  own  fearch,  and  altogether  againft  my  will. 

Oli.  Charles.,  i  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  Ihalt  find,  1  will  moil  kindly  requite.     1  had  my 

6  ftr  ihsDuki'i  daughter  her  coujiit]  read,  the  new  D^kis^ 
M     :  .  „  N  2  felf 
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fclf  notice  of  my  brother's  purpofe  herdn,  and  have 'by 
underhand  means  laboured  to  difTuade  him  from  it ;  but 
he  is  refolute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles,  he  is  the  ftubborn- 
eft  young  fellow  oi France  i  full  of  ambition,  an  envi- 
ous emulator  of  every  man's  -goo'd  parts,  a  fecret  and 
villanouscontriveragainft  me  his  natural  brother ;  there- 
fore ufe  thy  difcretion ;  I  liad  as  lief  thou  didft  break 
his  neck,  as  his  finger.  And  thou  wert  bell:  look  to't; 
^r  if  thou  doll  him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not 
mightily  grace  himfelf  on  thee,  he  will  pradife  againft 
thee  by  poifon  ;  entrap  thee  by  fome  treacherous  de- 
vice ;  and  never  leave  thee,  'till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life 
hy  fbme  indiredl  means  or  other ;  for  I  aiTure  thee, 
(and  almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it)  there  is  not  one  fo 
young  and  fo  villanous  this  day  living,  I  fpeak  but 
brotherly  of  him  j  but  fhould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee 
as  he  is,  I  muft  blufh  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale 
and  wonder. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad,  I  came  hither  to  you  :  if  he 
come  to  morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  payment ;  if  ever  he 
go  alone  again,  I'll  never  wreftle  for  prize  more ;  and 
fo,  God  keep  your  Worfhip.  [Exit. 

OIL  Farewei,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this 
gamefler :  I  hope,  I  fhall  fee  an  end  of  him  ;  for  my 
foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he. 
Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  fchool'd,  and  yet  learned  ;  full 
of  noble  device,  of  all  Sorts  enchantingly  beloved ;  and, 
indeed,  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and  efpecially 
of  my  own  people  who  beft  know  him,  that  I  am  alto- 
gether mifprifed.  But  it  fhall  not  be  fo,  long;  this 
wreftler  ihall  clear  all;  nothing  remains,  but  that  I 
kindle  the  boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about. 

{Exit, 

SCENE    ly. 

Changes  to  an  open  Walk,  before  the  Duh^s  Palace. 

£«/^r  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

O/  T  Pray  thee,  Rofalind,  fweet  my  coz,  be  merry. 

J[     Rof.  Dear  Celia,   I  fhow  more  mirth  than  I 
am  miftrefs  of  i  and  would  you  yst  I  were  merrier  ? 
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I  ttfilefs  yoii  cbuld  teach  mc  to  forget  a  b^niihM  father^ 
you  mull  not  learn  me  how  to- remember  a«y  extraordi- 
nary pleafure. 

Cii.  Herein,  I  fee,  thou  lov'H  mt  not  with  the  full 
weight  that  I  love  thee.     If  my  uncle,  thy  banifhed  fa- 

i  ther,  had  baniftied  thy  uncle  the  Duke,   my  father,  fo 

'  thou  hadft  been  ftill  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my 
love  to  take  thy  father  for  mine  j  fo  would'ft  thou,  i/ 
the  truth  of  thy  love  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  temper'd^ 
as  mine  is  to  th^e. 

I       Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftatC/ 

I  td  rejoice  in  yours. 

I       Cei  You  know,  m.y  father  hath  no  child  but  I;  nor 

inone  is  like  to  have ;  and,  truly,  when  he  dies,  thou 
fl»alt  be  his  heir ;- for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from 
thy  father  perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  afFedion  h 
'  by  mine  Honour,  I  will;  and  when  I  break  that  oath, 
1  let  me  turn  monfter:  therefore,  my  fweet  i?(?/>,  my  dear 
\  Ro/e,  be  merry.  ^ 

Rof.  From  heifceforth  I'will,  coz,  ^nd  devife  Sports : 
;  fet  me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Marry,  I  pr'y thee,  do,  to  make  fport  withal : 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earncft,  nor  no  further  in  fport 
;  neitherj  than  with.fai«ty©fa  pure  blufh  thou  may' II  in 
I  honour  come  off  again. 

Rof.  What  ihall  be  our  Sport  then  V 
Cel.  Let  us  lit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife  Fortune 
from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  be- 
llowed equally. 

Rof  I  would,  we  could  do  fo ;  for  her  benefits  ar» 
njghtily  mifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth 
moil  miflake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cil.  *Tis  true ;  for  thofe,  that  (he  makes  fair,  Ih^ 
fcarce  makes  honeil ;  and  thofe,  that  {he  makes  honell, 
file  makes  very  ill-favoured. 

Rof  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  fortune's  office  to 
nature's ;  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  th^ 
lineaments  of  nature. 

Enttr  Toochftone,  s  do'iva. 
CfL  No!  vihm  nature  hath  madt  *  f^ir  creatuif, 
N   3  may 
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may  flie  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire  ?  the'  nature 
hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  fortune 
fent  in  this  Fool  to  cut  off  this  argument  ? 

Ro/,  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature  ; 
when  fortune  makes  Nature's  natural  the  cutter  off  of 
nature's  Wit 

Cel  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune's  work  neither,, 
but  nature's;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull 
to  reafon  of  fuch  Goddeffes,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for 
our  v/hetftone  :  for  always  the  dulnefs  of  the  fool  is  the 
whetftone  of  the  wits.  How  now,  Wit,  whiiher  wan- 
der you  ?  f 

C/o.   Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father. 

Ce/.  Were  you  made  the  mefienger  ?  i 

C/o.  No,  by  mine  honour  j  but  I  was  bid  to  coiri^- 
for  you. 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool? 

C/o.  "  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwore  by  his  honout 
**  they  were  good  pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  honour 
"  the  muftard  was  naught :"  Now  I'll  ftand  to  it,  the 
pancakes  were  naught,  and  the  muftard  was  goad,  and 
yet  was  not  the  Knight  forfworn. 

Ce/.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  you;i> 
knowledge  ? 

Rof.   Ay,  marry ;  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 

C/o.  Stand  you  both  forth  now  ?  ftroke  your  chins, 
and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

Ce/.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

C/o.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  ;  but  if 
you  fwear  by  That  that  is  not,  you  are  not  forlworn ;  no 
more  was  this  Knight  fwearing  by  his  honour,  for  he 
never  had  any ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fworn  it  away» 
before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or  that  muftard. 

Ce/.  Pr'ythee,  who  is  that  thou  mean'ft  ? 

C/o.  One,  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves. 

Rof.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  hiiTl 
enough  ;  fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for 
taxation  one  of  thefe  days. 

C/o.  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  fpeak  wife* 
ly  what  wife  men  do  fooHfhly. 

CeU  ^y  my  troth^.  thou  fay'ft  true;,  for  fmce  the  little 

wit.. 
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wit  that  fools  have  was  filenc'd,  the  little  foolery  that 
wife  men  have  makes  a  great  Show:  here  comes  Mon- 
&€\ir  Le  Beu. 

SCENE     V. 

Enier  Le  Beu. 

Ro/.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Ce/.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pidg«ons  feed-their 
young 

Rof.  Then  fhall  we  be  news-cram'd. 

Ce/.  All  the  better,  we  ihall  be  the  more  marketable/ 
Bon  Jour,  Monfieur  k  Ben ;  what  news  > 
.  Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefs,    you  have   loft   much  good 
Sport. 

Cel.  Sport;  of  what  colour  ? 

Le  Beu.  What  colour.  Madam  ?  how  ^11  I  acdTwer 
you  ?  '• 

Rof,  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Ch.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 

Cel.  Well  faid;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel, 

C/<7.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, .. 

Rof.   Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

LeBeu  You  amaze  me,  ladies  i  I  would  have  told 
you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of, 

Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling. 

Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and^  if  it  pleaie 
your  Ladyfhips,  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the  beft  is 
■yet  to  do ;  and  here  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to 
perform  it. 

CeL  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

LeBeu.  There  comes  an  old  man  and  his  three 
fons,  — 

CeL  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beu.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent 
growth  and  prefence  ; 

7  Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks. 

CIo. 

7  With  BILLS  5«  thfir  ntcks:  Be  it  known  unto  all  men  ly  tbtft 
prefitits.]  The  ladies  and  the  fool,  according  to  the  mode  of  wit  at 
that  time>  a:«  at  a  kkid  of  crojs  purfofn^    Whwe  the  words  of  one 
N4,  fptakej' 
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CIo.  Be  it  known  unto  all  men  by  thefe prefents 

he  Beu.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  vvreftled  with  Charles 
the  Duke's  Wreftler^  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope 
of  life  in  him :  fo.  he  fervM  the  Second,  and  fo  the- 
Third :  yonder  they  He,  the  poor  old  man  their  father 
making  fuch  pitiful  Dole  over  them,  that  all  the  be- 
holders take  his  part  with  weeping.. 

J?e/".  Alas ! 

CIo.  But  what  is  the  Sport,  Monfieur,  that  the  ladies . 
have  loft  ? 

Le  Beu^  Why  this,  that  I  fpeak  of; 

CIo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day !  It  is  the 
firft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  fport  for 
ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,   I  promife  thee. 

Rq£  But  ^  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fet  this  broken 
xnulick  in  his  fides  ?  is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  rib- 
breaking?  fhall  we  fee  this  wreftling,  Coufin? 

Le  Bea.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here,  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreftling ;  and  they  are  rcadyr 
to  perform  it. 

Cel.  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming  j  let  us  now  ftay 
and  fee  ijt. 

SCENE    VI. 

Flourifi.      Enter   Duke   Frederick,    Lords,    Orlando*? 
Charles   and  Attendants. 
Duke.  Come  on,  fince  the  Youth  will  not  be  entreat- 
ed J  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 

fpeaker  are  wrefted* by  another,  In  a  repartee,  to  a  different  meaning* 
As-  where  the  C/ow«  fays  juft  befoie — Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, 
Rcfalind  replies — thou  lojeji  thy  old  fmell.  So  here  when  Rofalind  had 
faid,  With  bills  on  their  necks,  the  Clcivn,  to  be  quits  with  her,  puts 
in,  Kno'Uf  all  men  by  thefe  prefents.  She  fpoke  of  an  inftrument  of 
war,  and  he  turns  it  to  an  inftrument  of  law  of  the  fame  name,  be- 
ginning with  thefe  words :  So  that  they  muft  be  given  to  him. 

8  Is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  see  this  broken  mufick  in  his  Jides  ?]  A 
jftupid  error  in  the  copies.  They  are  talking  here  of  fome  who  had 
their  ribs  broke  in  wreftling:  and  the  pleafantry  oi  Rofalind'' i  repar- 
tee muft  confift  in  the  allufion  /he  makes  to  iompofing  in  mttjick.^  It 
Bcccfiarily  follows  therefore,  that  the  poet  wrote  '  ■  set  this 
broken  mufick  in  bis  fide:. 
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Raf.  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 
Le  Beu.  Even  he.   Madam. 

Cel  Alas,  he  is  too  young  j  yet  he  looks  {uccefs  fully. 

Duke.  How  now.   Daughter  and  Coufin ;    are  yott 
Crept  hither  to  fee  the  wreftling  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,   I  can  tel! 
you,  there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  men  :  in  pity  of  the  chal- 
lenger's youth,  I  would  fain  diffuade  him,  but  he  will 
not  be  entreated.     Speak  to  him,  ladies,.- fee  if  you  can- 
move  him. 

CeL  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beur 

Duke.  Do  fo  ;  Til  not  be  by.  [Dake  goes  aparSi, 

Le  Ben.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the  PrincelTes  call  ^' 
for  you. 

Orla.  I  attend  thenr  with  all  refpe(5l  and  duty, 

Rof.  Young  man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles  the 
wreftler  ? 

Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs ;  he  is  the  general  challenger : 
I  came  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  ftrength 
of  my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  Gentleman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold  for 
your  years :  you  have  fecn  cruel  proof  of  this  man's 
rtrength.  9  If  you  faw  your  felf  with  our  eyes,  or  knew 
your  felf  with  our  judgment,  the  fear  of  your  adventure 
would  counfel  you  to  a  more  equal  enterprife.  \V« 
pray  you,  for  your  own  fake,  to  embrace  your  own 
i  iafety,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 
I  Rof.  Do,  young  Sir.  j  your  reputation  {hall  not  there- 
fore be  mifprifed ;  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  Duke, 
that  the  wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orla.  I  befeech  you,  punifti  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty,  to  deny 
ib  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair 
eyesand  gentle  willies  go  with  me  to  my  tryal,  wherein 
if  I  be  foil'd;  there  is  but  one  Iham'd  that  ^was  newr 

9  Ifyctijlito  your  felf  tvithrov  K'  eyes,-or  krt<u:  your  felf  tvltk  vov^ 
judgment ,'\  Ablurd !  The  fenfe  requires  that  we  fhould  read,  our 
eyes,  i\i\d  oxj R  judgmert.  The  argument  is.  Tour  fpirits  ar:  too  boldf 
and  therfere  ycur  judgn:€nt  decei-ves  you  j  iut  did  you  fes  and'  kn  zuyeti  r 
fdfwtt  f'UT  rntre  imfariial  judgment  ysu  'Vinuldfrbsur, 
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gracious ;  if  killM,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to IdcTo  : 
I  Ihail  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  la- 
ment me  5  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  hare  nothing  -, 
only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  v/hich  may  be  better 
fupplied  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were 
with  you 

Cel.  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers.  < 

'Rof,   Fare  you  well ;  pray  heav'n,  I  be  deceived  iif :, 
you. 

Orla.  Your  hearts  defires  be  with  you  \ •' 

Cha.  Come,   v/here  is  this  young  Gallant,  that  is  foi 
defirous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orla.  Ready,  Sir  ;  but  his  Will  hath  in  it  a  more  i 
modeft  working. 

Dtih.  You  fhall  try  but  one  Fall. 
Cha.   No,  I  warrant  your  Grace,   you  fhall  not  en- 
treat him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded 
him  from  a  firft, 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after  j'  you  Ihould  not' 
have  mockt  me  before  ;  but  come  your  ways.  ^ 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man  \ 
Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fel- 
low by  the  leg  !  \T^hey  murejlfe^ 
Rof.  O  excellent  young  man  I 

Cel.  If  r  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell 

who  fhould  down.  [Jhout. 

Duke.   No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  thrown, 

Orla.  Yes,  I  befeeeh  your  Grace  j  I  am  not  yet  well 

breathed, 

Duke.  Hov,' doft  thou,  Charles? 
he  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Bear  him  away.     What  is  th^-  name^  young 
man  ? 

Orla.  Orlando,   my  liege,  the  youngeil  fbn  of  Sir 
F^o'vland de  Boys, 

Duke.  I  would,  thou  hadft  been  fon  to  fome  man  elfe  \ 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  Father  honourable. 
But  I  did  find  hint;ilill  mine  enemy : 
Thou  fliould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Kadil  thou  defcended  from  another  Houfe. 

But 
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But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  youth  ; 
I  would,  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  father. 

[^a:// Duke,  'withhhtrmn} 

SCENE    VII. 

Mansnt  Celia,  Rofalind,  Orlando. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  thl^  ? 

Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Ronvland'^s  fon,^ 
His  youngert  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calliftg. 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Rof.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Ronjoland  2,%  his  foul,  - 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  fliould  have  giv'n  him  tears  unto  entreaties, . 
Ere  he  fhould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cel.  Gentle  Coufm, 
Let  us  go  thank  him  and  encourage  him  ; 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.     Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd : 
1^  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love. 
Bat  juiliy  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promife. 
Your  miftrefb  lliall  be  happy. 

Rof.  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me  j  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune. 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ?     [Gkuhtg  him  a  Chain  from  her  Necki 

Cel.  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orla.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you? my  betttfr 

parts 
Are  all  throv/n  down  y  and  that,  which  here  ftands  up^ 
*  Is  but  a  quintaine,  a  meer  iifelefs  block,. 

Rsf. 

1  Ishi:t  a  quintaine,  0.  mcer  lifekji  block.l  A  ^ifitainevira^  a  Pc/i 
or  Butt  fet  up  for  feveral  kinds  of  martial  exefcifes,  againft  which 
they  threw  their  darts  and  cxercifed  their  arms'.  The  allufion  is 
beautiful.  I  atn,  fays  Orlando,  on-y  rt  quintaine,  a  Iifelefs  block  on 
nvhich  lo've  only  exercij'es  bis  arms  injefl  j  the  great  difparity  oftondition 
betiveeu  Rofalind  at'd  me,  not  fuffering  me  to  bepe  that  love  ivill  et'sr 
wake  a  ferious  matter  of  it.  The  famous  fatinft  Regmery  who  lived 
about  the  time  of  our  author,  ufes  the  fame  Jtietaphor,  oa  the  fame 
i'wbjeft,  tho'  the  thought  be  different, 
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"Rof.  Hecallsusback :.  my  pride  fell  with  my  fortune-. 
I'll  afk  him  what  he  would.     Did  you  call.  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wreflled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

Cel.  Will  you  go,  coz  ? 

i?o/.  Have  with  you :  fare  you  v/ell. 

{Exeunt  Rof.  and  CeL 

OrU.  What  paflion  hangs  thefe  weights  upon  my 
tongue  ? 
I  cannot  fpeak  to  her ;  yet  fhe  urg'd  conference.. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 
O  poor  Orlando  !  thou  art  overthrown  ; 
Or  CharUs,  or  fomething  weaker,  mafters  thee.. 

Le  Beu.  Good  Sir,  1  do  in  friendlhip  counfelyou 
To  leave  this  place.     Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition. 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous  j  what  he  is,  indeed. 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Oria.  I  thank  you.  Sir;  and,  pray  you,  tell  me  this  j; 
Which  of  the  two  was  Daughter  of  the  Duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wreflling  ? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  j  udge  by  manners^ 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  fhorter  is  his  daughter  j 
The  other*s  daughter  to  the  baniih'd  Duke, 
And  here  detained  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter  company ;  whofe  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  fillers. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 
Hath  ta'^n  difpieafure  'gainft  his  gentle  Niece ,. 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument. 
But  that  the  people  praifc  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fakes 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  *gainft  the  lady 
Will  fuddcniy  break  forth.     Sir,  fare  you  well  r 

Et  qui  depuii  dix  aos,  jufqu^en  fts  derniers  jours, 

jlfcutem  Uprix  en  V  ejcrimed'  amoars  j 

Laji  «Hfin  defgrvir  0Ufeufkdt  <tuiNTAJNI,. 

Hereafter, 
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Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

Iftiall  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.     [f  */** 

Orla.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you     fare  you  well! 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  fmoke  into  the  fmother; 
From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tyrant  brother : 
But,  hcav'niy  Rofalind  ! — - —  lExit. 

S  G  EN  E    VIII. 
Changes  to  an  Jpartme?ft  in  the  Palace, 

Ke- enter  Q.q\\2,  and  Rofalind. 
Cel  Why,  Coufin;    why,.  Rofalind i      Cupid  havfr 
mercy;  not  a  word! 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel  No,  thy  words  are  too  pi-ccious  to  be  caft  away 
tjpon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me ;  come,  lame  mc 
with  reafons. 

Rof.  Tiien  there  were  two  Couiins  laid  up ;  when  tKe 
one  ihould  be  lam'd  v/ith  Reafons,  and  the  other  mad 
without  any. 

Cel.  BttC  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  father's  Child.  OH, 
how  full  of  briars  is  this  working-day -world  \ 

Cel.  They  arc  but  burs,  coulin,  thrown  upon  thee 
in  holiday  foolery  ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths, 
our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rof.  I  could  ihake  them  off' my  coat;  thcfc  burs  are 
in  my  heart. 

CeL  Hem  them  away-. 

Rof.  I  would  try,  if  I  could  *  cry,  hem,,  and  have 
him. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  affeftions. 

Rof.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  Wreftler  than 
my  felf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wifhupon  you!  you  will  try  in  time, 

in  defpight  of  a  Fall ; but  turning  thefe  jells  out  of 

fcrvicc,  let  us  talk  in  good  earneft :  is  it  pofliblc  on  fuck 

%  try,  lem,  and  havt  bm.  ]  A  proyerbial  exprcffion  fignifying, 
hfiViPgftr  asking, 

afudden 
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a  fadden  you  fiioiild  fall  into  fo  ftrong  a  liking  with  old 
Sir  Ron/jland\  youngeft  fon  ? 

Ref,  The  Duke,  my  father,  lov*d  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  Ihould  love 
his  fon  dearly?  by  this  kind  of  chafc,  I  Ihould  hate 
him  J  for  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly  i  yet  I  hate  ■ 
not  Oriardo. 

Rof.  No,  faith,  hate  hirn  not,  for  my  fake. 

Cel,  Why  Ihould  I  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well  ? 

SCENE    IX. 

Enter  Duke,  w///^  Lords. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  and  do  you  lovr 
him,  becaufe  I  do.     Look,  here  comes  the  Dake. 

Cel.   With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miilrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  hafle^ 
And  get  you  from  our  Court. 

R^f.  Me,  Uncle! 

Duke.  You,  Coufm. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'^ll:  found. 
So  near  our  pu-blick  Court  as  twenty  miles. 
Thou  dieft  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
.Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me  : 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  defires  j 
If  that  I  do  notdfeam,  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  truft,  I  am  not,)  then,  dear  Uncle, 
Never  io  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.   Thus  do  all  traitors  1 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words. 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  it  felf: 
Let  it  fuiEce  thee,  that  I  trull  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  mifiruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor ; 
Tell  me  v/herein  the  likelihood  depends, 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,.  there*s  enough, 

Rof.  So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Duke- 
dom ; 
SoTvas  I,  when  your  Kighnefs  baniih'd  him^ 

TrcafoEi 
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Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord ; 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends. 
What's  that  to  me  ?  my  father  was  no  traitor : 
Then,  good  my  liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much. 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel.  Dear  Sovereign,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Duke    hy,  Celia,  We  but  ftaid  her  for  your  fake  p. 
Elfe  had  fhe  with  her  father  rang'd  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  flay; 
It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  remorfe  ; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her  ; 
But  now  I  knx)w  her ,-  if  ihe  be  a  traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I ;  we  Hill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inftant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together? 
And  wherefoe'er  v/e  went,  like  Juno's  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 

Duke.  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee ;  and  her  fmoothnefs. 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience. 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her  r 
Thou  art  a  fool ;  ihe  robs  thee  of  thy  nathe, 
3  And  thou  wilt  fhow  more  bright,  and  ihine  more 

virtuous. 
When  {he  is  gone  5  then  open  not  thy  lips : 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom. 
Which  I  have  pail  upon  her;  fhe  is  baniibM. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me,  my  Liege  j 
I  cannot  liv^e  out  of  her  company. 

Ditke.  You  are  a  fool :  you.  Niece,  provide  your  felf  j 
If  you  out-fiay  the  time,  upon  mine  Honour, 
And  in  the  Greatnefs  of  my  word,  you  die. 

[_Exeunt  Duke,  i^c. 
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Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofallnd;  where  wilt  thou  go  T 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers !  I  will  give  thee  mine  : 

3  And  thou  ivilt  fhotv  more  bright,  and  stKM  more  virtuous, "]_ 
This  implies  her  to  be  fome  hew  remarkably  defeflive  in  virtue  j 
which  was  not  the  fpeaker's  thought.     The  poet  doubtlefs  wrote, 

and  SHINE  more  -virtuous, 

i.e.  her  virtues  would  appear  more  fpkndid,  when  the  luflre  of  her 
coufm's  was  away. 

I  charge 
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I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  grievM  than  I  am. 

Ro/.  I  have  more  caufe. 

Ce/.  Thou  haft  not,  coufin  ; 
Pr'ythee,  be  chearful ;  know'ft  thou  not,  the  Puke 
Has  bani.Qi'd  me  his  daughter? 

Re/.  That  he  hath  not. 

Ce/   No  ?  hath  not  ?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  love^. 
^  Which  teacheth  me  that  thou  and  I  am  one  : 
Shall  we  be  fundred  ?  fnall  we  part,  fweet  Girl  ? 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me,  how  we  may  fly  'r 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  tobear  with  us  ;  . 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  charge  upon  you,  > 
To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf„, and  leave  me  out'. 
For  by  this  heav'n,  now  at  our  forr-ows  pale. 
Say  what  thou  can'ft.  111  go  along  with  thee^ 

Raf.  Why,  whither  Ihall  we  go? 

CeL  To  feek  my  Uncle  in  the  foreft  of  Jrden. 

Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  v/ili  it  be  to  us. 
Maids,  as  we  ^re,  to  travel  forth  fo  far ! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gald., 

Cel.  I'll  put  my  felf  m  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmirch  my  face ; 
The  like  do  you  j  fo  (hall  we  pafs  along. 
And  never  ftir  aflailants. 

Rof.  Wer't  not  better,  , 
Becaufe  thit  I  am  more  than  common  tall. 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man? 
A  gallant  Curtle-ax  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand,.,  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  martial  outfide, 
As  many  other  mannilh  Cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances. 

Cel.  What  fhall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man? 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jouis  own  Page ; 
And  therefore,  look,  you  call  me  Ganmedi 

4  Which  teacheth  thes — ]    The  poet  certainly  wrote — which 
teaclcth  me.     Fur  if  Rtfa/ind  had  learnt  to  think  Celia  one  part  of  - 
ierieJfj.fhc  could,  aot  i'ack  thai;  iavc  which  CtJia  wmplaiwfi  Ac 

But 
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But  what  will  you  be  caU'd? 

Cel.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftatfc: 

No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 
I       Rof.  But,  Coufm,  what  if  we  alTaid  to  fteal 
j  The  clownifh  Fool  out  of  your  father*s  Court  ?■ 
j  Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

CeL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  mCi 

Leave  me  alone  to  wx)0  him  ;  let*s  away. 

And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together  j 

Devife  the  fittcft  time,  and  fafeft  way 

To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 

After,  my  flight :  now  go  we  in  content 

To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banilhment.  ^J^xtunu 


ACT    ri.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Arden    FOREST, 

Entir  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  find  tnv6  or  three  Leris 
like  Forejiers. 

Duh  Sen.  *J^T  OW,  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  in 
X\  exile, 

*  Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fwccC 

*  Than  That  of  painted  Pomp  ?  are  not  thefe  woods 

*  More  free  from  peril,  than  the  envious  Court  h 

*  faj  Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adanii 

*  The  Seafons'  difference ;  as,  theicie  phang-, 

*  And  churlilh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  j 

*  Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body^ 
•■  Even  'till  I  fhrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, 

*  This  is  no  Flattery :  thefe  are  Counfellors, 

*  That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am  : 

*  Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  Adverfity, 

*  Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous^^ 

*  Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head: 

*  And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 

*  Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 
*^  Sermo^ns  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing.' 

[  (a)  Herefalw  but^     Mr.  Tkwl'ald^rvlg,  Htre/eUwemt.] 

Amu 
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Jmi.  I  would  not  change  it ;  happ}r  is  your  Giaee^ 
That  can  tranilate  the  ftubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  ftyle. 

Duh  Sen.  Come,  fhall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  !;^ 
And  yet.it  irks  me^  the  poor  dappled  fools, 
Being  native  burgheis  of  this  defert  city, 
Should,  in  their  own  Confines,  with  forked  heads. 
Have  their  round  haunches  goar'd. 

I  Lord.   Indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  Jaqu.es  grieves  at  that  i 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufarp 
Than  doth  your  brother,  that  hathbaniih'd  you  v 
To  day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  my  felf,  ' 

Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  tiiis  wood  ^ 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  ftag. 
That  from  the  hunter's  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languifh ;  and,  mdeed,  my  lord, 
The  wretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans 
That  their  difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat: 
Almoft  to  burfting  ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  ariOther  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe ;  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th*  extremeft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook,. 
Augmenting  ' .  with  tears. 

Duke  -en.   But  what  faid-y^^a^r//* 
Did  he  rot  moralize  this  fpedacle? 

1  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilics. 
Firft,  for  hiS  weepirjg  in  the  needlefs  ftreami 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  teltament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fam  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.     Then  being  alone. 
Left  and  abandoji'd  of  his  velvet  friends  j 
*Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 
The  flux  of  company  j ;  anon  a  carelefs  herd. 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  ll:ays  to  greet  him :  ay,  quoth  Jaqms, 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greaile  citizens, 
*Tis  juft  the  falhion :  wh.erefojre  do  you  look 

..  ^  Upon 
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Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Thus  moft  inveflively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  life  ;  fwearing,  that  we 
Are  meer  ufarpers,  tyrants,  and  Avhat's  worfe. 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 
In  their  alTign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplac 
tion? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
'Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  place ; 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fuUen  fits. 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

2  Lord,  I'll  bring  you  to  him  llraight*         \^^x^mif<, 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Changes  to  the  Palace  again»^ 

Enter  Duke  Frederick  'with  Lords, 
Vuke.  f^  A  N  it  be  pofiible  that  no  man  faw  them  ^ 
V^^  It  cannot  be  ;  fome  villains  of  my  Court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufFerance  in  this. 

1  Lotd.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladiei,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  a-bed,  and  in  the  morning  early 

They  found  the  bed  untreafurM  of  their  miftrefs. 

2  Lord   My  lord,  the  roynilh  Clown  at  whom  fo  oft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing : 
Hefperia^  the  Princeis'  Gentlewoman,, 

Confeffes,  that  (he  fecretly  o'er-heard 

YoiY  Daughter  and  her  Coufm  much  commend 

The  parts  and  graces  of  the  V/reftler, 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  fmevvy  Charles ; 

And  fhe  believes,  where  ever  they  are  gonb. 

That  Youth  is  fure'y  in  their  company.  , 

Duke.  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither : 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his.  brother  to  me, 
Jt'll  make  him  fmd  him  5.  do  this  fuddenly  j 

And 
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And  let  not  Search  and  Inquifition  quail 

To  bring  again  tiiefe  fooliili  runaways.-  iSxeuxn 

SCENE    III. 
Changes  to  Oliver's  Houfe, 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Or^. XXTHO^s  there? 

\ISl      Adam,  What?  my  young  mailer?  ohy», 
my  gentle  mafter. 
Oh,  my  fweet  mafter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Ro<voland!  why,  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  \ 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
'  The  boney  Prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  Praife  is  come  too  fwifily  home  before  youv 
Know  you  not,  mafter,  to  forne  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours  5  your  virtues,  gentle  mailer. 
Are  fanftiiied  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely. 
Envenoms  him  that  bea?s,iti' 

Qrfa..  Why, ,  what'5  the  matter  ? 

Adanii  O  unhappy  youth. 
Gome  not  wiLhin  thefe  doors  j  within  this  roof  " 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives : 
Your  brotherr —  (no  ;  no  brother  1  yet  the  fon,— — 
Yet  not  the  fon ;  I  will  not  call  him  fon 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) 
Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 
To  burn,lhe  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie. 
And  you  within  it ;  if  he  fail  of  that. 
He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off; 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  praftices : 
This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery ; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

I  T^t  BONNY  Prljo  3  We  /houldread  Bow  by  ?fljer.  For 

this  wreftler  is  charaaerifcd  for  hii  ftrengUi  and  bwlk>  not  for  hit 

jayety  or  g«od-hwmo»r. 

OrU. 
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•t)rla.  Why,  whither.  Mam,  wouldfl  thou  have  me 
go  ? 

Adam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

Oria.  What,  wouldfl  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my 
food? 
Or  with  a  bafe,  and  boifterous  fword  enforce 
A  thievilh  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  mull  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  t 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  ; 
iTather  will  fubjeft  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  Hoody  brother. 

Adam.  *  But  do  not  fo;  I  have  five  hundred  crownij, 
'*  The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father, 

*  Which  I  did  llore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfe 

*  When  fer\^ice  fliould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 

*  And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown ; 

'  Take  That ;  and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 

*  Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  fparrow, 

*  Be  comfort  to  my  age !  here  is  the  gold, 

*.  All  tliis  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant ; 

*  Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  (Irong  and  luHy  ; 

*  For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 

*  Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood; 

*  N  or  did  I  v/ith  unbalhful  forehead  wOo 

*  The  means  of  weakuefs  and  debility; 

*  Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lully  winter, 

*  Frolly,  but  kindly  ;  let  me  go  with  you ;' 
ril  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 

In  all  your  bufmefs  and  neccfllties. 

Orla.  Oh !  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The,conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world; 
When  fervice  fweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed  f 
Thou  art  not  for  the  faftiion  of  thefe  times, 
Wh^re  none  will  fweat,  but-for  promotion  j 
And,  having  That,  do  choak  their  fervice  up 
'  Even  with  the  Having ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee ; 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree. 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  blofTom  yield. 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  hufbandry; 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together; 

And 
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And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent^ 
We'll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  Content. 

Adam.  Mailer,  go  on  j  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  gafp  v/ith  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  feventeen  years  'till  now  almoll  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  Many  their  fortunes  feekj 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  ; 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  malter's  debtor.      \Ex 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to  the  Foreft  of  Arden. 

Enter  Rofalind   in    Boys  c loath s  for  Ganimed,  Celfai 
dreji  like  a  Shepherdefs  for  Aliena,  and  Clown. 

Rof.  f^~^  Jupiter  !  how  weary  are  my  fpirits  ? 

V^     Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  ipirits,   if  my  legs 
were  not  weary. 

Rof,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my  man's  I 
apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman  ;  but  I  muft  comfort  the 
weaker  veffel,  as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  fhow  it  felf 
courageous  to  petticoat  j  therefore,  courage,  good 
Miena. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  bear  with  mCj  I  cannot  go  no  fur- 
ther. 

Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you >  than 
bear  you  ;  yet  1  fhould  bear  no  Crois,  if  I  did  bear  you  j. 
for,  I  think,  you  have  no  money  in  your  purfe. 

Mof  Well,   this  is  the  foreil  of  Arden. 

Clo.  Ay  ;  now  I  am.  in  Arden^  the  miore  fool  T  3  whem 
I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  but  travellers! 
mull  be  content.  .j 

Rof  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchfione :  look  you>  whp 
comes  here  J  a  young  man  and  an  old  in  folemji.talk'.'f^ 

a  0  Jupker !  haw  merry  are  my  fpirits  f]  And  yet  within  thfe'' 
fpaceof  one  interven>ngHn°,  fhe  fays,  fhe  could  find  in  her  heart  td 
difgrace  her  rr>an's  apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman.  It  fhould  be,— 
how  WEARY  are  my  fpiritif  And  the  Clown's  reply  makes  this 
reading  certain* 
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Enter  Corin  and  Silvius. 
Xlor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 
5//.  O  Corin,  that  thoa  knevv'fl  how  I  do  love  her  ? 
Cor.  I  partly  gaefs ;  for  I  have  lovM  ere  now. 
,  5//.  No,  Corin,  being  old,  thou  can'fl  not  guefs, 
fho'  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  lover, 
is  ever  ligh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillov/  j 
!ut  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
A.S,  fure,  I  think,  did  never  man  love  To) 
low  many  adions  moft  ridiculous 
laft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafie  ? 
Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 
5//.  '  Ojthou  did'fl  then  ne'er  love  ib  xieartilyi 
If  thou  remember'!!:  not  the  flighteit  folly. 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into  j 

Thou  haft  not  lovM.- 

'Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now. 
Wearying  the  h.arer  in  thy  miftrefs'  praife. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd,  — — — 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company 
Abruptly,  as  my  piffion  now  makes  me ; 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd.'    -    — 
Fhebel  Phebe!  Phehe  !  lExit  S'll. 

Rof  Alas,  poor  Shepherd  !  fearching  of  thy  wound, 
have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 
Clo.  "  And    I  mine;  I  remember,   when  I  was  in 
love,  I  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him^ 
take  that  for  coming  a-n  ghts  to  Jane  Smile ;  and   I 
o^;|  remember  the  kiffing  of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's 
dugs  that  her  pretty  chopt  hands  had  mi; k'd;  and  I 
remember  the  wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her, 
from  whom  [  took  two  cods,  and  giving  her  them  a- 
elleal  gain,  faid  with  weeping  tears,  wear  thefe  for  my  fake. 
We,  that  are  true  lovers,  run  into  ftrange  capers ;  but 
al  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  fo  is  all  nature  in  love  mor- 
;,ji;,|  tal  in  folly." 

Rof.  Thou  fpeak'ftwifer,  than  tho-i  art  ware  of, 
Clo.  Nay,  1  ftiall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  wit,  'till 
E!^»i  break  my  ftilns  againft  it. 

'^•'Jji  iJo/.  Jove!  Jo've!  this  Shepherd's  paffion  is  much 
'^  loon  my  fafhion. 


^Ul. 
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CIo.  And  mine;  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with  me 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  man. 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food; 
I  faint  almofl  to  death. 

Clo.  Holla  J  you.  Clown  f 

jRo/.  Peace,  fool  ,•  he's  not  thy  kinfinan. 

Cor.   Who  calls? 

Clo.  Your  betters.  Sir. 

Coy.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 

Kof.  Peace,  I  fay  ;  good  Even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Rof.  I  pr'ythee^  Ihepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  -defert  place  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  where  we  may  refl  our  felves,  and  feed  j 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd. 
And  faints  f:i  fuccour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her. 
And  wiih  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her ; 
But  I  am  Ihepherd  to  another  man. 
And  do  not  fheer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  mafter  is  of  churlifli  diipolition. 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality : 
Befides,  his  Coate,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  flieep-coate  now. 
By  rjeafon  of  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on ;  but  what  is,  come  fee ; 
And  in  my  voice  moll  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he,  that  fliall  buy  his  flock  and  pafture 

Cor,  That  young  fwain,  that  you  faw  here  but  cr 
while. 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof,  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honelly. 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture  and  the  flock. 
And  thou  flialt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cei.  And  wc  will  mend  thy  wages. 
I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could  waftc 
My  time  in  it. 

Cor,  Affuredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  fold  ; 
Go  with  me;  if  you  like,  upoa  report, 

Th 
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The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 

I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be ; 

And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.        [Ex€unt. 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  a  defert  Fart  of  the  Forell, 

Znter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  others* 
SONG. 

Under  the  green-nvood  tree. 
Who  lonjes  to  lye  njoith  me. 
And  tune  his  merry  note. 
Unto  the  fnjueet  bird's  throat. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  i 
Here  Jhall  he  fee 
No  enemy. 
But  <winter  and  rough  ^weather, 
yaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 
jimi.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Monfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  I  thank  it ;  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more ;  I  can  fuck 
melancholy  out  of  a  Song,  as  a  weazel  fucks  eggs; 
more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  rugged  -,  I  know,  I  cannot  pleafe 
you. 

Jaq.  "  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  defire 
"  you  to  fing ;"  come,  come,  another  ftanzo ;  call  you 
'€m  ftanzo's  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Monfieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  owe  me 
nothing. — Will  you  fing? 

Ami.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  my  felf. 
Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank 
you ;  but  That,  they  call  Compliments,  is  like  the  en- 
counter of  two  dog-apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me 
heartily,  methinks,  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he 
renders  me  the  beggarly  tlianks.     Come,  fmg;  and  you 

that  will  not,  hold  your  tongues > 

Ami.  Well,  I'll  endtheiong,  Sirs;  cover  the  while; 

the  Duke  will  dine  under  this  tree  j  he  hath  been  all  this 

day  to  look  you*  "  , 

Vol.  II.  O  Jaq. 
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ya^.  And  I  have  been  ?.ll  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He 
IS  too  difputable  for  my  company:  I  think  of  as  many 
■matters  as  he,  but  I  give  heav'n  thanks,  and. make  no 
boaflof  them.     Come,  warble,  come. 

SONG. 

Who  doth  ambition  Jhun^ 

And  Ion) es  to  lye  fth''  Sun, 

Seeking  the  food  he  eats, 

And  pleased  'with  nvhat  he  gets ; 

'^Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  5 

Here  Jh all  he  fee 

No  enemy. 
But  winter  and  rough  ^weather, 

Jaq.  1*11  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  macif 
yefterday  in  defpight  of  my. invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  fmg  it.    ' 
y^y.  Thus  it  goes. 

Jf  it  do  come  to  pafs,  • 

'That  any  man  turn  afs  j  1 1 

Leanjing  his  nuealth  and  eafe 
Aftuhborn  fwill  topleafe, 
(a)  Due  ad  me,  due  ad  me,  due  adme. 
Here  f)  all  he  fee 
Grofs  fools  as  he. 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami.  What's  that  due  ad  me? 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation  to  call  fools  into  a  circle 
Til  go  to  fleep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail  againft  d> 
the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke:  his  banquet  it 
prepar'd.  [^Exeunt,  fe-veral^i^ 

SCENE     VI. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
Adam,  Dear  mailer,  1  can  go  no  further;  O,  I  dii 

^s)  Dvtadntr,  Oxfordedition.—- *«Vulg.  J?iyf<^4»'i 
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'for  food !  here  lie  I  down,  and  meafure  out  my  grave. 
iFarewel,  kind  mailer. 

i  Orla,  Why,  how  now,  Adam  !  no  greater  heart  in 
thee  ?  live  a  little  ;  comfort  a  little  j  cheer  thy  felf  a 
little.  If  this  uncouth  Foreft  yield  any  thing  favage,  I 
will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee  : 
thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy  powers.  For  my 
fake  be  comfortable,  hold  death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end: 
I  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently,  and  if  I  bring  thee 
not  fomething  to  eat,  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die.  But  if 
thou  dieft  before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  la^ 
hour.  Well  faid,  thou  look'Il  cheerly.  And  I'll  be 
with  thee  quickly ;  yet  thou  Heft  in  the  bleak  air. 
Come,  I  will  bear  thee  to  fome  flielter,  and  thou  {halt 
not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live  any  thing  in 
this  Defert.     Cheerly,  good  Jdam.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lords,  I J  Tah/e/et  out, 

Duke  Sen,  I  think,  he  is  transformed  into  a  beaft. 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

I  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence. 
Mere  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Song. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he,  compad  of  jars,  grow  mulical, 
Wt  inall  have  fhortly  difcord  in  the  fpheres : 
jo,  feek  him  ;  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him.-- 

Enter  Jaques. 
E    I  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 
Duke  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  life  is 
this, 
That  your  poor  friends  mull:  woo  your  company  ? 
A^hat!  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  foo' ; I  met  a  fool  i'th  foreft, 

A  motley  fool;  a  miferable  varlet! 

As 

J  I  A  motley  foci',  a  mrferahk  wcf^Ln  ]]  What!  becin/t^  b;  met  a 
ley  foci,  was  st  t'hereforea  mi jeruhk  •world?  This  is  hdiy  blunda'^ 
^j  weihouid  read, 

».■■■>'. .- a  mifirai'k  ,v a  r  r  t  t« 

t;  O  2  His 
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As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool. 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bafk'd  him  in  the  fun^ 
And  raii'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
;In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 

*  Good-morrow,  fool,  quoth  I :  No,  Sir,  quoth  he^ 

*  Call  me  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  fcnt  me  fortune :i 

*  And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poak, 

*  And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luftre  eye, 

*  Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  clock  : 

*  Thus  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags.: 
'^  'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fmce  it  was  nine, 
'  And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven ; 

*  And  fo  from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 

*  And  then  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 

*  And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.*     When  1  did  hear 
The  motley  ibol  thus  .moral  on  the  time. 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  Ihould  be  fo  deep  contemplative : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermJlTion, 
An  hour  by  his  dial,     O  noble  fool, 
A  worthy  fool!  motley's  the  only  wear. 

Duh  Sen.  What  fool  is  this? 

ya^.   **  O  worthy  fool !  one  that  hath  been  a  Courtic 
*'  And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
*'  They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain, 
"  Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bifket 
"  After  a  voyage,  he  hath  firange  places  cram'd 
■*'  With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
"  In  mangled  forms.     O  that  1  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat, 

Duh  Sen.  Thou  flialt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  fuit ; 
Provided,  that  you  >veed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion,  that  grows  rank  in  them. 
That  I  am  wife.     **  I  muft  have  liberty 
"  Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
"  To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe ;  for  fo  fools  have  j 

His  head  is  altogether  running  on  this  fool,  both  before  and  aR 
.shefe  words,  and  here  he  calls  him  a  miferabis  •varUt,  notwithftan 
jjjg  he  railed  OH  lady  fortune  in  goad  terms,  &e,  Nor  is  the  chan 
wf  muk^  (f  great  a«  af ^ears  at  firft  fight. 

"  Ar 
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*'  And  they  that  are  moft  gauled  with  my  folly. 
They  moft  muft laugh:  and,  why,  Sir,  muft  theyfoK 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  parilh  church  j 
He,  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit. 
Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart, 
+  Not  to  feem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob.     If  not. 
The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  a  fool. 
\  [nvell  me  in  my  motley,  give  me  leave 
[To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through' 

Sleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'  infeded  world, 

|f  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Du^e  Sen.  Fie  on  thee !  I  can  tell  what  thou  would'ft  - 

do. 
Jaq.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good  ? 
Duke  Sen.  Moft  mifchievous  foul  fm,  in  chiding  fin  5 

Ror  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine, 

As  fenfual  as  the  brutifti  fting  itfelf ; 

And  all  th'  embofled  fores  and  headed  evils,  ■ 

That  thou  v/ith  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 

W"ould'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world, 
Jaq.  "  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride. 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ?  ^ 

Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
'Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  fay,  the  city-woman  bear* 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  Ihoulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  I  mean  her  i 
When  fuch  a  one  as  {he,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  fundion, 
That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft ; 
Thinking,  that  I  mean  him; ; but  therein  futei 

*  His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpecch  ? 

'*  There  then;   how  then ?  what  then ?   let  me  fee 
wherein 

*  My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him ;  if  it  do  him  right, 

4  StmfinftUfs  of  the  boh.'\    Both  the  meaAire  ind  the  fenfe  dire^ 
us  to  read. 

Not  To/ww/M/tf/lr/i,  &c. 

O  3  *'  Thjwi 
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«'  Then  he  hath  wrong*d  himfelf;  if  he  be  free, 
"  Why,  then  my,  taxing,  like  a  wild  gooie,  flies 
"  Unciaim'd  of  any  man.     But  who  comes  here  ^ 

SCENE     VIII. 

JEnfer  Orlando,   ivitb  Stuord  draiv»i 

Orla,  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

^aq.  V/hy,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  (halt  thou,  'till  neceffity  be  fervM. 

Jaq.  Of  what  kind  fhould  this  Cock  come  of? 

Duke  Ben.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,man,by  thy  diil:refs" 
Cr  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 
^hat  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orla.  You  touchM  my  vein  at  firfl  -,  the  thorny  poini 
Of  bare  diftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  fhew 
Of  fmooth  civility  j  yet  am  I  in-land  bred. 
And  know  fome  nurture  :  but  forbear,  I  fay : 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
®Till  I  and  my  affairs  are  anfwered, 

Jaq.    If  you  will  not 
Be  anfwered  with  reafon>  I  muft  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ?.  Your  gentlcnefi 
Ihall  force. 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orla.   I  almoft  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  table. 

Orla.    Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  pardon  me,  I  pray  you  i 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  favage here; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  Hern  commandment.     But  whatever  you  are,. 

*  That  in  this  defert  inacceffible, 
^  Under  the  (hade  of  melancholy  boughs 

*  5  Lofe  and  negleft  the  creeping  hours  of  time ; 
'  If  ever  you  have  lookM  on  better  days ; 

*  li  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  church  -, 

*  If  ever  fate  at  any  good  man's  feaft ; 

*  If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear. 


5  l^ojt  and  negleci  the  creeping  hours  of  time  jj 

Semthm  iter  ^  faUmis  ftmita  vita,        Hor< 


And 
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^  And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  5* 

Let  gentlenefs  my  flrong  enforcement  be, 

In  the  which  hope  I  blifh,  and  hide  my  fword. 

Duke  ^.en    True  is  it,  that  we  have  feen  better  days/- 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knolPd  to  church ; 
And  fate  at  good  men's  fealls,  and  wipM  our  eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  pity  had  engender'd  : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
7'nat  to  your  wanting  may  be  minillred. 

Orla,  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while^ 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn. 
And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man. 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  love  j  'till  he  be  iirft  fufhc'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 
And  we  will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 

OrJa.    I  thank  ye  j  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good 
comfort !  [E^if, 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy ; 
This  wide  and  univerfal  Theatre 
Prefents  more  wofiil  pageants,  than  the  fcene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jag.  *  All  the  world's  a  Stage, 

*  And  all  the  men  and  women  meerly  Players  ^ 

*  They  have  their  Exifs  and  their  entrances, 

*  And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parti : 

*  His  a6ls  being^  feven  ages.     At  firft  the  infant, 

*  Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  arms : 

*  And  then,  the  whining  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchclj 

*  And  fhining  morning- face,  creeping  like  (hail 

*  Unwillingly  to  fchool.     And  then,  the  lover; 

*  Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woful  ballad 

*  Made  to  his  miftrefs'  eye-brow.     Then,  a  foldier ; 

*  Full  of  Grange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
f  Jealous  ifl  honour,  fuddcn  and  quick  in  quarrel ; 

O  4  •  Seeking 
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*  Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

*  Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.     And  then,  the  juftice 

*  In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 

*  With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

*  ^  Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances, 

*  And  fo  he  plays  his  part.     7  The  fixth  age  Ihifts 

*  Into  the  lean  and  flipperM  pantaloon, 

*  V/ith  fpeflacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  lide  j 

*  His  youthful  hofe  well  favM,  a  world  too  wide 

*  For  his  fhrunk  Ihank ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 

*  Turning  again  toward  childilh  treble,  pipes, 

*  And  whillles  in  his  found.     Lafl  Scene  of  all,, 
'  That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftory, 

*  Is  fecond  childiihnefs,  and  meer  oblivion, 

*  Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,,  fans  every  thing, 

S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Enfer  Orlando,,  tv//^  Adam. 

Duh  Sin.    Welcome :    fet-  down   your    venerable 
burden. 
And  let  him  feed. 

Or /a.  I  thank  you  moll  for  him, 

^dam.  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  fclf^ 

Duke  Sen    Welcome,  fall  to:  I  will  not  trouble  you. 
As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  mufick  j  and,  good  coulin,  fmg. 

6  Fullofivifejaivi  an^  modern  trjiance:,']  It  is  remarkable  that 
Shaktfpear  ufes  modern  in  "the  double  fcnfe  that  the  Greeks  ufed, 
KAlVii,  bofh  fer  recem  and  abfurdui, 

7  The  fix tb  age  Jhifti 

Into  the  lean  and  flipper''  d  pantaloon.^  There  U  a  greater  beauty 
than  appears  at  firft  fight  in  this  image.  He  h  here  comparing  hu- 
man life  to  ^f^ge  play,  of  fcven  a6ls,  (which  was  no  unufual  divi- 
ficn  before  cur  author's  time.)  The  fixth  he  calls  the  lean  anet  ' 
fippcr''d pantaloon,  alluding  to  that  general  charafter  in  the  ItaliaH 
comedy,  called  II  Pant  alone -^  who  is  a  thin  emaciated  old  man  in 
fippen  J  and  well  defigned,  in  that  epithet,  becaufc  Pavtalone  is  the 
ojaJy  char^ftcr  th.iit  a<5ls  io  flippcri, 

SONG' 
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SONG. 

SI010,  bloiv,  thou  ^winter  ivind, 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude  ;    _ 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
^  Becaufe  thou  art  not  Jheen, 

Altho*  thy  breath  he  rude.  ,     , 

Heigh  ho  !  fingy  heigh  ho  !  unto  the  green  holly  s  ', 
Moft  friendjhip  is  feigning  \  mofl  losing  meerfalhfZ  ' 

Then  heigh  ho,  the  holly  I 

This  life  is  tnofi  jolly. 

Fi^eeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  fiy,  ■ 
That  doji  not  bite  fo  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Tho*  thou  the  lAjaters  ^warp, 
Ihyfting  is  not  fo  fharp 

As  friend  remetnhred  not. 
Heigh  ho  !  ftng,  &c. 

.8  Becaufe  thou  art  not  see n,]  This  fong  is  defigned  to  fult  the' ' 
Dake's  exiled  condition,  who  had  been  ruined  by  ungrateful fiatteren^ 
Now  the  'Winter  ivindy  the  fong  fays,  is  to  be  preferr'd  to  man^i  in- 
gratitude.  But  why?  Becaufe  it  is  not  seen.  But  thig  was  not 
only  an  aggravation  of  the  injury,  as  it  was  done  in  fecret,  not  feen, 
but  was  the  very  circumftance  that  made  the  keennefs  of  the  ingra- 
titude of  his  faithlefs  courtiers.  Without  doubt,  Shakejptar  wrot« 
the  line  thus, 

Becauft  thou  art  not  snzxtJ, 
i.e.  fmiling,  fhining,  like  an  ungrateful  court- fervant,  who  flatters 
while  he  wounds,  which  was  a  very  good  reafon  for  giving  the  wiiUtr' 
tvind  the  preference.     So  in  the  Midjummtr  Night* s  Dream^ 

Spangled  ft  ar  light  sheen, 
and  feveral  other  places.     Chaucer  ufes  it  in  this  fenfc. 

Your  bUifid  Jufter  Lucina  //&tf  s  H  E  n  E . 
And  Fairfax, 

The  /acred  Angel  took  his  Target  s  H  E  N  E  , 

And  by  the  Cbriftian  OaampiaH  ftood  unfeen. 
The  Oxford  editor,  who  had  this  emendation  communiGated  tO  hlm^  ' 
takes  occalion  from  thence  to  alter  the  whole  line  thus, 

Tbou  caufeft  net  that  teen* 
But,  in  his  rage  of  correftion,  he  forgot  to  leave  the  reafon,  wBicfi 
18  now  wanting,  Why  tb«  winter  windytM  to  be  preferred  to  man's 
ingratitude-^ 

Q  5  Duki 
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Du^g  Sen,  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rcvjlan^s 
.  Son, 
As  you  have  whifperM  faithfully  you  were. 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witaefs, 
Moll  truly  limnM,  and  living  in  yottr  face,. 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.     I'm  the  Duke, 
That  lov'd  your  Father.     The  refidue  of  your  fortune 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.     Good  old  Man, 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  m  after  is ; 
Support  him  by  the  arm ;  give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underlland.  \^ExeuHe* 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

Th  PALACE. 

Enter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 
Duke,  ^'y^ OT  fee  him  fince?   Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot 
IN  be: 

But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 

J  fhould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 

Of  my  revenge,  thou  prcfent :  but  look  to  it  j, 

37ind  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe'cr  he  is ; 

"Seek  him  with  candle :  bring  him  dead  or  livings 

Within  this  twelvemonth ;  or  turn  thou  no  more 

To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 

Thy  lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine. 

Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands ; 

"'Till  thou  can'ft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth. 

Of  what  v/e  think  againft  thee. 

OH    Oh,  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  heart  in  this : 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke,  More  villain  thou.     Well,  pufti  him  out  of 
doors  J 
And  let  my  ofiicers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  Extent  upon  his  houfe  and  lands : 
Po  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  [  Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 
Changes  to  the  Foreft. 

Enter  Orlando. 
Orla.  T  TANG  there,  my  verfe,  in  witneft  of  my 
JTX  love; 

And  thou  thrice-crowned  Queen  of  Night  furvey. 
With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above. 

Thy  huntrefs'  name  that  my  full  life  doth  fway. 
O  Rojfalind!  thefe  trees  ihall  be  my  books. 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  I'll  charadei:  5 
That  every  eye,  which  in  this  Foreft  looks. 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefsM  every  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlandoy  carve,  on  every  tree. 
The  fair,  the  chafle,  and  unexpreiTiVe  Slid.  {Kxln 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Corin  and  Clown; 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  fliepherd's  life,  Mr/ 
TouchJIone  ? 

Clo.  "  Truly ,^  flreph,erd,  in  refped  of  itfelf,  it  is  a 
**"  good  lifej  butinrefpeft  that  it  is  afliepherd'slife,  it 
"  is  naught.  In  refped:  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  ver^ 
**  well  J  but  in  refped  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile 
**  life.  Now  in  refped  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleafeth  me 
**  well;  but  in  refped  it  i«  not  in  the  Court,  it  is  tediouso 
"  As  it  is  a  fpare  life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  humour  well;; 
"  but  as  there  is  no  more  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much 
**  againll  my  llomach.  Haii  any  philofophy  in  thcc, 
'*  fhepherd? 

Cor.  "  No  more,  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one 
*'  fickens,  the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is :  and  that  he,  that 
"  wants  money,  means,  and  content,  is  without  three 
"  good  friends.  That  the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet, 
**  and  fire  to  burn  :  that  good  pafture  makes  fat  fheep  ; 
"'  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  night,  is  hck  of  the  Sun : 
*'  and  that  *  he  that  hath  learned  no  wit  by  nature  nor 

"  art, 

1  he  that  bath  Itemed  no  nvit   by  nature  cr  art,  may  complain  «f* 
GOOD  breedings  or  comes  ofvtrj  dnll  kindred,1  Common  fenfe  requircB 
us  to  read,  may 
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*'  art,  may  complain  of  grofs  breeding,  or  comes  of  a 
"  very  dull  kindred. 

Clo.   ^  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher.     Waft 
ever  in  Court,  Ihepherd? 
Cor.  No,  truly. 
Clo.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hope 

Clo.  Truly,  thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill-roafted  Qggy 
all  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court .?  your  reafon. 
Clo.  3  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 
faw'ft  good  manners  ;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  manners, 
then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  j  and  wickednefs  isfm, 
and  fm  is  damnation  :  thou  art  in  a  parlous  ftate,  Ihepherd. 
Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touehflone :  thofe,  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Country,, 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  at  the 
Court.  You  told  me,  you  falute  not  at  the  Court,  but 
you  kifs  your  hands ;  that  courtefie  would  be  uncleanly, 
if  Courtiers  were  fhepherds. 

Clo,  Inftance,  briefly  ;  come,  inftance. 
Cor,  Why,  we  are  Hill  handling  our  ewes  j  and  their 
fels,  you  know,  are  greafie. 

Clo.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  hands  fweat  ?  and  is 

may  complain  o/gkoss  breeding. 
The  Oteford ciStor  has  greatly  improved  this  emendation  by  reading, 
•^bad  breeding. 

2  Such  a  »nt  is  a  natural  philofopher.']  The  fhepherd  had  faid  all 
the  Philofophy  he  knew  was  the  property  oit\\m%%,th&t  rain  wetted, 
fire  burnt ^  Sec.  And  the  Clown^s  reply,  in  a  fatire  on  Phyjicki  or 
Natural  Philofophy,  though  introduced  with  a  quibble,  is  extremely 
juft.  For  the  Natural  Philofopher  is  indeed  as  ignorant  (notwlth- 
Aanding  all  his  parade  of  knowledge)  of  the  epcient  caufe  of  things  as 
the  Ruftic.  It  appears,  from  a  thoufand  inftances,  that  our  poet 
"was  well  acquainted  with  the  Phyfics  of  his  time;  and  hie  grtat  pe- 
netration enabled  him  to  fee  this  remedilefs  defe<ft  of  it. 

3  f^^y)  ifthoii  ne'vernvafi  at  Court,  thou  never  jaiv'fi  good  manners  j 
if  thou  never,  &c.  J  This  reafoning  is  drawn  up  in  imitation  of  Friar 
John's  to  Panurgz  in  Rablais.  Si  tu  ei  Coquu,  ergo  ta  femme  jera  belle  ; 
trge  tuferas  bien  traitt  d'elle ;  ergo  tu  auras  des  AmL  beau  coup  '^  ergo 
iu  jcras  jauye'.  The  laft  inference  is  pleafantly  drawn  from  the  popi5li 
dofftrine  of  the  interceiiion  of  Saints.  And,  I  fuppofe,  our  jocular 
EngUJh  proverb,  coaceriadng  this  n»tter,  was  feucdcd  io  Friai*  John''^ 
iogi-c, 

not 
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rot  the  greafe  of  a  mutton  as  wholfome  at  the  fweat 
j  of  a  man  ?  {hallow,  fhallow ;  — —  a  better  inilance,  I-: 
I  fay:  come. 

Cor.  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow 
again  : a  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  furge- 
ry  of  our  fheep^  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tarr?  the 
Courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo.  Moft  ihallow  m.anj  thou  worms-meat,  in  re- 
fpe6l  of  a  good  piece  of  flelh,  indeed!  learn  of  the  wife 
and  perpend  ;  civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  tarr;  the  yq- 
ly  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.   Mend  the  inftance,  fhepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  j  I'Jl  reft. 

Cl§.  Wilt  thou  reft  damnM  ?  God  help  thee,  fhallow 
man ;  God  -^  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  *  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat ;  get 

*  that  I  wear  i  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  hap- 

*  pinefs ,  glad  of  other  men's  good,  content  with  my 

*  harm  ;  and  the  greatcft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee  my  ewet 

*  graze,  and  my  lambs  fuck. 

Clo.  That  is  another  fimple  fin  in  you,  to  bring  the 
ewes  and  the  rams  together  ;  and  to  offer  to  get  your 
living  by  the  copulation  of'  cattle  ;  to  be  a  bawd  to  a 
bell-weather  i  and  to  betray  a  ftie-Iamb  of  a  twelves- 
month  to  a  crooked-pated  old  cuckoldly  ram,  out  of  all 
reafonable  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  damn'd  for  this, 
the  devil  himfelf  will  have  no  Ihcpherds  -,  I  cannot  fee 
elfe  how  thou  ftiould'ft  'fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Gammed,  my  new  mif- 
treffi's  brother. 


4  make  incifion  in  thee,']  To  make  Inctjcn -wis  a  proverbial  exprcf* 
fion  then  in  vogue,  to  make  to  undcrftand.  So  in  Beaumunt  and 
Fletcher" i  Humourous  Lieutenant ^ 

—— .  0  excellent  King^ 

Thus  be  begins,  thou  life  and  light  of  creatures 
jirgel-ey''d  King,  'veuchfafe  at  Ungtb  thy  favour  j 
And  jo  proceeds  t'o  incifion  ^ 

>.««  to  make  fcim  uoderftaa<J  what  he  would  be  at. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

JEnter  Rofalind,  n.vith  a  paper*  ^ 

Rof.   Tram  the  eafi  to  iveJiernJndc, 
Noje^welis  like  Rofalind. 
Her  nvorth,  being  mounted  on  the  'wind, 
'Through  all  the  ixsorld  hears  Rofalind. 
All  the  piBureiy  fair ejl  lind. 
Are  but  black  to  Roialind  ; 
Let  HO  face  he  kept  in  mind. 
But  the  face  o/' Rofalind. 

C/(?.  ril  rhime  you  fo,  eight-  years  together ;  din- 
ners, and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  :  it  is 
the  right  butter-women's  rank  to  market. 

Rof  Out,  fool! 

Clo.  For  a  taite.  ■ 

Jf  a  hart  dsth  lack  a  hind. 

Let  him  feek  out  Ro{3.]md. 

If  the  cat  'will  after  kind. 

So,  be  fure,  'will  Rofalind. 

Winter  garments  muji  be  lind. 

So  muf  fender  Rofalind; 

^hey,  that  reap y  muJi  Jheaf  and  hind  i 

Then  to  Cart  'with  Rofalind. 

Snjoeetefi  nut  hath  fonjoref  rind,  . 

St^h  a  nut  is  Rofalind. 

Me  that  fnveetef  rofe  njuillfnd, 

Muftfind  lo've^s prick,  and  Rofalind. 


This  Is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  -,  why  do  you  in- 
left  your  felf  with  them  I 

Rof  Peace,  .you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tre^   - 

Clo.  Truly    the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Rof  ril  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  T  {liall  grafF  it 
with  a  medler ;  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  i'  th* 
country  ;  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe,  and 
that*s  the  right  virtue  of  the.  medler. 

ClK 


I 
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Clo.  You  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  na,.^  let 
the  Foreftcr  judge. 

SCENE    V. 

^nter  Celia,  ijoith  a  'writing 
Rof,  Peace,   here  comes  my  Sifter  reading  i    fland 
tfide. 

Cel.   Whyjhould  this  a  Defert  he. 

For  it  is  unpeopled?   No; 
tongues  Vll  hang  on  e^very  tree^ 

tkatjhall  civil  faying  sjho'vj. 
Some,  honju  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage  i 
that  the  ftr etching  of  a  fpan 

Buckles  in  hisfum  of  age  i 
Someof'violated'VonvSf 

^'Tiuixt  the  fouls  of  friend  and friendl 
But  upon  the  fair  eft  boughs  ^ 

Or  at  e'very  fentence  end. 
Will  I  Rofalinda  ^ritei 

teaching  all,  that  read,  to  kno^w, 
this  ^intejfence  of  e-very  Sprite 

He  an;  en  nvould  in  little  fhonjj. 
therefore  hea'ven  nature  charg'd, 

that  one  bodyfhould  befilPd 
With  all  graces  n»ide  enlarged  j  :^ 

Nature  prefently  d ft  ill  d 
Helen' J  cheeks,  but  not  her  hearty 

Cleopatra'^  majefty ; 
Kx.'9X?LTi\.z!s  better  part  I 

Sad  Lucretia'/  modefty.  '  \ 

thus  Rofalind  of  jnan^  parts 

By  hea<^S nly  fynod  ivas  de'vis''d% 
Of  many  faces y  eyes  and  hearts, 

~  to  banje  the  -'ouches  deareft  prixd. 
Hea'vn  nxiould  that  ft^e  the fe  gifts  fhould  havt^ 
And  I  to  li've  and  die  her  fla^ve. 

5  Ltt  the  ¥ ovizsr  jyJge.'}  We  /hould  read  Forsstek,  i,  t,  the 
flicpherd  who  was  there  prefent. 
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Rof,  ^  O  moft  gentle  Juniper  }~ — what  tedious  hb- 
mily  of  love  have  yea  wearied  your  Parifhioners  withal^, 
and  never  cry'd,  have  patience,  good  people  ? 

Cel,  How  now  ?  back  friends !  Ihepherd,  go  off  % 
little  :  go  with  him,  iirrah. 

Clo.  Come,  Ihepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable  re--^ 
treat ;  tho*  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip' 
and  fcrippage.  {Exemt  Q.Qi.and^\(mxi.. 

SCENE     VI. 

Cel.   Didfl  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too  5  for  fome' 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verfes  wouldl 
bear. 

Cel,  That's  no  matter ;  the  feet  might  bear  the  verfes. 

Rof,  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  aud  could  not  bear; 
themfclves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lamely, 
in  the  verfc. 

Cel.  But  didfl:  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 
name  ftould  be  hang*d  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  trees  ? 

Rof.  I  wasfeven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  be- 
fore you  came :  for,  look  here,  what  I  found  on  a  palm- 
tree  J  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fmce  Pythagoras* s  time,, 
that  I  was  an  Irijb  rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

CeL   Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Cel.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  higi 
neck  :  Change  you  colour  ? 

Rof.  \  pr'ythee,  who  ? 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  tOt 
meet;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earth- 
quakes, and  fo  encounter. 

Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

Cel.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Rof  Nay,  I  pr'ythee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  vc* 
icmence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

6  0  moft  gentle  jvrzTT-R\'\  We  fhould  read  junipi«,  as  the 
fcllowing  words  ihtvi,  alluding  to  the  proverbial  term  of  a  Juniper 
Itaare :  A  fliarp  or  uapieafing  cue  j  Junifer  being  a  rough  prickly 
flaat. 
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Cel  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  mofl:  wonderfi^l 
wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out  .• 
pf  all  whooping  — 

Rof.  7  Good  my  complexion !  doft  thou  think, 
though  I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet 
md  hofe  in  my  difpofition  ?  ^  One  inch  of  delay  more  is , 
a  South-fea  off  difcovery.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  who  is  it ; 
quickly,  and  fpeak  apace  ;  I  would  thou  could'Il  Ham- 
mer, that  thou  might'il:  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of 
thy  mouth,  as  wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow-mo uth'd  bot- 
tle I  either  too  much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I  pr'ythee, 
take  the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy 
tidings. 

Cel,   So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 
\     Rof.  Is  he  of  God's  making  ?  what  manner  of  man  ? 
15  his  head  worth  a  hat  ?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

CeL  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Rof.  V/hy,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful  j  let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thoa 
delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tripp-d  up  the  wrefb? 
ler's  heels  and  your  heart  both  in  an  inftant. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  i  fpeak,  fad 
brow,  and  true  maid, 

C^/.  I 'faith,  coz,  'tis  he, 

Rof   Orlando! 

Gel.  Orlando. 

Rof  Alas  the  day,  what  (hall  I  do  with  my  doublet 
and  hofe  ?  what  did  he,  when  thou  faw'll  him  ?  what 
(aid  he?  how  look'd  he?  wherein  went  he?  what 
makes  he  here?  did  he  afkforme?  where  remains  he? 
how  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  v/hen  Ihalt  thou  fee  hiai 
again  ?  anfwer  me  in  one  word. 


7  Good  my  complexiofi!]  Tbis  ts  a  mode  of  expreffton,  Mr.  TbeoBald 
fays,  tvhich  be  cannot  reconcile  to  common  finfe.  Like  enough:  andfo, 
too  i\\t  Oxford  Editor.  But  the  meaning  is.  Hold  good  my  eomplexi- 
oit,  i.  e.  let  me  not  blufh. 

8  One  inch  sf  delay  more  is  a  South-fea  of  difcovery.]   This  is  ftark 

nwfenfe  J  we   muft  read ef  difcovery,  /.    e.  from  difcovery. 

* '  If  you  delay  me  one  inch  of  time  longer,  I  flxall  think  this  fecrct 
*'  as  fv  fwiB.difcQvery  as  the  Soutb-fean,'"' 

CeL- 
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CeL  You  muft  borrow  me  Guragantua%  mouth  firfl ; 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  fize  .  to 
fay,  ay,  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  an- 
fwer  in  a  cRtechifm. 

Kof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Forell,  and 
in  man's  apparel  ?  looks  he  as  frefhly  as  he  did  the  day 
he  wreflied  ? 

Cel.  It  is  as  eafie  to  count  atoms,  as  to  refolve  the 
proportions  of  .a  lover :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding 
him,  and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  9 1  found 
tim  under  a  tree  like  a  droppM  acorn. 

Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jo^e\  tree,  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam. 

Uof.  Proceed. 

Cei.  There  lay  he'  flretch'd  along  like  a  wounded ' 
Knight. 

Rof.  Tho'  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

CeL  Cry,  holla!  to  thy  tongue,  Ipr'ythee;  it  curvets* 
anfeafonably.     He  was  furnifh'd  like  a  hunter. 

JR.of.  Oh,  ominous !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

Cel.  I' would  fingmy  fong  without  a  burthen ;  thou 
bring'ftme  out  of  tunc. 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman? /when  1 
think,  I  mull  fpeak :  Sweet,  fay  on. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Cei  You  bring  me  out.     Soft,  comes  he  not  here  I 
-  Rof  'Tis  he '»  llink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Cel.  and  Rof.  retire, 
yaq.  "  I  thank  you  for  your  company  j  but,  good 
5*  faith,  I  had  as  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

9  I  found  him  under  a  tree  like  a  dropp''d  actrn.]  We  fhould  read. 
Under  an  oak  tree. 
This  appears  from  what  follows  '  like  a  dropped  acorn.  For  how 
did  he  look  like  a  dropped  acorn  unlefs  he  was  found  under  an  oak  tree. 
And  from.  Rof  blind's  reply,  that  it  might  well  is  called  Jove'i  tree  : 
Eor  the  Oak  was  facred  to  V^tr, 

Or/M. 


m 
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Orla.  "  And  fo  had  1 5  but  yet  for  fafliion  fakr,  I 
**•  thank  you  too  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  "  God  bV  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 

Orla.  "  I  do  delire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

Jaq  "  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  trees  with  writing 
"  love-fongs  in  their  barks. 

Orla.  "  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  of  my  Verfes  witK 
**  reading  them  ili-favouredly.'" 

Jaq.  Rofalind^  16  your  love's  name  ? 

Orla.  Yes,  juft 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafmg  you,  when 
flie  was  chriften'd 

Jaq.  What  llature  is  ihe  of? 

Orla.   Juft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

yaq.  You  arc  full  of  pretty  anfwers ;  have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  and  conn'd' 
them  out  of  rings  ? 

Orla.  Not  fo :  '  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloth," 
fi"om  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  qucftions. 

jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit :  I  think,  it  was  made 
of  Atalanta^  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and: 
we  two  will  rail  againft  our  miltrefs,  the  woridi  and  alf 
our  mifery. 

Orla.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my 
felf,  againft  whom  I  know  moft  faults. 

Jaq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orla,  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  bell; 
virtue ;  I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drown''d  in  the  brook ;  look  but  in,  and 
you  fhall  fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  fhall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  cypher. 

I  But  lanfiuer  you  r%iiA  painted  cloth.]  This  alludes  to  the  fa- 
fliion,  in  old  painted  hangings,  of  motto's  and  moral  fentenccs  from 
the  mouths  of  the  figures.  The  poet  again  hints  at  thefe  in  his  poem, 
cali'd,  Tarquitt  and  Lucrece  : 

Who  fean  a  fentence,  $r  an  old  vtanU  fg-w, 
Sha/l  bj  a  jointed  cloth  be  ke^t'in  arve,  Mr.  TbtobaJd. 

Jaq. 
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Jaq.  I'll  ftay  n©  longer  with  you;  farewel,  good 
Signior  love  I  {Exit. 

SCENE    viir^ 

Or/^.  lamgladofyourdeparture;  adieu,  good  Mon- 
ficur  melancholy  !  [Cel.  and  Rof.  come  forward: 

Rof.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  lacquey,  and* 
under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him :  do  yom 
hear,  foreller? 

Orla.  \try  well  -,  what  would  you  ? 

-ReA  ^  Pi'ay  you, .  what  is't  a  clock  ?^ 

Or/^.  You  ihould  afe  me,  what  time  o'  day  j  th€re'8'= 
no  clock  in  the  Foreft. 

^of.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  Forefl;  eire,, 
fighing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would - 
eeteft  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Orla.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time?  had  not 
that  been  as  proper  ? 

^  Rof.  By  no  means,  Sir :  time  travels  in  divers  paces^- 
with  divers  perfons ;  Hi  tell  you  who  time  ambJes  with- 
al, who  time  trots  w^ithal,  who'  time  gallops  withal,'> 
and  who  he  ftands  fliil  v/ithal  ? 

Orla.  Ipr'ythee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  V 

Rof.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  be^ 
tween  the  contract  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is 
foiemriiz'd :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fe'nnight,  time's  pace ' 
is fo hard  that  itfeems  the  length  of  fevcn years. 

Orla.  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 

Rof.  V/ich  a  priell  that  lacks  Latinei  and  a  rich  man, . 
that  hath  not  tliQ  gout;  for  the  one  lleeps  eafily,  becaufe 
he  cannot  ftudy;  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  - 
he  feels  no  pain  :  the  one  lacking  the  burthen  of  lean 
and  wafteful  learning  ;  the  other  knowing  no  burthen 
of  heavy  tedious  penury.     Thefe  time  ambles  withal. 

Orla.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  thief  to  .the  gallows :  for  though  he  go 
as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  -  he  thinks  himfelf  too  Toon 
there. 

Orla.  Whom  ftays  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof,  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  j  for  they  fleep  be- 
tween 
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ftween  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
time  moves. 

Or  la.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 

Rof.  With  this  ihepherdefs,  my  filler ;    here  in  the 
'ilcirts  of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Orla.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  cony,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  fhe  is 
kindled. 

Orla.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
:purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many ;  but,  indeed,  ah 
-old  religious  Uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who 
was  in  his  youth  an  in-land  man,  one  that  knew  court- 
fhip  too  well ;  for  there  he  fell  in  love.  I  have  heard 
him  read  many  ledures  againft  it ;  I  thank  God,  I  am 
not  a  woman,  to  be  touch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  offences 
as  he  hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex  withal. 

Orla.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils, 
that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof  There  v/ere  none  principal,  they  were  all  like 
one  another,  as  half-pence  arej  everyone  fault  feeming 
monllrous,  'till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orla.  I  pr'ythee  recount  fome  of  them. 

Rof  No  i  I  will  not  cafl  away  my  phyfick,  but  on 
thofe  that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  Foreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  j?vo/2z/rW  on 
their  barks ;  hangs  Odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  Elegies 
,on  brambles ;  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  name  of  Rofa- 
Jind.  If  I  could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I  would  give 
him  fome  good  counfel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quo- 
tidian of  love  upon  hini. 

Orla.  I  am  he,  tha<-  is  fo  love-fhak*d ;  I  pray  you, 
jtell  me  your  remedy. 

Rof  There  is  none  of  my  Uncle*s  marks  upon  you ; 
he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love ;  in  which 
cage  of  rufhes,  I  am  fure,  you  are  not  prifoner. 
Orla.  What  were  his  marks  ? 

Rof  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  eye 
and  funken,  which  you  have  not ;  an  unqueftionable 
ipirit,  which  you  have  not ;  a  beard  neglefted,  which 
you  hare  not ;— —  but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  fimply 

your 
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your  Having  in  beard  is  a  younger  Brother's  revenue  j 
. — -then  your  hofe  (hould  be  uiigarterM,  your  bonnet 
unbanded,  your  fieeve  unbutton'd,  your  fhooe  untied, 
and  every  thing  about  you  demonftrating  a  carelefs  de- 
flation ;  bat  you  are  no  fuch  man,  you  are  rather  point- 
device  in  your  accoutrements,  as  loving  your-felf,  than 
feeming  the  lover  of  any  other. 

Or  la.  F^ir  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe 
I  love.  - 

Re>/.  Me  believe  it  ?  you  may  asfoon  make  her,  that 
you  love,  believe  it ;  which,  I  warrant,  Ihe  is  apter  to 
-do,  than  to  confefs  ihe  does ;  that  is  one  of  the  points, 
in  the  which  women  ilill  give  the  lie  to  their  confcien- 
ces.  But,  in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the 
Verfes  on  the  trees,  wherein  Rojalindh  fo  admired? 

Orla.  I  fwear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of 
Rofalind,  I  am  That  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes 
fpeak  ? 

Or  la.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  caa  exprefs  how 
much. 

Rof,  Love  is  meerly  a  madnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  de- 
ferves  as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  mad  men  do : 
and  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifli'd  and  cured, 
is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  whippers  are 
in  love  too :  yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by  counfel. 

Oria.  Did  you  ^ver  cure  any  fo  ? 

Rof.  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  ima- 
gine me  his  love,  his  miftrefs :  and  I  fet  him  every  day 
to  wooe  me.  At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a 
moonifli  youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable,  long- 
ing, and  liking ;  proud,  fantaitical,  apiih,  {hallow,  in- 
conftant,  full  of  tears,  full  of  fmijes  j  for  every  palfion 
fomething,  and  for  no  paiTion  truly  any  thing,  as  boys 
and  women  are  for  the  moft  part  cattle  of  this  colour  ; 
would  now  like  him,  now  loath  him;  then  entertain 
him,  then  forfwear  him  ^  now  weep  for  him,  then  fpit 
at  him  ;  that  I  drave  my  fuitor  from  his  mad  humour  of 
love,  to  a  livirg  humour  of  madnefs;  wiiich  was,  to 
forfv\'e2r  the  full  ibeam  oi  the  worlo,  and  to  live  in  a 
'  Kook  lueeriy  monaHick  i  and  thu^  I  cur'd  him,  .4ud  this 

way 
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way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wafti  your  liver  as  clear  as  a 
found  flieep's  heart,  that  there  fhall  not  be  one  fpot  of 
love  in't. 

Orla.  I  would  not  be  curM,  youth. 

Kef,  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me 
Uofalind,  and  come  every  day  to  my  cotte,  and  wooe  me. 

Orla,  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will  j  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  vfill  ihew  it  you ; 
and,  by  the  wayj  you  fhall  tell  me  where  in  the  Foreft 
you  live  :  will  you  go  ? 

Orla.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalind :  come, 
filler,  will  you  go  ?  \^Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Enter  Clown,  Audrey  and  Jaques . 

Clo.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey ^  I  will  fetch  up  your 
'.^Q^is,  Audrey  I  and  now,  Audrey,  am  I  the  man  yet? 
doth  my  limple  feature  content  you? 

Aud.  Your  features,  lord  warrant  us !  what  features  ? 

Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  poet  honeft  Ot^/</ was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited,  worfe  than  Jo'ue  in 
a  thatch'd  houfe ! 

Ch.  When  a  jnan's  verfes  cannot  ht  underftood,  nor 
a  man's  good  Wit  feconded  with  the  forward  child, 
Undcrftanding  j  *  it  ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  ft 

great 

a  itjirikez  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room  \\ 
Nothing  was  ever  wrote  in  higher  humour  than  this  iimile.  A 
great  reckoning,  in  a  little  room,  impl-^es  that  the  entertainm^t 
was  mean,  and  the  bill  extravagant.  The  poet  here  alluded  to  the 
French  proverbial  phrafe  of  the  quarter  of  hour  of  Rablaii :  who  faid, 
there  was  only  one  quarter  of  hour  In  human  life  palled  ill,  and  that 
•was  between  the  calling  for  the  reckoning  and  paying  it.  Vet  the 
.delicacy  of  our  Oxford  Editor  would  ccrre£l  this  into,  It  Jiriket  a  mao 
more  dead  than  a  ^rsat  ret  king  in  a  little  room.  This  is  a;  pending 
with  a  vengeance.  When  men  are  joking  together  in  a  rae;ry  hu- 
mour, all  are  difpafed  to  laugh.  One  of  '  he  ccrripany  (-ys  a  good 
thifig  J  the  jeft  is  not  tak«a  j  all  At^iUmt,  and  he  who  rai4it,  quite 

con* 
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rgreat  reckoning  in  a  little  room ;   truly,  I  would  tj 
•Gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 

j^u^l.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is ;  is  it  honeH  i 
deed  and  word  ?  is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

C/o.  No,  truly ;  for  the  trueft  poetry  h  the  mo 
feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry  j  and  what  the 
fwear  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they  do  feign. 

Jud.  Do  you  wifh  th<en,  that  the  Gods  had  mac 
me  poetical  ? 

C/o.  I  do,  truly;  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me,  thou  ai 
lioneft :  now  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fom 
'liope  thou  didft  feign. 

j^ud.   Would  you  not  have  me  honeftf 
C/o.    No,  truly,  unlefs  thou  wert  hard-fa vourM;  fc 
lioneily  coupled  to  beauty,  is,  to  liave  honey  a  fawce  t 
fugar. 

y^ag.  A  material  fool ! 

u4ud.  Well,  I  am  not  fair  5  and  therefore  I  pray  th 
Gods  make  me  honell ! 

C/o.  Truly,  and  to  call:  away  honefty  upon  a  foii 
ilut,  were  to  put  good  m.eat  into  an  unclean  difli. 

Jud.  I  am  not  a  ilut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods 
am  foul. 

C/o.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  foulnefs 
lluttilhnefs  may  come  hereafter:  but  be  it  as  it  may  be 
I  will  marry  thee ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  witi 
Sir  O/injer  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the  next  village,  wh( 
hath  promis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  foreft  anc 
to  couple  us. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

j^ud.   Well,  the  Gods  give  us  joy  ! 

C/o.  Amen.     A  man  may,   if  he  were  of  a  fearful 

heart,  flagger  in  this  attempt ;    for  here  we  have  nO 

temple  but  the  wood,  no  afi'embly   but  horn-beafts 

But  what  tho'  ?  courage.     As  horns  are  odious,  thejr 

confounded.  This  is  compared  to  a  tavern  jollitry  interrupted  by  tte> 
coming  in  of  a  great  reckoning.  Had  not  Shakefpear  reafon  now  jB 
this  cafe  to  apply  his  fimile,  to  his  own  cafe,  againll  his  critical  editoi»P 
Whc,  'tis  plain,  taking  the  phrafe  iojirike  dead  in  a  literal  fenft, 
concluded,  from  his  knowledge  in  philofophy,  that  it  could  not  fee 
fo  eft'e^uaJly  done  by  a  nchning  as  by  a  reekirtg, 

arc 
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are  ftcceffary.  It  is  faid,  many  a  man  knows  no  end  of 
his  goods:  right:  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  snd 
knows  no  end  of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  kis 
wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own  getting ;  horns  ?  even  fo 

poor  men  alone  ? no,  no,  the  nobleft  deer  hath  tliem 

as  huge  as  the  rafcal :  is  the  fmgle  man  therefore  blef- 
fed  ?  no.  As  a  wall'd  town  is  more  worthier  than  a 
village,  fo  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man  more  ho- 
nourable than  the  bare  brow  of  a  batchelor ;  and  by 
how  much  defence  is  better  than  no  Ikill,  fo  much  is  a 
horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 

Efifer  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  Sir  O/i'ver :  Sir  OIi<ver  Mar-text,  you  are 
well  met.  Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or 
ihall  we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel  ? 

Sir  OH.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Ch.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly,  Ihe  muft  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is 
not  lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed !  I'll  give  her. 

Clo.  Good  even,  good  mafter  <vohat  ye  call:  how  do 
you,  Sir  ?  you  are  very  well  met :  God'ild  you  for  your 
laft  company!  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  |  ev^en  a  toy 
in  hand  here.  Sir:  nay;  pray,  be  covered, 

Jaq.   Will  you  be  married,  Motley? 

Clo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow.  Sir,  the  horfe  his  curb, 
and  the  faulcon  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defirc  \  and 
as  pidgeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

Jaq^,  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding, 
be  married  under  a  bulb  like  a  beggar?  get  you  to 
church,  and  have  a  good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what 
marriage  is ;  this  fellow  will  bat  join  you  together  as 
they  join  wainfcot  j  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  (hrunk 
pannel,  and,  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mird,  but  I  were  better  to  be 
married  of  him  than  of  another ;  for  he  is  not  like  to 
marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be 
a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

JaQ.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  mecounfelthee. 

Clo.  Come,  fwcet  Audrey ^  we  muft  be  married,  or  we 

VOL.il.  P  muil 
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jnuft  live  in  bawdry ;  farewel,  good  Sir  Oliveri  not 
3  O  fiveet  0\i\CY,  O  bra've  Olivti,  lea've  me  not  behind 
thee,  but  wind  away,  begone,  I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wed- 
ding with  thee. 

Sir  Oliv.  'Tis  no  matter  ;  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave 
©f  them  all  ihall  flout  me  out  of  my  Calling.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE    X. 
Changes  to  a  Cottage  in  the  ForefL 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 
^of,  ^^TEver  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

J^^      Cel    Do,  Ipr'ythee;    but   yet  have  the 
grace  to  confider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 

Ctl.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defirc,  therefore  weep. 

Rof,  His  very  hair  is  of  the  diflembling  colour. 

CeU  Something  browner  than  Judaic :  marry  his 
kifles  are  Judas''s  own  children. 

Rof.    I'fai:h,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour :  your  chefnut  was  ever  the 
enly  colour. 

Rof  And  his  kilTing  is  as  full  of  fandity,  ^  as  the 
touch  of  holy  beard. 

Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  (a)  caft  lips  of  Diana ; 
5  a  nun  of  Winter's  fiflerhood  kifles  not  more  religi- 
oufly  ;  the  very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

R^f. 

3  0  fweet  Oliver,  &€."]  Some  words  of  an  old  ballad. 

4  as  tht  touch  of  holy  bread.  J     We  fhould  read  heard,  that  i«,  <s  ' 
tbe  kifsof  an  holy  faint  or  hermit,  called  the  kifs  of  charity  :  This 
makes  the  comparifon  juft  and  decent ;  the  other  impious  and  abfurd. 

5  ti  n\xn  oi  P^'inter'' s  fJierh»od\  This  is  finely  exprefled.  But  Mr. 
TheobaUfzy^.,  thewordigi'ue  him  no  ideas.  And  'tis  certain,  that  words 
will  never  give  men  what  natuie  has  denied  them.  However,  co 
mend  the  matter,  he  {nhMtutti  fFinifred^affferhood.  And,  after 
fo  happy  a  fhc'O-^ht,  it  was  to  no  purpof?  to  tell  him  there  waj  no 
religioHs  oruer  of  that  denomination.  The  plain  truth  is,  Shakefptar 
meant  an  unfruitful fjisrbood,  Vrhich  had  devoted  itfelf  to  chaftity. 
For  as  thofe  who  were  of  the.  ffer hood  of  the  fpring  were  the  rota- 
t'^rof  Fefiui 'j  thofe  of  fummer,  the  votaries  of  CerKi  j  thofe  of  aM- 
tumn,  of  Pemena  ;  fo  thefe  of  tht  fjierhoed  fwinttt  WWC  the  vota- 

[  (a)  (afi,  I  ft  FoUo--Vuig,  chajt.l 
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l^of.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this 
morning,  and  comes  not  ? 

Cel  Nay,  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him* 

Rof,  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel,  Yes  J  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe  nor  a  hprfc- 
llealer  j  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  ^  .as 
concave  as  a  cover'd  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but,  1  think,  he  is  not  in. 

Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright,  he  v/as. 

Cel.  Was,  is  not  is  ;  befides,  the  oath  of  a  lover  is  n© 
ilronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfter  j  they  are  both  the 
confirmers  of  falfe  reckonings ;  he  attends  here  in  the 
Foreft  on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  que- 
ftion  with  him  :  he  a&t  me,  of  what  parentage  I  was  ; 
I  told  him,  of  as  good  as  he  ,•  fo  he  laughM,  and  let 
me  go.  But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is 
fuch  a  man  as  Orlando  ? 

Cel.  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verfes, 
fpeaks  brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks 
them  bravely^  "  quite  travers,  athv/art  the  heart  of  his 

lover  i 

ries  o(  Diana  i  Gilled,  oftninter,  becaufe  that  quarter  is  not,  like  th^ 
ether  three,  produiftive  of  fruit  or  mcreare.  On  this  account,  it  is, 
that,  when  the  poet  fpeaks  of  what  is  moft  poorf  he  inftapces  in 
winter,  in  thefe  fine  lines  of  Othello  ^ 

But  richti  endlefs  it  as  poor  as  winter 

*ro  him  that  ever  fears  he  Jhall  he  poor. 
The  other  property  of  winter  that  made  him  term  them  of  itififter- 
hood  is  its  totdncjs^     So  in  Midfummer  Night'' s  Dream, 

To  be  a  barren  fifter  all  your  lif, 

Chantihg  faint  bytnns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  moon, 
6  as  concave  as  a  cover'd  gchlit,'\  Why  a  covered  f  Becaufe  a 
goblet  is  never  kept  iover^d  but  when  empty.     Shakifpear  never  throws 
out  his  expreflions  at  random. 

'  7  ifuite  tracers,  atht&artf  &c.]  An  \mexperienced  lover  is  here 
compared  to  a  puny  Tilter,  to  whom  it  was  a  difgrace  to  have  his 
,  Lance  broken  acrofs,  as  it  was  a  mark  either  of  want  of  Couraqe  or 
Addrefi.  This  happenM  when  the  horfe  flew  on  one  fide,  in  the 
carrier:  And  hence,  I  fuppofe,  arofo  the  jocular  proverbial  phrafe  of 
fpurring  the  horfe  only  on  one  fide.  Now  as  breaking  the  Lance  againft 
hi3  Adverfary*s  breaft,  in  adlre£iline,  was  honourable,  To  ih^break- 
bg  it  aerojt  agtinft  his  breaft  was,  for  the  reafon  above,  diflionourable: 
P  t  Hence 
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lover ;  as  a  puifny  tiltcr,  that  fpurs  his  horfe  but  oh« 
fide,  breaks  his  ftafF  like  a  noble  goofe  ;  but  all's  brave 
that  youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides :  who  comes  here  i 

Efitef  Corin. 

Cor.  Miflrefs  and  mailer,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  fhepherd  that  complain'd  of  love ; 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praifmg  the  proud  difdainful  fliepherdefs 
That  was  his  miflrefs. 

Cfl,   Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cer.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  plaid, 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love. 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain ; 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  Ihall  condud  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

^o/.  O  come,  let  us  remove ; 
The  nght  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love : 
Bring  us  but  to  tliis  fight,  and  you  fhall  fay 
I'll  prove  a  bufy  Ador  in  their  Flay.  ^Exeunf, 

S  C  E*  N  E    XI. 

Changes  t9  another  part  of  the  ¥ort^. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 
^;/.  Q  W  EE  T  Phebe,  dc  not  fcorn  me ;  do  not,  Phehe; 

1^  Say,  that  you  love  me  not  j  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs ;  the  common  executioner. 

Hence  it  is,  th»t  SiJtte^,  in  his  Areaiia,  fpgakiDg  of  the  mock-com- 
l>at  of  Clisias  and  Dametas  fays.  The  'wind  took  fucb  htld  tf  bit  Staff  f 

(hat  it  croft  quite  over  hb  breaft,  &c. And  So  hreak  acrofs  was 

the  ufual  phxafe,  as  appears  from  fome  wretched  verfes  of  the  fame 
Author  fpeaking  of  an  unfldlful  Tilter, 

Mesbougbt  fonts  Sta-ves  be  miji :  iffe,  not  rmtcb  amijs, 

JFor  loben  he  moft  did  bit,  he  ever  yet  did  mi/s. 

■Oni  f aid  ke\irik.t  zcr  ah  i  full  well  it  fo  might  be,  ice, 
Thli  is  the  allufion.  So  that  Orlando,  a  young  Gallant,  a^e£lmg 
the  fafhion  (for  krave  is  here  ufed,  es  in  other  places,  for  fafhionable)^ 
is  ruprefented  either  »»/5/^^/ in  courtihlp,  or  timonus.  The  Lover'* 
CTceSing  or  appointment  correfponds  to  the  Tilter's  Carrier:  And  as 
the  ona  breaks  Staves,  the  other  breaks  Oaths.  The  bufinefs  is 
cnly  meeting  fairly,  and  doing  both  vf  ith  Addrefs ;  And  'tis  for  the 
want  of  this,  that  Orlandt  is  blamed* 

Whofe 
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Whofc  heart  th*  accuftom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
3at  firft  begs  pardon :  *  will  you  flerner  be 
riian  he  that  deals,  and  lives  by,  bloody  drops. 
Enter  Pvofalind,  Celia  and  Corin. 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner ; 
[  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee, 
rhou  teirH  me,  there  is  murther  in  mine  eyes  1 
'Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable. 
That  eyes,  that  are  the  frail'fl  and  fofteft  things. 
Who  fhut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies. 
Should  be  caird  tyrants,  butchers,  murtherers ! — — 
Now  do  I  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart, 
And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee : 
:Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon ;  why,  now  fall  down ; 
Or  if  thou  can'ft  not,  oh,  for  ftiame,  for  ihamc. 
Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murtherers. 
Now  fhew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee ; 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 
Some  fear  of  it  5  lean  but  upon  a  ruih. 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  imprefTure 
Thy  Palm  fome  moment  keeps :  but  now  m^ne  eye?? 
iWhich  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not  > 
Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. 

5/7.  O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
Vou  meet  in  fome  frefti  cheek  9  the  power  of  fancy. 
Then  fhall  you  know  the  wounds  invifible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe,  But'till  that  time, 
Come  not  thou  near  me ;  and  when  that  time  come?, 

%  'uiill  jQufiernerhe^ 

Than  He  that  dies  and  /i'ues  by  bltoJy  drofif 
This  is  fpoken  of  the  executioner.     He  iViw  indeed,  by  bloody 
Drop9>  if  you   will:  bot  how  does  he  dlt  by  bloody  Drops?  The 

pO€t  muft  certainly  have  wrcte -that  dta^h  end  li-ves,  Sic.  I.e. 

that  gets  his  bread  by,  and  makes  a  trade  of  cutting  oft'  heads :  But 
the  Oxford  Editor  makes  it  plainer.     He  reads, 

Than  be  that  Ji'vti  and  thrives  by  bloody  drops. 
9  ^t  ^nver  of  fancy,']  i.e.  the  arms  cf  Love  :   As  poets  talk  of 
the  darts  of  Cupid  in  th«  Eyes  of  their  Miftrefte«, 
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Affli£t  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not ; 
As,  'till  that  time,  I  fhall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof,  And  why,  I  pray  you?   who  might  be  your 
mother, 

*  That  you  infult,  exult,  and  rail,  at  once 

Over  the  wretched  ?  what  though  you  (a)  have  beauty^ 

(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 

Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed,) 

Mufl  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 

Why,  what  means  this  ?  why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 

I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 

*  Of  nature's  falc-work :  odds,  my  little  life ! 
I  think,  flie  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too: 
No,  faith,  proud  miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it ; 
'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  fiik  hair. 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream, 
^  That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worftiip. 
You  foolifh  fhepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man. 

Than  ihe  a  woman.     'Tis  fuch  fools  as  you. 
That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children! 
'Tis  not  her  glafs,  bat  you,  that  flatter  her  ; 
And  out  of  you  fhe  fees  herlelf  more  proper. 
Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  fhow  her. 
But,  miftrefs,  know  yourfelf ;  down  on  your  knees. 
And  thank  heav'n,  failing,  for  a  good  man's  love ; 

3  That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all,  at  once\  If  the  Speaker  In-t 
tended  to  accufe  the  perfon  fpoken  to  only  for  insulting  and  exult- 
ing 5  then,  inftead  of — all  at  once,  it  ought  to  have  been,  both  at' 
once.  But  by -examining  the  crime  of  the  perfon  accufed,  we  fhall  dif- 
cover  that  the  line  is  to  be  read  thus,  ,  '., 

That  you  infult,  exult,  and  rail,  at  once. 
!For  thefe  three  things  Pbebe  was  guilty  of.     But  the  Oxford  Editor 
improves  it,  and,  for  rail  at  once,  reads  domineer. 

2  Of  nature'' s  fale-woi'k  :]  ;'.  e.  thofe  works  that  nature  makes  up^. 
carelefly  and  without  exaftnefs.     The  allufion  is  to  the  practice  of 
Mechanicka,  whofe  ivork  befpoke  is  more  elaborate,  than  that  whichi 
18  made  up  for  chance-cuftomers,  or  to  fell  in  quantities  to  retailer! j^/j 
which  is  c^Wt^fale-tvork.  '  j 

3  That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  tvorfiiip.']  I  ihould  rather 
think  that  Sbakefpear  wrote  entraine,  draw,  allure. 

[  (a)  have  bemty^    AnonynauH-^VuJg.  bew  m  btauty.l  ,ii 
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For  I  miift  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear. 
Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 
Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,  take  his  offer; 
*  Foul  is  moil  foul,  being  found  to  be  a  fcoffer ; 
So  take  her  to  thee,  Ihepherd ;  fare  you  well. 

Fhe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together i= 
I  had  rather  hearyou  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 

Rof.  He*s  fa!len  in  love  with  your  foulnefs,  and  flieUl 
fall  in  love  with  my  anger.  — If  it  be  fo,  as  faft  as  Ihe 
anfwers  thee  with  frowning  looks,  I'll  fauce  her  with 
bitter  words.     Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe.  For  no  111  will  I  bear  you. 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me; 
■;  For  I  am  falfer  tlian  vows  made  in  wine ; 
'  Befides,  1  like  you  not.     If  you  will  know  my  houfe, 

'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by  : 
^  Will  you  go.  Sifter  ?  Ihepherd,  ply  her  hard: 
*  Come,  lifter ;  fhepherdefs,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud;  tho'  all  the  world  could  fee. 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock.  {Exeunt  Rof.  CeL  andConn.. 

Phe.  (a)   Deed  fhepherd,  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of 
might ; 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  lovM  not  at  firft  fight  \ 

Sil.   SwQQt  PJbeh! 

The.  Hah :  what  fay'ft  thou,  Sihius  ? 

8ll.  Sweet  Phehsy  pity  me. 

Phe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Sihinu 

Sil.  Where-ever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  ; 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love. 
By  giving  love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  griefs 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  haft  my  love ;  is  not  that  neigibcurly  I 

Si/.  I  would  have  you. 

4  Feul IS  moft  feul,  Being  ToxsLtobe  a  feoffer ; ]   T hs  c niy  'e \ "V of. 
this  is,  An  ill-favoured  perfon  is  fnyfl  ill-femouredy  viherty  if  be  b:  ill' 
favouredy  be  is  a  fcoffer.     "Which  is  a  deal  too  abfurd  to  come  from  ' 
Sbakefpear ;  who,  without  queltion,  wrote, 

Fcul is  moflfmlj  being  found  to  be  a  Scoffer : 
i.e.  where  an  ill-fa vour'd  perfon  ridicules  the  defies  of  others,  k. , 
makes  his  own  appear  exceffive. 
[  {a)  Detdjlbtpberd,  Oxford  Editor— V\ilg.  J)(ai  fiepbtrd.} 
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Pl;e.  Why,  that  were  Covetoufnefs* 
Sihius,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee ; 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love ; 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  fo  well. 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  to  me, 
I  will  endure  ;  and  V\\  employ  thee  too : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompence. 
Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  employ'd. 

Sil.  So  holy  and  fo  perfcft  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  fhall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harvefl  reaps :  1  oofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  fmile,  and  that  V\l  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  the  youth,  that  fpokc  to  mc  ere- 
while  ? 

Sil.  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft  j 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds. 
That  the  old  Carlot  was  once  mafter  of. 

Phe.  "  Think  not,  I  love  him,  tho*  I  afk  for  him ; 
**  *Tis  bat  a  peeviih  boy,   yet  he  talks  well. 
"  But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
"  When  he  that  fpeaks  them,  pleafes  thofe  that  hear  i 
"  It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty  ; 
"  But,  fure„  he's  proud  i  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him ; 
V  He'll  make  a  proper  man ;  the  beft  thing  in  him 
**  Is  his  Complexion  j  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 
*'  Did  make  Offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up  : 
•*  He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall  j 
"  His  leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well ; 
"  There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
**  A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red 
•*  Than  that'mix'd  in  his  cheek;  *twasjuft  the  difference 
**  Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damafk. 
"  There  be  fome  women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark*d  him 
•'  In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  havje  gone  near 
"  To  fall  in  love  with  him ;  but,  for  my  part, 
*•  I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 
**  I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  i 
•*  For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 
••  He  faJd,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black : 

«•  Aud, 
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'•  And,  now  I  am  remcmbred,  fcorn'd  at  vfie  i 

"  I  marvel,  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again  ; 

"  But  that's  all  one;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter, 

And  thou  (halt  bear  it ;  wilt  thou,  Sihius? 

Si/.   Phehey  with  all  my  heart. 

Phg.  ril  write  it  ilraight  j 
The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  pafiing  fhorC  : 
Go  with  me,.Sik>zus.  ^Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    L 

Continues  in  the  Foreft. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Celia,  and  Jaques. 
Jaq.  "J"  Pry'thee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  ac- 
X  quainted  with  thee. 

Pof.  They  fay,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

Jaq.  I  am  fo  ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Rof.  Thofe,  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are 
abominable  fellows  j  and  betray  themfclves  to  eviery 
modern  cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 

Rif.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poll. 

Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  whic£ 
is  emulation;  nor  the  mufician*s,  which  is  fantaftical  f 
Rpr  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud ;  nor  the  foldier'e, 
which  is  ambitious ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  poli 
tick  ;  nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice;  nor  the  lover's, 
which  is  all'thefe ;  but  it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  owe. 
compounded  of  many  iimples,  extrad;ed  from  many  ob~ 
jefts,  and,  indeed,  the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  tra- 
vels, in  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me  in  a  moll 
humorous  fadnefs. 

Rof.  A  traveller!  by  my  faith,  you  have  great  reafon 
to  be  fad  :  I  fear,  you  have  fold  your  own  lands  to  fee 
other  men's;  then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have  no- 
things is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  hands. 

J^q,  Yes,  I  have  gainM  me  experience, 

P.  5,  ^''ft'P 
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Enter  Orlando. 
Ra/.  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had  ra- 
ther have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  ta 
make  me  fc^d,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orla.  Good  cky  and  happinefs,.  dear  Rofalind  I 
Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b  V'y  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
verfe.  [^Exit^ 

SCENE    IT. 

Rof.  "  Farewel,  monfieur  traveller ;  look,  you  lifp, 
•'  and  wear  ftrange  fuits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of 
«  your  own  Country  j  be  out  of  love  with  your  na- 
"  tivity,  and  almoU  chide  God  for  making  you  that 
"  countenance  you  are ;  or  I  will  fcarce  think,  you 
*'  have  fwam  in  a  Gondola.  Why,  how  now,  Or/^«^i>, 
**  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ?  You  a  lover  ?- 
*'  an  you  ferve  me  fuch  another  trick,  never  come  in 
"  my  fight  more. 

Or  la.  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  within  an  hour  of* 
my  promife. 

Rof.  *'  Break  an  hour*s  promile  in  love !  he  that 
**  will    divide  a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,    and 
*'  break  but  a  part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute 
"  in  the  affairs  of  love,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that 
"  Cupid  hath  clapt  him  o*th'  fhoulder,  but  FU  war- 
''  rant  him  heart-whole. 
••  Orla.   Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 
Rof  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fig-ht :  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnail. 
^OAa.  Of  a  fnail? 

Rof  "  Ay,  of  a  fnail ;  for  tho'  he  comes  flowly,  he 
**  carries  his  houfe  on  his  head:  a  better  jointure,  I 
*'  think,  than  you  make  a  woman  i-  befides,  he  brings 
*'  his  delliny  v/ith  him. 
Orla.  y/hat's  that  ? 

Rof  "  Why,  horns ;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain 
"  to  be  beholden  to  your  wives  for  \  but  he  comes 
"  armed  in  his  fortune,  and  prevents  the  ilander  of  his 
"  \vife. 

OtU 
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OrU,  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rofalind  is 
virtuous. 

Rof.  And  I  am  your  RofaUnd? 

Cel  It  pleafes  him  to  ca'l  you  fo  \  but  he  hath  a  Ro- 
'falind  of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof  Come,  woo  me,  ^noo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a  ho- 
lyday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent :  what  would 
you  fay  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your  very,  very  Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  would  kifs,  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof.  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  firft,  and  when 
you  were  gravell'd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take 
occafion  to  kifs.  Very  good  orators,  when  they  are  out, 
they  will  fpit ;  and  for  lovers  lacking,  God  warn  u-s, 
matter,  the  cleanlieft  Ihift  is  to  kifs. 

Orla.  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Rcf.  Then  fhe  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Orla.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved 
miftrefs  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  that  fhould  you,  if  I  were  your  miftrefs  i 
or  I  fhould  think  my  honefty  ranker  than  my  wit. 

Orla.   What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Rof.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
'fuit.     Am  not  I  your  Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay,  you  are  j  becaufe  I 
would  be  talking  of  her. 

Rof  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay,  I  will  not  have  you, 

Orla.  Then  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die. 

Rof  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney  ;  the  poor  world  is 
almoft  fix  thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  ^videlicet,  in  a^ 
love-caufe  :  Troilus  had:  his  brains  daih'd  out  with  a  Gre- 
dan  club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before,  and 
he  is  one  of  the  patterns  oi"  love.  Leander^  he  would 
have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  tho'  Hero  had  turn'd  nun, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midfummer  night ;  for,  good 
youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  wafh  in  the  Bellifpofiti 
and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was  drown'd  ;  and 
■^  the  fooiifh  chroniclers  of  that  age  found  it  was, -^ — - — • 

%  Vii« foolip  z\ii^vi\tx%\  Perhaps  Cez-iW/tf-i^,     AncnTmus. 
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Hers  of  Sijios.  But  thefe  are  all  lies ;  men  have  died 
from  time  to  time,  rnd  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not 
for  love. 

Oria,  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this 
mind ;  for,  I  proteft,  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof,  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  flie;  but  come  ; 
now  I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  difpo- 
fition  ;  and  alk  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Or  la.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes,  faith,  will  I,  Fridays  and  Saturdays,  and 
all. 

Orla.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof.   Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 

Orla.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?     ^ 

Rof  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orla.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  ?  come,  fifter,  you  (hall  be  the  prieft,  and  marry  us. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando:  what  do  you  fay.  Sifter? 

Orla.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

CeL   I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Rof  You  muft  begin,  Will  you,  Orlando  —-~^ 

Cel.  Go  to ;  will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  thiS' 
Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  will, 

Rof  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  (he  can  marry  us. 

Rof  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for 
wife. 

Orla.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  wife. 

Raf  I  might  aik  you  for  your  commiflion,  but  I  do 
take  thee  Orlando  for  my  hufband  :  there*s  a  girl  goes 
before  the  prieft,  and  certainly  a  woman's  thought  runs 
before  her  anions.  ^ 

Orla.  So  do  all  thoughts ;  they  are  wingM. 

Rof  Nov/  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have  her, 
after  you  have  pofTeft  her. 

Orla.  For  ever  and  a  day, 

Rof  *  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever  :  no,  no,^  Orlan- 

*  do,  men  are  Afril  when  they  woo,  December  when  they 

•  wed :  maids  ate  May  wh«n  they  are  maids,  but  the  iky 

*  changes 
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*  changes  when  they  are  wives  ;  I  will  be  more  jealous 

*  of  thee  than  a  Barhary  cock-pidgeon  over  his  hen  ; 

*  more  clamorous  than  a  parrot  againft  rain  ;  more  new- 

*  fangled  than  an  ape ;  more  giddy  in  my  deiires  than  % 

*  monkey  v  I  will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the 

*  fountain  j  and  I  will  do  that,  when  you  are  difpos'd 

*  to  be  merry ;  I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,   ^  and  that 

*  when  you  are  inclin'd  to  weep.' 

Orla.  Bat  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo  ? 
Eof.  By  my  life,  fhe  will  do  as  I  do. 
Orla.  O,  but  Ihe  is  wife. 

Bof.  Or  elfe  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this  ; 
the  wifer,  the  way  warder  ,  make  the  doors  faft  upon  a 
woman's  wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement  j  fhut  that, 
and  'twill  out  at  the  key-hole ;  flop  that,  it  will  fly 
with  the  fmoak  out  at  the  chimney. 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he 
might  fay.  Wit,  whither  wilt  ? 

Ro/.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till 
you  met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed, 

Orla.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufe  that  ? 

Ro/.  Marry,  to  fay  ihe  came  to  feek  you  there:  you 
fliall  never  take  her  without  her  anfwer,.  unlefs  you  take, 
her  without  her  tongue.  O  that  woman,  that  cannot 
make  her  ^  fault  her  hulhand's  occasion,  let  her  never 
nurfe  her  child  her  felf,  for  (he  will  breed  it  like  a  fool ! 

Or/a.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalind,  I  will  leave 
thee. 

Rof.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  muil  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner ;  by  two- 
o'clock  I  will-  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ;  I  knew  what 
yoa  would  prove,  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  lefs ;  that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won 
me;  'tis  but  one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  death:  two 
o'th*  clock  is  your  hour ! 

a  and  that  luben  you  are  inclin'd  tesi.T.TT.'\  Wc  fhould  read,  /o 

•WEEP. 

3  her  fault  ker  /^wi^^w^'soccafion,]  /,  /»  fbof  what  ft«  did  wa«ot- 
cafioned  by  her  busbaiid'a  ill  condu^, 
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Or/a.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind'. 

Rof.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earneft,  and  To  God 
mend  me,  and  by  ail  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dange- 
rous, if  you  break  one  jotofyourpromife,  or  come  one 
minute  behind  your  hour,  4  I  will  think  you  the  moft 
atheiftical  break-promife,  and  the  moft  hollow  lever, 
and  the  moft  unworthy  of  her  you  call  RofaJind',  that 
may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs  band  of  the  unfaithfal  ; 
therefore  beware  mycenfare,.and  keep  your  promife, 

Orla.  "With  no  lefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed 
my  Rofalind ;  fo  adieu, 

Rof.  Well^  time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all 
fuch  oifendeTs,  and  let  time  try.     Adieu  ?     {^Exit  Orla. 

SCENE    Illi 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  you?  love- 
prate  :  we  muft  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluck 'd 
over  your  head,  and  {hew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath 
done  to  her  own  neft. 

Rof.  O  coz,  coz,  C02,  my  pretty  little  cce,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love ;  but  it 
cannot  be  founded  :  my  affeftion  hath  an  nnknov»'n  bot- 
tom., like  the  Bay  oi  Portugal. 

Cel.  O  rather,  bottomlefs ;  that  as  faft  as  you  pour " 
affetflion  in  it,  it  runs  out. 

Rof.  '  No,  that  fame  wicked  bafiard  of  Venus,  that 
'  was  begot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born 

*  of  madnefs,.  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes  every 
'  one's  eyes,,  becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge,. 

*  hovv'  deep  I  am.  in  love  ;  -Vll  tell  thee,  Jliena,  I  cannot 
be  out  of  the  fight  of  Orlando  ;  111  go  find  a  fhadow,- 
and  figh  'till  he  come. 

Cel.  And  111  fieep.  "  lExemt, 

4  /  ivjll  think  yen  the  mofi  pathetical  hreai- promt  fe,  ]  There 
18  neither  fenfe  nor  humour  in  this  e>.preflion.     We  fhould  certain.l3r 

read,- atheisticai.  break  proniife.     His  anfwer  confirms  it, 

that  he  wcuid  keep  his  promife  ^itb  no  kj%  religion,  tkan 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV; 
Enter  Jaques,  Lards  and'  Forefters. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  killM  the  deer  ? 

Lord.  Slr^-it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefenthim  to  the  Duke,,  like  a  Romnn 
Conqueror ;.  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns 
upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vidlory  ;.  have  you  na^ 
Song,  Forefter,,  for  this  purpofe  I 

For.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  \tr  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it 
make  noife  enough. 

Mufick,  Song. 
Whatjhallhe  ha^e,  that  hlT d  the  deer  ? 
His  leather  skin  and  horns  to  njoeari 

7hen  Jing  him  home: take  Thou  «''  Scorn 

To  njoear  the  horn,  the  horn,  the  horn  i  ~}  rp|^^  ^.^^  ^^^ 
It  nvas  a  creji^  ere  thou  <^afi  horn.  ^bear  this  Bur- 
Thy  father  s  father  njoore  it,  ^then. 

And  thy  father  lore  ity 
■     The  horn,  the  horn,  the  lujty  horn. 

Is  not  a  thi7ig  to  laugh  to  f corn.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 
Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

"Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paO:  two  o'clock  ?  I 
wonder  much,  Orlando  is  not  here. 

Cel.  1  warrant  you,  v/ith  pure  love  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows^  and  is  gone 
forth  to  lleep :  look,  who  comes  here. 
Enter  Silvius. 

Sil.   My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth. 
My  gentle  Phehe  bid  me  give  you  this  : 
I  know  not  the  contents  \  but,  as  I  guefs. 
By  the  flern  brow,  and  wafpidi  a£lion 
Which  (lie  did  ufe  as  ihe  was  writing  of  it. 
It  beirs an  angry  tenour ;  "pardon, me, 
I  am  but  aa  aguiltiefs  meflenger. 
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Rof.  ^tlcnce  her  fclf  would  flanle  at  thFs  letter. 
And  play  the  fwaggerer  ;  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  fays,  I  am  not  fair ;  that  I  lack  manners  ; 
She  calls  mc  proud,  and  that  ihe  could  not  love  me 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phoenix :  *odds  my  will  f 
Her  love  is  aot  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  {he  fo  to  me  ?  well,  Ihepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  contents ; 
Fhehe  did  write  it. 

Rof.  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool. 
And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free-llone-colour'd  hand  ;  I  verily   did  think. 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  i 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter  \ 
I  fay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  letter ; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 

Zil.  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile,. 
A  ftile  for  challengers  ;  why,  fhe  defies  me. 
Like  Turk  to  Chriftian  ;  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention  i 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effecl 
Than  in  their  countenance  ;  will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 

Sil.  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phehe\  cruelty. 

Rof.  She  P/^^^^'s  me  ;  mark,  how  the  tyrant  write** 
[Reads.]  j^rt  thou  God  to  fiepberd  turn  d, 
T^hat  a  maiden  s-  heart  kath  burn  d  ? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 

5/7.  Call  you  this  railing  ? 

Rof.  [Reads.]   Why,  thy  Godhead  laid  apart^, 
JVarrfi  thou  ivith  a  nvoman  s  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 
IVhiles  the  eye  of  man  didnjooo  me, 
That  could  do  no  ve-Ngeaftce  to  me. 
Meaning  me,  a  beaft! 

If  the  fcorn  of  your  bright  eyne 
HauepiMerlQ  raifefuch  Irvsin minty 
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Alack,  in  met  tuhat  Ji range  effeSi 
Would  theynvork  in  mild  affe^? 
Whiles  you  chid  me ,  I  did  love ', 
Ho<w  then  might  your  prayers  move? 
He,  that  brings  this  loiit  to  thee. 
Little  knoius  this  lo've  in  mey 
And  by  him  feal  up  thy  mini. 
Whether  that  thy  Youth  and  Kind 
Will  the  faithful  offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  1  can  make  i 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny. 
And  then  Vllfudy  hoiu  to  die* 

Sil.  Call  yoa  this  chiding  ? 

Cel.  Alas,  poor  ftiepherd ! 

Hof  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  defervcs  no  pity :  witi 
thou  love  fuch  a  woman  ?  what,  to  make  thee  an  inftru- 
ment,  and  play  falfe  ftrains  upon  thee  ?  not  to  be  en- 
dured !  Well,  go  your  way  to  her  j  (fori  fee,  love  hath 
made  thee  a  tame  fnake,)  and  fay  this  to  her  j  that  if 
f^e  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee :  if  Jhe  vjill  not,  I 
nuill  never  have  her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her.  If  you 
be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for  here  comes 
more  company.  \Exit  Sil. 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Oliver. 

O//.  Good-morrow,   fair  ones:    pray  you,   \i  yoa 
know, 
Where,  in  the  purlews  of  this  foreft,  ftands 
A  Iheep-cote  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

CeJ.  Well  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour  bot- 
tom. 
The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftream. 
Left  on  your  right-hand,  brings  you  to  the  place ; 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  itfelf. 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  ihould  I  know  you  by  defcription, 
Suqh  garments,  and  fach  years ;  thi  hoy  is  fairy 
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Of  female  faniour,  and  Beflotjus  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifier :  but  the  njuoman  lonv. 
And  broixsner  than  her  brother.     Are  not  yoir 
The  owner  of  the  houfe,  I  did  enquire  for? 

Cel  It  IS  no  boaft,  being  a&*d,  to  fay,  we  are;^ 

on.   Orlando  doih  commend  him  to  you  both,. 
And  to  that  youth,  he  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin.     Are  you  he  ? 

Rof  I  am;  what  muft  we  underlland  by  this  ? 

O//.  Some  of  my  Shame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 

Cel.   I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

Oli,  When  laft  the  young  Or /<;?«/<;  parted  from  you^. 
He  leitapromife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour ;  and  pacing  through  the  foreft^ 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  aiide. 
And  mark  what  objeft  did  prefent  it  felf. 

*  Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  weremofsM  with  age^^p 

*  And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity ;  *^ 

*  A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'^er-grown  with  hair,  ^ 

*  Lay  lleeping  on  his  back ;  about  his  neck 

*  A  green  and  gilded  Inake  had  wreathed  itielf^ 

*  Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach*d 

*  The  opening  of  hts  mouth,  but  fuddenly 

*  Seeing  Orlando^  it  unlink'd  it  (elf, 

*  And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

*  Intoabufh;  under  which  buih*slhade 

*  A  Lionef^,  with  udlers  all  drawn  dry, 

*  Lay  coudiing  he?  d  on  ground,  with  cat-like  watcfe 

*  When  that  the  ileeping  man  fhould  fur ;  for  *ti5 

*  The  royal  dilpofition  of  that  beafl 

*  To  prey  on  'lothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead :' 
This  leen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 
And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  eldefc  brother. 

Cel.  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother>- 
And  he  did  render  him  the  moil  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongll  men» 

Oli.  And  well  he  might  do  fb ; 
For,  well  1  know,  he  wag  unnatural.^ 
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Itof.  But,  to  Orlando  ;  did  he  leave  him  there. 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  > 
-    OH.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  pujrpos'd  To  % 
But  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge^ 
And  nature  ftronger  than  his  juft  occafion. 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lioneTs, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  j  in  which  ^  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awak'd, 

Cgl.  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

Rsf.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Cel  Was  it  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 

on.  'Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I  j  I  do  not  (hame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin  ?   '        "* 

on.  By,  and  by. 
When  from  the  frft  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two. 
Tears  our  recountments  had  moft  kindly  bath'd^ 
As  how  I  came  into  that  defert  place  ; 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Buke, 
Who  gave  me  frefh  array  and  entertainment. 
Committing  me  unto  vcij  brothers  lovej 
Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave. 
There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefh  away. 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fainted^, 
And  cry'd,  in  fainting,,  upon  Rofalind. 
Brief,  I  recovered  him  j  bound  up  his  wound  r 
And,  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftroiig  at  heart. 
He  fen  t  me.hither,.  ftranger  as  I  am. 
To  teh  this  ftory^  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  promiie  ;  and  to  give  this  napkin, 
By'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  jfhepherd  youth. 
That  he  in  (port  doth  call  his  V-ofalind, 

Cel.  Why,,  how  now  Ganimedy  Sweet,.  Ganimedf 

[Rof  faints. 

OH.  Many  will  fwoon,  when  they  do  'ook  on  blood. 

Cel.  There  is.  more  in  it :.— .  coufin  Ganimed  ! 

OH.   Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof,  Would,  I  were  at  home ! 

§  hurtling.    skirmi£}l*g,        Mr..Pfl/^».  €'^/» 
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Cel.  We*U  lead  you  thither. 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

on.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  j  you  a  man  ?  you  lack 
a  man's  heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it.  Ah,  Sir,  a  body  would 
think,  this  was  well  counterfeited.  I  pray  you,  tell 
your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited  :  heigh  ho ! . 

O//.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great  te- 
ftimony  in  your  complexion,  that  it  was  a  paflion  of  ear- 
neft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

Oli.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit 
to  be  a  man. 

Rof,  So  I  do :  but,  i'  faith,  I  fliould  have  been  a  wo- 
man by  right. 

Cei.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you^ 
draw  homewards  j  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I ;  for  I  muft  bear  anfwer  back. 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind, 

Rof.  I  fhall  devife  fomething  5  but,  I  pray  you,  com- 
mend my  counterfeiting  to  him  :  will  yoti  go  ? 


ACT    V.     SCEN  E    h 

ne  FO  RE  ST. 

EnUr  Clown  and  Andrey, 

CIo,  ^T  T  E  Ihall  find  a  time,  Audrey  j  patience,  gen- 
VV     tie  Audrey. 
And.  Faith,  the  Priefl  was  good  enough,  for  all  the 
old  gentleman^s  faying. 

Clo.  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey ;  a  moft  vile 
Mar-text !  but  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  Fo- 
reft  lays  claim  to  you . 

Aud,  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis,  he  hath  no  intereft  in  me 
ill  the  world;  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 
Enter  William. 
do.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Clown ;  by 

Hay 
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my  trotli,  we,  that  have  good  wits,  have  much  to  an- 
swer for  :  we  fhall  be  flouting  5  we  cannot  hold. 

Will.  Good  ev'n,    Audrey. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  ev'n,  William, 

Will,  And  good  ev'n  to  you.  Sir. 

Clo  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  head, 
cover  thy  head  ;  nay,  pr'ythee,  be  cover'd.  How  old 
are  you,  friend  ? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  is  thy  name  William  ? 

Will  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.   Waft  bom  i'th'  foreit  here  ? 

Will  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God :  a  good  anfwer :  art  rich  ? 

Will  'Faitli,  Sir,  fo,  fo. 

Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good  5 
and  yet  it  ii  not;  it  is  but  fo  fo.     Art  thou  wife  ? 

Will   Ay,  Sir,  \  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  well :  I  do  now  remember  a 
Saying  ;  the  fool  doth  think  he  isnjjife,  but  the  nxjife  man 
knoivs  himfelf  to  be  a  fool.  '  The  heathen  philosopher, 
when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his 
lips  when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ;  meaning  thereby, 
that  grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  You 
do  love  this  maid  ? 

Will  I  do.  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand :  art  thou  learned  ? 

Will  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me  j  to  have,  is  to  have. 
For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetorick,  that  drink  being  poured 
out  of  a  cap  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty 
the  other.  For  all  yonr  writers  do  confent,  that  ipfe  is 
he :  now  you  are  not  ipfe  j  for  I  am  he. 
Will  Which  he,  Sir. 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  muft  marry  this  woman ;  therefore 
you,  Clown,  abandon,  which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave  the 

I  Ththtathen philosopher y  ^henhedefirciu^at  agrapeytcc.'\  This. 
WMdefigncd  as  a  fneer  on  the  fcveral  trifilrg  and  infignificant  faying* 
»nd  aftions,  recorded  of  the  ancient  phtlc  "ophers,  by  the  writers  of 
their  lives,  foch  as  Diogettez  Laertius,  Pbilojiratus,  Eurtapius,  &c. 
aj  ifffetn  from  its  being  introduced  hf  one  of  their  wife  fay  ings. 

fodety, 

- 
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fociety,  which  in  the  booriih^  is  company,  ot  this  fe- 
male ;  wh'ch  in  the  common,  is  woman  j  which  toge- 
ther is,  abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female ;  or  Clown 
thou  periflieft ;  or,  to  thy  better  underftanding,  dieil  \ 
or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away,  tranHate  thy  life 
into  death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage  ;  *  I  will  deal  ir 
poifon  with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel ;  I  will  ban- 
dy with  thee  in  fadion  i  I  will  over-run  thee  with  po- 
licy ;  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways ;  there- 
fore tremble  and  depart. 

j^ud.  Do,  good  PFilliam. 

Will.  God  reft  you  merry.  Sir.  [Exii\ 

Enter  Corin, 

Cor.  Our  mafter  and  miilrefs  feek  you  -,  come  away,' 
away. 

Ch,  Trip,  Audrey ;  trip,  Audrey ;  I  attend,  I  attendi 

\Exeuntl 
SCENE    n. 


Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 


Orla.  Is't  poffible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  you  if 
ihould  like  her  ?  that,  but  feeiiig,  you  Ihould  love  herr  j 
.  and  loving,  woo  ?  and  wooing,  fne  fhould  grant  ?  and  , 
will  you  perfeve^e  to  erjoy  her? 

on.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  queflion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  thefmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden  woo-  ,i 
ing,  nor  her  fudden  confenting ;  but  fay  with  me,  J  \,^ 
love  Aliena ;  fay  with  her,  that  fhe  loves  me  ;  confent  : 
with  both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other  j  it  fhall  be  to  ' 
your  Good ;  for  my  father's  houfe,  and  all  the  revenue 
that  was  old  Sir  Ro^/afid's,  will  I  eftate  upon  you,  and  u 
herelive  and  die  a  Ihepherd. 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Or/a.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding  bei 
to  morrow  ;  thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all  hisi 
contented  followers :  go  you,  and  prepare  Aliena  i  for,, 
look  you,  here  comes  my  Rofalind. 


2,  I  ivill  deal  in  porfin  nvith  thee,  or  in  baftinndo,  or  injieel ;  /  tviltli  f. 
bandy  tuith  thee  in  fa&ioti  j  &c.]   All  tllis  feesti  to  be  an  allufion  to  Ir 

Sir  T&oftuxs  Overhrys  affair,  ;   i^ 
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l?o/.  God  fave  you,  brotlier. 
Oli.  And  you,  fair  filler. 

Rof.  Oh,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 
Or  la.  It  is  my  arm. 

Rof.  I  thought,  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the 
claws  of  a  lion. 

Or  la.  Wounded  i^:  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 
Fof.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
fwoon,  when  he  fhewM  me  your  handkerchief? 
Orla.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 
Rof.  O,  I  know  where  you  ^re :  nay,  'tis  true  :  there 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fidden,    but  the  fight  of  two 
rams,  and  C^fars  thi-afonical  brag  of  /  came,  fanv  and 
I  Q'vercame  :  for  your  brother  and  my  filler  no  fooner  met, 
ibut  they  look'd;  no  iboner  look'd,  but  they  lov'dj  no 
j  fooner  lov'd,   but  they  figh'd  j    no  fooner  iigh'd,  but 
'they  afk'd  one  another  the  reaion ;  no  fooner  knev/  the 
;  reafon,  but  they  fought  the  remedy ;  and  in  thefe  de* 
grees  have  they  made  a  pair  of  ilairs  to  marriage,  which 
they  will  climb  incontinent,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  be- 
fore marriage  ;  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and 
they  will  together.     Clubs  cannot  part  them. 

Orla.  They  ihall  be  married  to  morrow  ;  and  I  will 
bid  the  Duke  to  the  Nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter  a 
thing  it  is  to  look  into  happinefs  through  another  man's 
eyes !  by  fo  much  the  more  (hall  I  to  morrow  be  at  th€ 
height  of  heart'heavinefs,  by  how  much  I  fhall  think 
my  brother  happy,  in  having  what  he  wifhes  for. 

Rof  Why,  then  to  morrow  1  cannot  ferve  your  turn 
for  Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 
Rof  I  will  v/eary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  fome  pur- 
pofe,  that  I  know,  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  fhould  bear  a  good  opinion  of 
my  knowledge  ;  infomuch,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you  are ; 
neither  do  i  labour  for  a  greater  elleem  than  may  in 
fome  little  meafuredraw  a  belief  from  you  to  do  your- 
felf  good,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you 
pleafe,  that  I  can  do  ftrange  things ;  I  have,  fince  1  wa« 

three 
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three  years  old,  converft  with  a  magician,  mofl  profounc 
in  his  Art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Ro- 
^falini  fo  near  the  heart,  as  your  gefture  cries  it  oat 
when  your  brother  marries  Jiiena,  you  fhall  marry  her 
I  krow  into  what  ftraights  of  fortune  fheis  driven,  and 
it  is  not  impoffible  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenieni 
to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  eyes  to  morrow  j  humar 
as  fhe  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

Orla    Speak'ft  thou  in  fober  meanings  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life,  I  do ;  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho 
I  fay,  I  am  a  magician:  therefore,  put  you  on  your  bell 
array,  bid  your  friends,  for  if  you  will  be  married  tc 
morrow,  you  Ihall ,  and  to  Rofalind,  if  you  will. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hersj 

?he.  Youth,  yoa  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs. 
To  (hew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not,  if  I  have     it  is  my  ftudy 
To  feem  defpightful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
You  are  there  follow'd  by  a  faithful  fhepherd ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him  ;  he  worlhips  you. 

The.  '  Good  Ihepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to 
love. 

5/7.  *  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  and  tears, 
*  And  fo  am  I  for  Phehe.' 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orl.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 
..    Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

5//.  '  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fjiith  and  fcrvicc,; 
'  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. ' 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orla.    And  I  for   Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

Sil.  '  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fanCaiie^ 

5  Kvh'tcb  I  ttnder  Nearly ,  tho"  I  fay,  lam  a  magician  :]  Hence  it 
Spears  this  was  written  in  J  antes"  %  time,  when  there  wai  a  fever*  i 
inquifiti<Mi  after  witches  aod  raagicians. 
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*  All  made  of  paiTion,  and  all  made  of  wiihes, 

*  All  adoration,  duty  and    obfervance, 

*  All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 

*  All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfervance; 

*  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe.'' 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganimed, 

Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofaliftd, 

R9/.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

ph.  1£  this  be  (o,  why  blame  you  me  lo  love  you  ? 

[To  RoL 
^-;    StI.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[ToFhe, 

Or/a.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

JR.0/.  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  why  blame  you  me  to 
love  you  ? 

O^r/a.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear.' 

Ro/.  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this  j  'tis  like  the  howl- 
ing of  Ir(/^  wolves  againit  the  moon ;  I  will  help  yau, 
if  I  can  ;  I  would  love  you,  if  I  could  :  to  morrow 
meet  me  all  together  ;  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I 
marry  woman,  and  Til  be  married  to  morrow  ;  [Ta 
Phebe.]  I  will  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and 
youfhall  be  married  to  morrow,*  [To  Orl.]  I  will  con- 
tent you,  if,  what  pleafes  you,  contents  you  ;  and  you 
Ihall  be  married  to  morrow.  [To  Sil.]  As  you  love  Ro- 
falind,  meet  -,  as  you  love  Phebe,  meet  ;  and  as  I  love 
no  woman,  I'll  meet.  So  fare  yoi*  well ;  I  have  left 
you  commands. 

Sil.  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  I. 

Orla.  Nor  I.  [Exewif, 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audi'ey. 

Clo,  To  morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey:  to  mor- 
row v/ill  we  be  married. 

Aud.  "  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart  j  and,  I  hope, 
"  it  is  no  diflioneft  deiire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of 
"  the  world."  H^re  come  two  of  the  banifh'd  duke's 
pages. 

YoL.  XI.  Q  EnUr 


5j8  As  You  Like  it. 

Enter  tnvo  pages. 

1  Page.  Well  met,  honeft  gentleman. 

do.  By  my  troth,  well  met :  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a 
Song. 

2  Page.  We  are  foryou^  lit  i'th*  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hawk- > 
ing,  or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  whicli  are  the 
only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  ? 

2  Page.  I  faithj  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  tune, like  two.' 
Gypfies  on  a  horfe. 

SONG. 

//  rjoas  a  U'ver  and  his  lafsy 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonlnOi 

that  o'er  the  green  corn-field  did  pafs 

In  the  fpring  time  ;  the  pretty  fpring  timCy 

When  birds  do  fing^  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding, 

Snveet  lo'vers  loive  the  fpring. 

And  therefore  take  theprefent  time. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ; 

For  lo've  is  croivned  ivith  the  prime. 
In  the  fpring  time,  &c. 

Betnveen  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 

Tbefe  pretty  country-folks  nvould  lye. 
In  the  fpring  time,  &c: 

the  Carrol  they  began  that  hour. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino ^ 

Uo'vj  that  a  life  <vjas  but  afloiver, 
In  the  fpring  time,  &c. 

Clo.  Truly,  young  gentleman,  though  there  was  no 
gr^at  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  {a)  un- 
timeable. 

I  Pty.ge.  You  are  deceived.  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  loft 
sot  our  time. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  yes :  I  count  it  but  timt  loft  to 

[  (a)  unt'wicehk.  Mr,  l!Ucoba1d.-JVii\g,  tmttineshk.^ 

hear 
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Tiear  fucli  a  foolifh  Song.    God  b'w'y  you,  and  God 
mend  your  voices.     Come,  Audrey,  \Exeiinf. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Changes  to  another  Part  of  the  Toreft, 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  Jaques,  Orlando,  Oliver, 

and  Celia. 
Duke  Sen.  |  AOST  thou  believe,  Orlando,t\idit  the  boy 
JL^  Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed  ? 
Or  la.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not ; 
+  As  thofe  that  fear  their  hap,  and  know  their  fear. 
Enter  Rofalind,  Silvius  and  Phebe. 
Bof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compufl  fs  urg'd : 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind^  [To  the  Duke. 

You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  Sen,  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give 

with  her. 
Rof.  And  you  fay,  you  will  have  her  when  I  bring 
her?  [To  Orlando. 

Oria.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 
Rof..  You  fay,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing? 

[r^;  Phebe. 
■:     '  Phe.  That  will  I,  fliould  I  die  the  hour  after. 
Rof.  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 
Youil  give  your  felf  to  this  moli  faithful  Ihepherd  ? 
Phe.  So  ^  the  bargain. 
Rof.  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phehe,  if  (he  will  ? 

[To  Silvius, 
Sil.  Tho'  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing. 
Rof.  IVe  promised  to  make  all  this  matter  even ; 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  daughter ; 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  : 
Keep  your  word,  Phehe,  that  you'll  marry  me, 
Or  elfe,  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  ftiepherd. 

4  As  thofe  that  fear  rnViX  hope,  strd  knew  thzv  fear.]     This 
ftrange  nonfenfe  fho^ld  be  read  tho?, 

As  thofe  that fiar  TKZtR  hap,   <s»d knonu  tweik  fear. 
4.  e;  Afi  thofe  who  fear  the  iiTue  of  a  thing  when  they  know  their 
feaij^tp  be  well  grounded. 
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Keep  your  word,  Sihlusy  that  you'll  marr}-  her. 

If  ilie  refufc  me  ;  and  from  lience  I  go 

To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even.    [Exeufit  Rof.  an  J  Celia. 
Duh  Sen,  1  do  remember  in  this  Ihepherd-boy 

Some  lively  touchjssof  my  daughter's  favour. 

Or  la.   My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Methought,  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughtex^ 
But,  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  foreft-born. 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  jnany  defperate  lludies  by  his  uncle ; 
Whom  ne  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft. 

SCENE    VL 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 
Jaq,  There  is,  fure,  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe 
couples  are  coming  to  the  Ark.     s  Here  come  a  pair^of 
unclean  beafts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  call'd  fools. 
'C/o.  Salutation,  and  greeting,  to  you  all ! 
Jaq.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.     This  is 
the  motley-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  fo  often  met 
in  the  foreft     He  hath  been  a  Courtier,  he  fwears. 
Clo.  *  If  any  n?an  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my 

*  purgation.     I  have  trod  ameafure ;  I  have  flatter'd  a 
'  lady  J  I  have  been  politick  with  my ,. friend,  fmooth 

*  with  mine  enemy ;  I  have  undone  three  taylors ;  I 

*  hav€  had  four  quarrels,    and  like  to    have   fought 
'  one/ 

Jnq,  And  how  was  That  ta'en  up  ? 

Clo.  'Faith,  we  met;  and  found,  the  q-uarrel  was  up- 
on t?].e  fei'enth  caufe. 

Jaq.  How  the  feventh  caufe  ?- — -good  my  lord,  like 
this  felioWc  .  i 

Duke  Sen,  I  like  him  very  well. 

5  Here  cc**ie  a  pair  ofv  erystrange  beafis,  drc]  What !  ftremgt 
heaftt  f  aud  yet  I'uch  as  have  a  name  in  all  languages  ?  NoaVs  Ark  is 
hcrfe  ailuded  to  ;  into  which  the c/iiJ's  beafts  catered  hy /evens,  and  the  , 
unclean  h-j-ttvo^  male  and  female.  It  is  plain  then  that  Shahefpear 
wrote,  here  ctmt  a  pair  of  unclean  kaJis^wMch  is  highly  hu- 
moarous.  ■       r  i 
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-  Clo.  God'ild  you.  Sir,  ^  i  defire  of  you  the  like :  f 
prefs  in  here,  Sir,  amongfl  the  reft  of  the  country  copu- 
latives, to  fwear,  and  to  forfwear,  7  according  as  mar- 
riage binds,  and  blood  breaks  :  a  poor  virgin,  Sir,  ail 
*'  iil-favourM  thing,  Sir,  but  mine  osvn ;  a  poor  humour 
"  of  mine,  Sir,  to  take  That  that  no  man  elfe  will.'* 
Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer.  Sir,  in  a  poor  houfej- 
as  your  pearl,  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fenten- 
tious. 

Ck.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt.  Sir,  and  fuch  dulcet 
difeafes. 

Jaq.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe ;"  hdw  did  you- find 
the  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ?' 

Clo.  "  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed ;  (bear  your 
**  body  more  leeming,  Audre'^)  ^  as  thus,  Sir  \  I  did  dif- 
**  like  the  cut  of  a  certain  Courtier's  beard  ',  he  fent  me 
**  word,  if  I  f?.id  his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  v,'as  in 
**  the  mind  it  was.  This  is  cali'd  the  ^stort  courteoui; 
v*f  If  I  fent  him  vord  ag^in,  it  was  noL  well  cut,  he 
V^  -would  fend  me  word,  Ivi  cut  it  to  pleafe  himfelf.  This 
'**  is  calPd  the  ^ip  ?}iodeJl.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut^ 
**  he  dilabled  j:iy  judgment.  This  is  cdrll  the  l^^epi^ 
"  chmlijh.  If  again,  it  was  nx)c  well  cat,  he  would  an- 
**  fvver,  I  fpake  not  true.  This  is  cali'd  the  Reproof  ^^a- 
■**  liant.     If  again,  it  was  mot  well  cut,  he  would  fay,  I 

6  -r-7  defire  you  oi the  like  :']  We  /Iiouid  read,  I  defire  of  you  ti^ 
iike.  On  the  Duke's  faying,  I  like  him  mery  iveli^  he  replies,  I  de.- 
fire  you  will  give  me  caufe  that  I  may  like  you  too. 

7  according  as  marriage  binds,  and  blood  hreaks  ;]  The  eonftruc- 
tion  is,  to  fivear  as  marriage  hinds.  Which  I  think  is  not  En^IiJh. 
I  fufpedt  Shakefpear  wrote  it  thus,  to  fivear  and  toforfivcar,  accord^ 
ing  as  marriage  bids,  and  blood  bids  brsak, 

8  as  thus.  Sir  I  J  did  difiike  the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier" s  beard 'A 
This  folly  is  touched  upon  with  high  humour  hyF/etcher  in  his  ^een 
of  Qtrintb, 

' litis  he  familiarly 

DifiifCdyouryello'wJiarcb,  or  f aid y cur  doublet 

Wat  not  sxaaly  frenchificdf— 

'    '  ■  or  draivn  ytur  fivord, 
Cry^d  ^fiuas  ill  mcunted  ?  lias  he  gii'en  ,h.  lye 
In  circle  or  oblique  or  femicircle 
^r  direti  parallfel ;  ^-c?^  mitfi  challenge  him. 

0.3  "  ly^ 
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"  lye.  This  is  calPd  the  Countercheck  quarrelfomei  and 
"  fo,  the  lye  circumfiantial^  and  the  Lye  direSi. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay,  his  beard  was  not  well 
out  ? 

Clo.  "  I  durfl  go  no  further  than  the  Lye  ctrcum- 
•'  jiantial'y  nor  he  durll  not  give  me  the  Lye  dire.a,  and 
"  fo  we  meaiur'd  fwords  and  parted." 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  Lye  ? 

Clo.  "  9  O  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book  j 
*'  as  you  have  books  for  good  manners,  I  will  name 
**  you  the  degrees.  The  firft,  the  Retort  courte-ous  5 
**  the  fecond,  the  Quip  modeft  j  the  third,  the  Reply 
'*  churliih  ;  the  fourth,  theReproof  valiant;  the  fifth, 
*'  the  countercheck  quarreifome  5  thefixth,  the  Lye  with 

9  0  Sir,  lee  quarrel  in  print  y  by  thebook'^  The  Poet  haj,  in  this 
fcene,  rallied  the  mode  of  formal  dueling,  then  fo  prevalent,  with  the 
higheft  humour  and  addrefs  ;  nor  could  he  have  treated  it  with  a 
happier  contempt,  than  by  making  his  Clcnun  fo  knowing  in  the  forms 
and  prelimiaarles  of  it.  The  particular  book  here  alluded  to  is  a  very 
ridiculous  treatife  of  one  Viticentio  Saviolo,  intitled.  Of  honour  and 
honourable  quarrels,  in  Quarto  printed  by  JVolf,  1594.  Thefirft.part 
of  this  traft  he  intitles,  A  difcourfe  moji  neceffary  for  all  gentlemen  that 
baiie  in  regard  their  honors,  touching  the  gi'ving  and  receiving  the  lye, 
nvhereupon  the  Duello  and  the  Combat  in  divers  formi  dotb  enfue-y  and 
many  ether  inconveniences,  for  lack  only  of  true  knotu  ledge  of  boner ,  and  the 
RIGHT  -jNfiEasT ANDlNG  OF  WORDS,  luhicb  here  is  jet  do^v/tm 
The  contents  of  the  feveral  chapters  are  as  follow.  I.  fVhat  the-rea- 
fen  is  that  the  party  iintoivbom  the  lye  is  given  ought  to  become  challenger f, 
and  of  the  nature  of  lies.  II.  Of  the  manner  and  diverjity  of  lies.  Ill, 
Of  the  lye  certain,  or  diredl.  IV.  Of  conditional  lies,  or  the  lye  cir- 
cumstantial. V.  Of  the  lye  in  general.  VI.  Of  thi  lye  in  particular^ 
VII.  Of  fcolip  lies.  Y ill.  A  conclufion  touching  the  ivrejiing  or  rt- 
turning  back  of  the  lye,  or  the  countercheck  quarreifome.  In  the 
chapter  oi  conditional  lies  fpeaking  of  the  particle  if,  he  fays — Con- 
ditional lies  be  fuch  as  are  given  conditionally  thus — if  ttou  baft faid  Jo 
cr  fo,  then  thou  lief .  Of  tbefe  kind  of  lies,  given  in  this  manner,  often 
arije  much  contention,  ivbereof  no  Jure  conclu/ion  can  arife.  By  which 
he  means,  they  cannot  proceed  to  cut  one  another's  throats,  while 
there  is  an  i  f  between.  Wh'ch  is  the  reafon  of  Sbakejpear^%  making 
the  Cloivn  fay,  I  kneiv  ivhen  Jeven  jufices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel : 
but  ivhen  the  parties  ivere  met  themfelves,  one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  i  r  j 
as,  if  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo,  and  they  (book  bands,  and  fivore  brothers ^ 
Your  I F  is  the  only  peace  maker  j  much  virtue  in  if.  Caranza  was 
another  of  thefe  authentick  Authors  upon  the  Duello.  Fletcher  in 
his  laft  Aft  of  Z.ci/e'j  Pilgrimage  ridicwles  him  with  much  humour. 

♦*  circumftance  5 
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"  circumftance ;  the  feventh,  the  Lye  direfl.  All  thefe 
"  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lye  direft  j  and  you  may 
"  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew,  when  feven 
"  Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel ;  but  when  the 
"  parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them  thought 
^^  but  of  an  If;  as,  if  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo  ; 
**  and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore  brothers.  Your 
**  If  is  the  only  peace-maker  j  much  virtue  in  If." 

ya^  Is  not  thisararefellow,  my  lord?  he*s  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duh  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe,  aiid 
under  the  prefentation  of  that  he  fhoots  his  wit. 

SCENE     VII. 
Eftfer  Hymen,  Rofalind  h  'vjoman''s  ckaths^  and  Celifti 

Still  Musick. 

Hym.    Then  is  there  mirth  in  hea'vn. 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
GQod  Duke,  recei'i/e  thy  daughter ^ 
lAymtTifrom  hea<ven  brought  her. 

Tea,  brought  her  hither  : 
That  thou  might^Ji  join  her  hand  nvith  Mst 
Whofe  heart  ifjithin  his  hofom  is. 

Ro/.  To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  I  am  yours. 

[To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  my  felf;  for  I  am  yours.     [To  Orlando. 

Duke  Sen.   ]£  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my 
Daughter. 

Or/a.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalind. 

Phe.  If  fight  and  ihape  be  true. 
Why,  then  my  love  adieu  ! 

Rof.  I'li  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he ; 
I'll  have  no  huiband,  if  you  be  not  he ; 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  ihe, 

Hym»  Peace^  hoa  I  I  bar  confufion  : 
'Tis  I  muft  make  concluiion 

Of  xhek  moft  ftrange  events : 

0.1  Of 
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Here's  eight  that  mull  take  hands. 
To  join  in  Hym en^sha.ndSf 

]f  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  Crofs  fhall  part ; 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  5 
You  to  his  love  muft  accord. 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together. 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather  : 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  fing. 
Feed  yourfelves  with  queftioning  : 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminifh,. 
Kow  thus  wc  meet,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 

SONG. 

Jfeddmg  is  great  JunoV  Cranvn, 
O  hlejfed  land  of  board  and  bed  ! 

'  Tis  Hymen  peoples  e'very  tonvn. 
High  ivedlock  then  be  hojioured : 

Honour i   high  honour  and  reno<wn 

To  Hymen,  God  of  e'-uery  tsiun  ! 

Biike  Sen.  O  my  dear  niece,  wekome  thou  art  to  me, 
Ev'n  daughter-welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  nov/  thou  art  m.ine  ; 
Th/  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Jaques  de  Boys. 

Ja^.  deB.   Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  r 
I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Ro^jjland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  slfembly, 
Duke  Frederick  hearing,  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  reforted  to  this  forelt, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  power;  which  were  on  foot 
In  his  own  condud  purpofely  to  take 
Ilio  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fv/ord  : 
And  to  the  Ikirts  of  this  v/ild  wood  he  came. 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man. 
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After  Tome  ^ucftion  with  Kim,  was  converted 
Eoth  frem  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world  ; 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifh'd  brother, 
And  all  their  lands  reftorM  to  them  again. 
That  were  with  him  exil'd.     This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

D^^/f^  5<f;?.  Welcome,  young  man : 
Thou  ofFer'H:  fairly  to  thy  brothers'  wedding  i 
To  one,  his  lands  with-held;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itfelf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number, 
Tha:t  have  endurM  ihrewd  days  and  nights  with  us^ 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune, 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  ftates. 
Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fairn.  dignity. 
And  fall  into  our  ruftick  revelry  :- 
Play,  mufick  ;  and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all",' 
With  meafure  heap'd  inxay,  to  th'  meafures  fall. 

Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience  :  if  I  heard  you  rightly. 
The  Ditke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life. 
And  throv/n  into  negled  the  pompous  Court, 

Jaq.deB.   He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefeconvertites- 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learned. 
You  to  your  former  honour  T  bequeath,      [To  the  Dukr,- 
Your  patience  and  your  virtue  well  defer\^e  it : 
You  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit  j  [-Jo  OrU. 
You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies  j       [To  Oil. 
You  to  a  long  and  well  deferved  bed  ;  {.To  Silv. 

And  you  to  wrangling;  for  thy  loving  voyage  [To  fheCh. 
Is  but  for  two  months  vi(fluard  :  fp  to  your  pleafare«v : 
t  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques,  flay. 

Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I :  what  you  would  have, 
I'll  llay  to  knew  at  your  abandon'd  Cave.  [ExH. 

DuhSen.   Proceed,   proceed ;  we  will   begin  thefe- 
rites  J 
As,  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights. 


546  As  You  Like  it. 

EPILOGUE. 

"Rof.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  Epi- 
logue J  bat  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  than  to  fee  the 
lord  the  Prologue.  If  it  be  true,  that  good  <tvine  needs 
m  hujh^  'tis  true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue. 
Yet  to  good  wine  they  do  ufe  good  bufhes ;  and  good 
Pi  ays  prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues* 
What  a  cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epi- 
logue, nor  can  infmuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a 
good  Play  ?  I  am  not  furnifbM  like  a  beggar  ;  therefore 
to  beg  will  not  become  me.  My  way  is  to  conjure  you, 
and  ril  begin  with  the  women.  ^  I  charge  you,  O  wo- 
men, for  the  love  you  bear  to  men,,  to  like  as  much  of 
this  Play  as  pleafes  them :  and  I  charge  you,  O  men,, 
for  the  love  you  bear  to  women,  (as  I  perceive  by  your 
fimpering,  none  of  you  hate  them)  to  like  as  much  a» 
pleafes  them :  that  between  you  and  the  women,  the 
Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  kifs  as 
many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas'd  me,  complexi- 
ons that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I  defy'd  not ;  and,. 
1  am  fure,  as  many  as  have  good  beards,  or  good  fa- 
ces, or  fweet  breaths,  will  for  my  kind  offer,  when  f 
make  curtTie,  bid  me  farewel.  \JS.xeunt  omnes. 

1   /  charge  you,  0  noomen,  for  the  love  ycu  hear  to  men,  to  like  at 
much  of  this  play  as  pleajes  yoo  :  and  I  (barge  you^  0  men,  for  the 

lofve  you  hear  to  ivajn^n,. that  betnveen  ycu  and  the  ivomen,  fccj 

This  pafTaje  ihould  be  read  thus,  I  charge  ycu,  0  women,  for  the  kve 
you  bear  to  men^  to  like  as  much  of  this  play  as  pleafes  t  hi  M  :  and  I 

charge  ycu,  0  men,  for  the  love  you  hear  to  ivonren, t  o  l  i  k  e  as 

MUCH  AS  PLEASES  THEM,  that  befweeti yott  and  the  ivoTKen,  Sec, 
Without  the  alteration  of  Tou  into  ^etn  the  invocation  ts  nonfenfe  j 
and  withoat  the  addition  of  the  words,  to  like  as  much  as  pleafes 
them,  the  inference  of,  that  beinveen  you  and  the  loomen  the  play  may 
pafs,  would  be  unfuppor  el  by  any  precedent  premifes.  The  words 
feeTi  to  hav<:  been  ftVuck  out  ly  fome  fenfelefs  Player,  as  a  vicioui 
r?dundL3ncy» 
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Charaflers  in  the   Indudion. 


A 


Lord,  hefo7'e  nvhom  the  Play  is  fuppoi'dto  he  play  d. 
Chriftopher  Sly,  a  drunken  Tinker.  JL 

Page,  Players,  Huntfrnen,  and  other  Ser'vanfs  attending 
on  the  Lord. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Baptifta,  Farther  to  Catharina  and  Bianca ;  very  rick.  -^ 
Vincentio,  an  old  gentleman  o/"Pifa. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  ivith  Bianca. 
Petruchio,  a  gentleman  of  Y Qxond.,  a  fuitnr  to  Cathariiia. 

TT^         r       V  Pretenders  to  Bianca. 
Horteniio,  ) 

Tranio,       3  f>  t         .• 

T>-     J  11       >oer'vantsfoL\iCQnt\o. 
Eiondello,  5 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 

Pedanx,  an  old felhvo  fet  up  taperfonate  Vincentio,. 

Catharina,  the  ShrenV' 
Bianca,  her  Sijier. 
Widoiv. 


Taylor^    Haherdajhers ;    nvith    Servants    attending    ats 
Baptifta  and  Petruchio. 


•S  C  E(  N  E,    fometimes   in   Padua  ;    and  fometlims   in 
Petruchio' J  Uoufe  in  the  Country^ 
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•    INDUCTION. 
SCENE    I. 

Before  an  Alehoiife  on  a  Heath. 


I 


Enter  Hoftefs  and  Sly. 
^ly.   'Y''LL  pheeze  you,  in  faith.  . 

Hoji.  A  pair  of  ftocks,  you  rogue  ! 
Sly.  Y'are   a   baggage  j    the  Sites  are  n®. 
rogues.     Look  in  the  Chronuks,  we  came  in  with  ki~ 
ehard  Conqueror ;  therefore,   *  paucus  fallahris  j  let  the. 
world  flide :  Sejfa. 

Hoji.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glaffes  you  have  burft  2 
Sly.  No,  not  a  deniere  :    ^  Go  by,  jeronimQ — go  to 
thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

1  paucus  pallabris \]  Me^ain^  pocas  pa/ahras,  Si^iaufh,  fewwords, 

Mv.rheobald. 

1  Go  by  S.  Jeronimy,  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  'warm  th3e,'\  AH  the 
editions  have  coin'd  a  Saint  here,  for  Sly  to  fwear  by.  But  the  poet 
had  no  fuch  intentions.  There  is  a  fuftian  old  play ,  calPd,  Hieronymo  j 
Or,  The  Spanijh  Tragedy :  which,  I  find,  was  the  common  Butt  of 
raillery  to  all  the  poets  of  Shakefpear's  time:  and  a  paflage,  that  ap- 
pear'd  very  ridiculous  in  that  play,  is  here  humouroufly  alluded  to. 
Hieronymo,  thinking  himfelf  injur'd,  applies  to  the  King  for  juitice  ;. 
but  the  courtiers,  who  did  not  defire  his  wrongs  fhould  be  fet  in  a 
true  light,  attempt  to  hinder  him  from  an  audience. 

Hiero.  Jujiice,  oh!  juftice  to  Hieronymo. 

Lor.  Back  ; Seefl  thou  Jiot,  the  King  is  bujief 

Hiero.  Ob,  is  he  Jo? 

King.  Who  is  He,  that  inttrrupts  our  Buji'nefs  ? 

Hier.  Not  J : Hieronymo,  beware;  goby,  goby. 

So  Sly  here,  not  caring  tobedun'dhy  the  Hojfefs,  cries  to  her  in  effe^, 
Don^t  be  trnablefimef  don't  interrupt  »te,  goby,  Mr.  Tbecbald, 

Hojl, 
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Moft.  I  know  my  remedy;  J  I  muft  go  fetch  tKe 
Third-borough. 

5//.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  1*11  anfwer 
him  by  law ;  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy  ;  let  hfm 
came,  and  kindly.  \FaUs  ajlee^. 

SCENE    ir. 

Wind  horns.     Enter  a  Lord  from  hunting, 'with  a  Train,*' 

Lord.  Huntfman,    I   charge   thee,   tender  well  my 
hounds ; 
(a)  Leech  Merriman^  the  poor  cur  is  imboft  ; 
And  couple  Cloivder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  Brach. 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge-corner  in  the  coldefl  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Kim.   Why,  Behnan  is  as  good  as  he,  my  ..lord,;.      .  . 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereil  lofs,  ^ 

And  twice  to  day  pick'd  out  the  duIlcH  fcent :     : 
Truil  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool ;  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  cfl-eem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch. 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all-, 
To  morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  wil],  my  lord. 

Lord*  What's  here?  one  dead,  or  drunk?  fee,  doth' 
he  breathe? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.    Were  he  not  warm'd 

with  Ale, 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold,  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord,  O  monftrous  beail !  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies  \ 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thy  image ! 
Sirs,  I  will  pra£lifs  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed. 
Wrapt  in  fweet  cloaths ;  rings  put  upon  his  fingers; 
A  moll  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 

3  7  mufl  go  fetih  the  HeadUrough.l  Vulg.  A  psor  Vfitticijm  (as 
Mr,  Theobald  rightly  calls  it)  reftcred  by  him. 

[  (a)  Lsscb  Mirrintan.     0»fwd  E<4i£or-.-— ■  Vulg.  Brack  Ma- 

And 
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Aim!  brave  attendants  near  him,  wlicn  he  wakes  5 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

I,  Hun.  Believe  me^  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ilrange  unta  him,  when  he 
wak'd. 

Lord.  Even  as  a  fhtt'ring  dream,  or  worthlefs  fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jell:; 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber. 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  piifiures ; 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diftilled  \vaters. 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet* 
Procure  me  mufick  ready,  when  he  wakes. 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heav'nly  found ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  flraight, 
And  with  a  low  fubmifllve  reverence 
Say,  v/hat  is  it  your  Honour  will  command? 
Let  one  atteJid  him  with  a  filver  bafon 
Full  of  Rofe-water,  and  bellrew'd  with  flowers; 
Another  bear  the  ewer ;  a  third  a  diaper; 
And  fay,  wilt  pleafe  your  lordlhip  cool  your  hands  ? 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coilly  fait. 
And  aflc  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  ; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  hcrfe. 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe ; 
Perfwade  him,  that  he  hath  been  lunatick. 

And  when  he  fays  he  is/- fay,  that  he  dreams  i 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs; 
It  will  be  paftime  pafHng  excellent. 
If  it  be  hufbanded  with  modefty. 

I  Hun.  iVIy  Lord,  I  warrant  you,  we'll  play  our  part. 
As  he  fhall  think,  by  our  true  diligence. 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office,  when  he  wakes. 

[Some  hear  out  Sly.     Sound  1[rurripeii, 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  is  that  founds. 
Belike,  Ibme  noble  gentleman  that  means,     \Exit  Sena. 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofe  him  here. 

SCENE 
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How  now?  v/iioisit? 

Ser.  An't  pleafc  your  Honour,  P'ayers 
That  ofFer  (ervite  to  your  lordihip. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near  : 

Enter  Players, 
Now,  Fellows,  you  are-  welcome. 

Phy.   We  thank  your  Honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to  night  ? 

z  Play.  So  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty^ 

Lord.  With  all  my  heart.     This  fe'lo'.v  I  remember^ 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  eideft  fon; 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name  j  bat,  fare,  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perforni'd. 

Sim.  I  think,  'twas  Soto  thst  your  Honour  memSo 

Lsrd.  'Tis  very  true  ;  thou  didii  it  excellent  r 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time. 
The  rather  for  I  have  feme  fport  in  hand. 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  aiHrr  me  n-iuch. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  night : 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  niodefties, 
Lell:,  over-evingof  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  Piay^) 
You  break  into  feme  merry  Paffior., 
And  fo  oilend  him  :  for  I  tell  you.  Sirs, 
If  you  ihould  fmlle,  he  grows  impatient. 

F'c-y.   Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  can  contain  ourfelves;,. 
Were  he  the  veriefc  antick  in  the  world. 

2  Play,   l^to  the  clher.']  Go.  get  a  difliclout  to  make 
clean  yeur  ilioes,  aadl'U  fpeak  for  the  properties. 

{Exh  Player. 
T'A.y  lord,  v/e  mufc  have  a  fhoulder  of  mutton  for  a  pro- 
perty, aad  ^.a  little  Vinegar  to  make  our  devil  roar, 

Lerd. 


4  a  Utth  Vine^inr  to  make  ottr  de^jU  roar, '\  Wiicn  the  acting  the 
myjleriei'  of  the  old  and  new  Teftament  was  in  vogue  j  at  the  repre- 
lentatioa  of  the  inyf:ery  of  the  Paffion;  Jnd«%  asd  the  Devil  made  a 

part. 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,    jf  j- 

Lord,  Go,  firrah,  take  tLem  to  the  buttery. 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome,  every  one : 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords.- 

[  Exit  one  nxjith  the  Plcv^enl 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  5^r//65'//«^'Xu  my  page. 
And  fee  him  dreil  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady. 
That  done,  conduft  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber^ 
And  call  him  Madam,  do  him  all  obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  (as' he  will  win  my  love) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  adion. 
Such  as  he  hath  obfervM  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  Lords,  by  them  accomplifhed  j 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do. 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefie  ; 
And  fay ;  what  is't  your  Honour  will  command. 
Wherein  your  lady,,  and  your  humWe  wife. 
May  Ihew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kifles. 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom. 
Bid  him  ftied  tears,  as  being  over-joy 'd 
To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health. 
Who  for  t\vice  feven  years  hatii  efteem'd  himfelf 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar : 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift 
To  rain  a  fhower  of  commanded  tears. 
An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  Ihift  i 
Which  in  a  Napkin  being  clofe  convey'd. 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wat'ry  eye. 
See  this  difpatch'd,  v/ith  all  the  halle  thou  canft ; 
Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  inllruftions,      {Exit  Seruant. 
I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace^ 
Voice,  gait,  and  adion  of  a  gentlewoman. 
I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  hufband  i 

part..  And  the  Devil,  wherever  he  came,  was  alv^^ays  to  fafi'er 
feme  difgrace,  to  make  the  people  laugh  :  As  here,  the  buffoonry 
wr;s  to  apply  the  gall  and  vinegar  to  make  him  roar.  And  the  Paf- 
jioa  being  that,  of  all  the  rhyfieries,  which  was  moft  frequently  re- 
preiented,  "negar  became  at  length  the  ftanding  implement  to  tor- 
jnent  the  Devii :  And  uied  for  this  purpofe  even  after  the  myfterks 
ceafid,  and  the  moralities  came  in  vogue  j  where  the  Devil  continu- 
ed to  have  a  confiderable  part.— The  mention  of  it  here  was  to  ridi- 
caie  To  abfur d  a  circumftance  in  theft  old  farces. 

And 
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And  how  my  men  will  Hay  themfelves  from  laughter. 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant ; 

I'll  in  to  counfel  them :  haply,  my  prefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen ; 

Which  otherwife  would  go  into  extreams.     [Extt  Lori, , 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.  .       ' 

Changes  to  a  Bedchamber  in  the  hordes  Houfe, 

Enter  Sly  nvith  Attendants,  fame  njoith  apparel,  hafoti 
and  e^wer,  and  other  appurtenames.      Re-enter  Lord, 

%.  "p  O  R  God's  fake,  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

A/      »  cerv.   Wili*t  pleafe  your  lordihip  drink  a 
cup  of  fack  ? 

a  Ser'v.  Will't  pleafe  your  Honour  talle  of  thefe  Con- 
ferves? 

3  Ser^.  What  raimemt  will  your  Honour  wear  to  day  ? 

Sly.  I  am  Chriftopher  Sly,  call  not  me  Honour,  nor 
lordfhip :  I  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life :  and  if  you  give 
me  any  Confer ves,  give  me  Conferves  of  ht^i-.  ne'ei? 
alk  me  what  raiment  I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no  more 
doublets  than  backs,  no  more  ftockings  than  legs,  nor 
no  more  ihoes  than  feet  -,  nay,  fometimes,  more  feet 
than  fhoes  -,  or  fuch  ihoes  as  my  toes  look  through  the 
over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  Honour! 
Oh,  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent. 
Of  fuch  poffeffions,  and  fo  high  eileem. 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit !— — 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  I  am  not  I 
Chrifiophero  Sly,  old  Sly\  Son  of  Burton-heath,  by  birtk 
a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by  tranfmutation  a 
bearherd,  and  now  by  prefent  profefllon  a  tinker  ?  afk 
Marian  Hacket,  the  fat  ale-v^ife  of  Wincot,  if  fhe  know 
me  not ;  if  fhe  fay,  I  am  not  fourteen  pence  on  the 
fcore  for  fheer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  ly ing'ft  knave 
ki-Chrillendom.     What,  lam  not beftr aught:  here's— 

I  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  ycur  lady  mourn. 

?  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  Jiiakes  your  fervants  droop. 

Urd. 
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Lord.  Hence  comes  it,  that  your  kindred  fhun  your 
houfe. 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  flrange  lunacy. 

Oh,  noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 
:  Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banilhment, 
I  And  banifii  hence  thefe  abjetfl  lowly  dreams. 
I  Look,  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee  j 
I  Elch  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 

Wilt  thou  have  mufick  ?  hark,  Jpolh  plays  ;      \Mufuk, 

And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  iing. 

Or  wilt  thou  deep  ?  weMl  have  thee  to  a  couch. 

Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  lullful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 

Say,  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground  : 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  ihall  be  trapped. 

Their  harnefs  fludded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawk^  will  foa* 

Above  the  morning  lark.     Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 

Thy  hounds  fliall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them. 

And  fetch  fhrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Man.  Say,  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  greyhounds  are  as 

fwift 
As  breathed  flags  j  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Man.  Doft  thou  love  pi(flures  I  we  will  fetch  thec 

ftraight 
Jldonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook  j 
And  Citherea  all  in  fedges  hid ; 
Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breathy 
Ev'nas  the  wavingfedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord,  We'll  (hew  thee  lo,  as  {he  was  a  maid. 
And  hew  Ihe  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd. 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roaming  through  a  thorny  wood? 
Scratching  her  leg?,  that  one  ihali  fwear  Ihe  bleeds : 
And  at  that  fight  fliall  fad  Apolh  weep: 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord : 
Thou  haft  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

1  Man.  And  'till  the  tears,  that  (he  hath  fhed  for  thee» 
tike  envious  floods,  o'er-raa  her  lovely  face, 

Sh& 
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She  was  the  faireil  creature  in  the  world. 
And  yet  Ihe  is  inferior  to  none. 

S/j.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep  ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak  ; 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things : 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  Lord,  indeed  ; 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chriftophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight. 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o'th'  fmalleft  ale. 

z  Man.  Wili't  pleafe  your  Mightinefs  to  walh  your 
hands? 
Oh,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftor'd  ! 
Oh  !  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dlT:.r.m, 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wak'd  as  if  yen  ilept. 

Sly.  Thefe  fifteen  years  I  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap : 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  th- 1  time  ? 

I  Man.  Oh,   yej,  myLo  ■',   but  very  idle  words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  thi?^^  qocaiy  chamberj    - 
yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  L^eaten  out  of  door_, 
And  rail'd  upon  the  Hollefs  of -'leHoufe  ?. 
And  fay,  yon  would  prefenthsr  st  the  Lee^^ 
Becaufe  fne  Bonght  ftone-jiigS:  and  no  fealM  quarts  ; 
Sometimes,  ycu  V'O  ;ld  call  ovJ.  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

Sly,  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Man.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  v.o  houfe  j  nor  no  fuch 
maid ; 
Nor  no  fuch  men,  as  you  have  reckon'd  up  ; 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  I'laps  of  Greece ^ 
And  Teter  Turf,  and  Henry  Frmpemell, 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
W'hich  never  were,  nor  no  iDan  ever  faw. 

Sly.   Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends  \ 

All.  Jmen. — 

Sly,  By  th'  Mafs,  I  think  I  am  a  Lord  indeed. 
What  is  thy  name  ? 

Man.  Sim,  an'c  pleafe  your  Honour, 

Sly,   Sim?  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Sifneon or  Simon  1 
put  forth  thy  hand  and  fill  the  pot 

[The  fe^ 'vai.t  ?li es  him   'rink. 
SCENE 
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Enter  Lady,  ^ith  Attendants, 

I  thank  thee ; -thou  ihalt  not  lofe  by  it. 

Lady,  How  fares  my  nobk  Lord  ? 

Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well,  forhere.is  cheer  enough. 
Where's  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Here,  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her? 

Sly.  Art  yau  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me  hufband? 
My  men.ftiould  call  me  lord,  I  am  your  good  man. 

Lady,  My  huiband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and  huf- 
band; 
i  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.  I  know  it  well :  what  mull  I  call  her? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  madam,  or  Joan  madam  ?      ; 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  €i{t,  fo  lords  call  ladies. 
'\  Sly.  Come,fit.downonmy  knee.  5/;%,  drink  to  her. 
Madam  wife,  they  fay,  that  I  have  dream'd,  and  flept 
above  fome  fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me. 
Being  all  this  time  abandoned  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much.     Servants,  leave  m.e  and  her  alone  : 

— — —Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 
Sim,  drink  to  her. 

Lady.  Thi ice-noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you. 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  : 
Or,  if  noi:  fo,  until  the  fun  be  iet ; 
For  your  Phyficians  have  exprcfly  charg'd. 
In  peril  £0  incur  your  former  m. lady. 
That  I  Ihould  yet  abient  me  bo^  your  bed 5 
I  hope,  this  reaion  ftands  for  my  excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  Hands  fo,  tin-  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo 
long  ;  but  I  would  be  lorth  to  fall  irto  my  dream  a- 
gain  :  I  will  tlierefore  tarry  in  defpight  of  the  flelh  and 
the  blood. 
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SCENE    VI. 

EnUr  a  Meff'enger, 

Mejf.  Your  Honour's  Players,  hearing  your  amend- 
ment. 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  Comedy ; 
For  fo  your  Doftors  hold  it  very  meet. 
Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood ; 
And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzy. 
Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play. 
And  frame  youi'  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment ; 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry,  I  willj  j,et  them  play  j  is  it  not  a  Com- 
modity ?  a  Chriftmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick  ? 

had^.  No,  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleafmg  ftulE 

5/>'."  What,  houfholdituff? 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory* 

Sly.  Weil,  we'll  fee't :  come,  Madam  wife,  lit  by 
my  lide,  and  let  the  world  flip,  we  fball  ne'er  hja. 
younger. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

A  Street  in  Padua. 

Tlourijh,      Enter  Liicentio  and  Tranio. 

Lucf  M    'Ranio,  fmce  for  the  great  deiire  I  had 
m       To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, 
-*•       I  am  arriv'd  from  fruitful  Lomhardy^ 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  arm'd 
With  his  good-will,  and  thy  good  company: 
Moft  trufty  fervant,  weil  approved  in  all. 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  haply  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  iludies. 
Pi/a,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 
Gave  me  my  Being ;  and  my  lather  firft, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffick  through  the  world : 
Vincent  to' ^  come  of  the  Benti'voiii, 
Vincentio  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence^ 
It  ftiall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceiv'd. 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  fludy, 
(a)  To  Virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pifa  lefr^ 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  (hallow  plafli  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep. 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 
,   Tra,  Mif/«r^w^/d?, gentle  mailerininje, 

{  (ay  Ten.'irtue.  Oxford  Ed;tor— .Vulg.  i/irtae,  J  <...  . 

lam 
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I  am  in  all  affedled  as  your  felf : 
Glad,  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve. 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy  : 
Only,  good  mailer,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  dii'cipline, 
Let^s  be  no  Stoicks,  nor  no  flocks,  I  pray; 
Or,  fo  devote  to  AriJlotle\  checks. 
As  Ovid  be  an  Outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 
Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have. 
And  praftife  rhetorickln  your  common  talk  5 
Mufick  and  Poefie  ufe  to  quicken  you  ; 
The  Mathematicks,  and  the  Metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  ftomach  fervesyou : 
No  profit  gro^vs,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en  : 
In  brief,  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  molt  afFeifl. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  doil  thou  advife; 
If,  Biondelk,  thou  wert  com^e  afhore. 
We  coald  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs  i 
And  take  a  lodging  ht  to  entertain 
Such  friends,  as  time  in  Padua  ihal!  beget. 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  company  is  this  ? 

*rra.  Mailer,  fome  llrow  to  welcome  us  to  town. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Baptilla  ivith  Catharina  and  Bianca,    Gremio, 
<9;«^  Hortenlio.     Lucentio  ^2#/<:/ Tranio/?^?;^  i^j;. 

Bap.  Gentlemen  both,  importune  me  no  farther. 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolvM,  you  knov/ ; 
That  is,  not  to  bellow  my  youngell  Daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  hufband  for  the  elder  ; 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Catharina^ 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well. 
Leave  ihall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather, She's  too  rough  for  me: 

There,  there,  Hortenfto^  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Cath.   I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  Stale  of  me  amongll  thefe  mates  ? 

Hor>  Mates;  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ?  no  mates  for 
you ; 
Uolefsyou  Were  of  geatler,  milder,  mould. 
^-••^'  Cath. 
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titith.  I'faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear, 
1  wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
Bdt  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  Ihall  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three -legg'd  flool. 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us. 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hulh,  mailer,  here*s  fome  good  paflime*^ 
toward; 
That  wench  is  flark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee  i      - , 

Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety.  f  ^^ 

Peace,  Cranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid,  mailer;  mum  !  and  gaze  your 
fill. 

Bap.  Gentkmen,    that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid,  Bianca,  get  you  in  ; 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianc€i', 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  girl. 

Cath.  A  pretty  Peat !  it  is  bell  put  finger  in  the  eye, 
an  Ihe  knew  why. 

Bian.  Siller,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe : 
My  books  and  inilruments  fhall  be  my  company. 
On  them  to  look,  and  pradlife  by  my  felf. 

Lia.  Hark,  Cranio,  thou  may '11  hear  Minewa  fpeak. 

lAfide. 

Hor.  Signior  Baptifia,  will  you  be  fo  flrange  ? 
Sorry  am  J,  that  our  good  will  elFedls 
Bianca%  grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifiu,  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  .? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye ;  I  am  refolv'd  : 
Go  in,  Bianca.^^^^^  {Exit  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know,  fhe  taketh  moll  delight 
In  mufick,  inflruments,  and  poetry  ; 
School-mailers  will  I  keep  within  myhoufe. 
Fit  to  inftrud:  her  youth.     If  you,  HortetiftOy 
Or  Signior  Gremioy  you,  know  any  fuch. 
Prefer  them  hither :  for  to  cunning  men 

Vol.  U.  I^  I  will 
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I  will  be  very  kind  ;  and  liber?.! 
To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up ; 
And  fo  farewel :  Catharina,  you  may  Hay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit. 

Cath.  Why,  and,  I  truft,  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
what,  (liall  I  be  appointed  hours,  as  tho",  belike,  I  knew 
not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave  ?  ha!  {Exit, 

SCENE     III. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam :  your  gifts  are 
fo  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  love  is  not 
fo  great,  Hortenfio,  but  we  may  blow  ournails  together, 
and  fall  it  fairly  out.  Our  cake's  dow  on  both  fides. 
Farewel;  yet  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fwe-et  Bianca,  if  1 
can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit  man  to  teach  her  That- 
wherein  ihe  delights,  I  will  wifli  him  to  her  Father. 

Hor.  So  v.all  I,  Signior  Gremio :  but  a  word,  f  pray  ; 
tJio'  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet  brook'd  Parle, 
know  now,  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  Both,  that  we  may 
yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  Miflrefs,  and  be  happy 
j-iv^als  in  Bianca\  love,  to  labour  and  effed  one  thing 
'fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marry,  Sir,  to  get  a  hufband  for  her  filler. 

Gre.   A  hulband  !  a  devil. 

Hor.  I  fay,  a  hufband. 

Gre.  I  fay,  a  devil.  Think'il  thou,  Hortenfio^  tho' 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be 
Jnarried  to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tufh,  Gremio ;  tho'  it  pafs  your  patience  and 
jmine  to  endure  her  loud  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on  them, 
would  take  her  with  all  her  faults,  and  money  eno  agh. 

Gre.  Lcannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  higlvcrofs  every 
morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  a  fmall  choice  in  rot- 
ten apples :  but,  come,  fmce  this  bar  in  law  makes  us 
friends,  it  Ihall  be  fo  far  forth  friendly  maintain'd,  'till 
by  helping  BaptijJa's  eldell  (daughter  to  a  hufband,  we 
fe-;  his  yOvingeil  hts.  for  a  hufband,  and  then  have  to't  a- 

fre&. 
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frefti.  Sweet  Bianca  !  happy  msn  be  his  dole  f  he  that 
runs  fafteft  gets  the  ring ;  how  fay  you,  Signior  Gri^^/jp 
Gre.  I  am  agreed;  and  would  I  had  given  Jiim  thf 
beft  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would 
throughly  wooe  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  r'd  the 
houfeof  her.     Come  on.  lExeu^ttGic,  a:!dHo:\ 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Matmtt  Tranio  and  \AiztnKio , 

Tra.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  poiTiMe 
That  love  fhould  on  a  fudden  take  fach  hold  ? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio^   'till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  polTible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  fcood  looking  on, 
I  found  ^  th'  effe£l  of  Lo<ve  in  idlenefs : 
And  now  in  plainnefs  do  confefs  to  thee, 
(That  art  to  me  as  fecret,  and  as  dear. 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  v/as  ;) 
Cranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  periih,  Tranio^ 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modell  girl : 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for,  I  know,  thou  canfl  j 
AffilT:  me,  Tranio,  for,  I  know,  thou  wilt. 

Tra.   Mailer,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now  5 
Affedlion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
*  Jf  Love  hath  toyPd  you,  nought  remains  but  {o^ 
Kcdime  te  captum  quum  queas  mininio. 

Luc.  (jramercy,  lad;  go  forward,  this  contents ; 
The  reil  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfers  found. 

Tra.  Matter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid. 
Perhaps,  you  mark'dnot  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  Beauty  in  her  face ; 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Jgenor  had. 
That  made  great  Jo've  to  humble  him  to  her  hand. 
When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

1 — t/y  effcEl  of  Love  in  idlenefs  :]   /'.  e.  the  eiT^<ft,  or  virtue  of 
the  Flower  fo  called.     See  Midjumtmr  Night'' s  Dream. 

2  If  Love  hath  touch'djoz^^  iwicght  retrains  but  /o,]   The  next 
line  from  "Terence,  fhev/s  'hat  we  ihould  read. 

If  Love  hath  Toy  i.'^D  you, 

i.  e.  taken  you  in  his  toils,  his  nets.     Alluding  to  the  ca^as  eji,  h&» 
hetf  of  the  fame  Author, 
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^ra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not,  how  Ker 
filler 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  florm. 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tranio,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move. 
And  with  her  breath  fhe  did  perfume  the  air  j 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance: 
I  pray,  awake,  Sir ;  if  you  love  the  maid. 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  t'  atchieve  her.     Thus  it  Hands : 
Her  eldeft  Sifter  is  fo  curft  and  fhrewd. 
That  'till  the  Father  rids  his  Hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  Love  muft  live  a  Maid  at  home  \ 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
BecRufe  ihe  fhall  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Cranio,  what  a  cruel  Father's  he ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchool-mafters  to  inftrudl  her  ? 

^fra.  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  Sir ;  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Ira.  Mailer,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc    Tell  me  thine  firll. 

Ira.  You  will  be  fchool-mafter. 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid : 
That's  your  device. 

Luc.   It  is :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  poflible :  for  who  Ihall  bear  your  part. 
And  be  in  P^.dua  here  Vincentio's  fen, 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit  his. countrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc.   Bajiai —  content  thee ;  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe. 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguiili'd  by  our  faces. 
For  man  or  mafter :  then  it  follows  thus  j 
Thou  ftialt  be  mafter,  TrantOy  i))  my  ftead ; 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervancs,  as  I  ihould ; 
I  will  fome  other  be,  (ome  Florentine^ 
Some  Neapolitan^  or  meaner  man  of  Pi/a. 
'Tis  hatch'd,  and  (hall  be  fo  :   Tranio,  at  once 
¥ncafe  thee :  take  my  colour'd  hat  and  doak. 

When 
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When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee » 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.   So  had  you  need.  [They  exchange  hahitft. 

In  brie^  good  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is. 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 
(For  fo  your  Father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting.; 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  Son,  quoth  he,) 
Altho',  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe ; 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  To  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranioy  be  fo ;  becaufe  Lucentio  lovesi 
And  let  me  be  ^  flave  t'  atchieve  that  Maid, 
Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Here  comes  the  rogue.     Sirrah,  where  have  you  been  \ 
.  Bion.  Where  have  I  been  ?  nay,  how  now,  where  are 
you?,  mailer,  has  my  fellow  T'r^^z/o  ftoTn  your  cloaths, 
or  you  ftol'n  his,  or  both  ?  pray,  what's  the  news  ? 

Z-^r.   Sirrahy come  hither:  'tis  no  time  to  jeft; 
Atid  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tra-nio  here,  to  fave  my  life. 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  coant'nance  on,. 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fmce  I  came  alhore,. 
Ikill'daman,  and,  fear,  lamdefcry'd: 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes ; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life. 
'You  underftand  me? 

Bion.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tratiio  in  your  mouth  |, 
Tranio  is  charg'd  into  Lucentio. 

Bim.  The  better  for  him  :  'Would,  I  were  fo  too, 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next  wliU 
after;  that  Lucentio,  indeed,  had  Baptifia\  youngelt 
Daughter.  But,  firrah,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  maf- 
ter'8,  I  advife  you,  ufe  your  manners  difcreetly  in  aJl 
kind  of  companies:  when  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am 
Tranio  ',  but  in  all  places  ^^q^  your  mailer  Lucentio. 

Luc.    Tranio,  let's  go:   one  thing  more  rells,    that 

thy  felf  execute,  to  make  one  among  thefc  wooers ;  if 
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thou  aik  me  why,  fuiiiceth,  my  reafons  are  both  good 
and  weighty.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 
Before  HortenfioV  Houfe  in  Padua. 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 
Pet.  "^TErona,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

V      To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  ',  but  of  all 
My  bell  b sieved  and  approved  friend, 
Jiorterijio  ',  and,  I  trow,  this  is  the  houfe  ; 
Here,  firrah,  Grumio^  knock,  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  Sir  ?  w])om  fliOuld  I  knock  ?  is  there 
any  mr.n,  has  rebus'd  your  worlhip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  .^nock  me  here  fonndly. 

Gru.  Knock  jcu  here,  Sir  ?  why,  Sir,  what  am  I,  Sir, 
Thst  I  Ihculd  knock  you  here,  Sir? 

Pet.   Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  rr.e  v,  cil ;  or  I'll  knock  ycur  knave's  pate. 

Gru.  IMy  mailer  is  grown  quarrelfome :   I    Ihould 
knock  you  firll. 
And  then  I  knov/  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pet.   Will  it  not  be  ? 
F?.i-h,  firrsh,  an  youMI  not  knock.  Til  ring  it, 
J'U  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fmg  it. 

[He  nvrings  him  by  the  ears^ 

Gru.  rlelp,  makers,  help ;  my  mailer  is  mad. 

Pet,  Now  knock,  when  I  bid  you  :   Sirrah!  Villain! 

Enter  Hortenfio. 
Hor.  Kow  now,  what's  the  matte^r  ?  my  old  friend 
frrumio,  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  !  how  do  you 
idl  at  Verona? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutto  il  Core  ben  tro^vato,  may  I  fay. 

Hor.  Alia  nojira  Cafa  ben  ^enuto,  molto  honorato  Sig" 
nor  ??iio  Petruchio. 
Rife,  Grumio,  rife  ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  leges  in  Lat'ne. 
li  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fervice, 
look  you.  Sir :  he  bid  m«  knock  him,  and  rap  him 

foundly. 
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foundly,  Sir.  Well,  ^vas  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his 
mailer  fo,  being,  perhaps^  for  aught  I  fee,  two  and 
thirty,  a  pip  out  ? 

Whom,  would  to  God,  I  had  well  knock'd  at  firll:. 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worll. 

Pet,  A  fenfelefs  villain !  -—Good  Hortenfio, 
I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate. 
And  could  not  get  Kim  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ?  O  heav'ns !  fpake  you  not 
thefe  words  plain  ?  firrah,  knock  me  here,  rap  me  here, 
knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly :  and  come  you 
now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet,  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 
Hor.   PetruchiQi  patience  j  I  am  Grnmio^s  pledge  : 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  ^twixt  him  and  you, 
^  Your  ancient,  truily,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio  j 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Pet,  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the 
world. 
To  ^tik.  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home  ; 
3  Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  a  mew. 
Signior  Ihrtenfio,  thus  it  Hands  with  me, 
Antonio  my  Father  is  deceas'd  ; 
And  I  have  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 
Happ'ly  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  befl  I  may : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor,  Petruchio,  ihall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee. 
And  wiili  thee  to  a  fhrewd  ill-favour'il  wife  ? 
Thou'dil  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel. 
And  yet,  V\\  promife  thee,  fhe  (hall  be  rich, 

3  Where  fmall experience gfotoi  hi  in  a  Tzw.']     Th*3    nr nientS 
A6uld  be  read  thus. 

When  fmall  experience  grozos  but  in  a  mew, 
I.  e.  a  confinement  at  home.     And  the  meaning  is  that  n«  improve- 
iflent  is  to  be  expe£ted  of  thofe  who  never  look  out  of  doers..     Ya  r- 
ja»  lays  of  ClarlrJa, 

Hef  lofty  band  •w:Hld  of  itielf  refufe 
'To  touch  th2  dainty  reedli  cr  nice  thready 
Ete  hated  chambers ^  dofetSi  Jecret  M  iws, 
'And  in  brcad'f  elds  preferv'd  her  maide^nkifld, 
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And  very  rich  :  but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend,. 
And  I'll  not  wilh  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Ho-rfenfio,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  us- 
Fe\y  words  fuffice  ;  and  therefore  if  you  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petriichio's  wife  ;- 
(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance) 
'^  Be  ^ao,  as  foul  as  was  Florentius'  love. 
As  old  as  SthyU  and  as  curft  and  fhrewd 
As  Socrates*  Xajitippe,  or  a  worfe. 
She  moves  me  not ;  or  riot  removes,  at  leaft, 
5  Affection  fieg'd  in  coin.     Were  ihe  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Adriatick  Seas,  .  -i 

I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily,  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his 
mind  is :  why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him 
to  a  puppet,  or  an  ^  aglet-baby,  or  an  old  Trot  with 
ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  head,  tho'  Ihe  have  as  many  dif- 
eafes  as  two  and  fifty  horfes ;  why,  nothing  comes  amifs, 
fo  money  comes  withal. 

Uor.  Petruchio,  fmce  we  are  ilept  thus  far  in, 
I  v/ill  continue  That  I  broach'd  in  jell. 
1  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  v/eaith  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous; 
Brought  up,  as  bell  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough. 
Is,  that  {he  is  intolerably  curil; 
And  {hrewd,  and  forward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 

4  Bepc  asfoulasivas  Florentius'  /oi^^,]  This  I fuppofe relates  to 
a  circumftanee  in  fome  Italian  novel,  and  fhould  be  read,  Florentio' %. 

5  AffeEilori'i  edge  in  me.]  This  man  is  a  ftrange  talker.  He 
tells  you  he  wants  money  only.  And,  as  to  affeBion,  he  thinks  fo 
little  of  the  matter,  that  give  him  bu  t  a  rich  miftrefs,  and  he  will  take 
her  though  incrufted  all  over  with  the  worft  bad  qualities  of  age,  ug- 
Jinefs  and  ill -manners.  Yet,  after  this,  he  talks  oi  AffeBion^ s  edgt 
being  (o  ftrong  in  him  that  nothing  can  abate  it.  Some  of  the  old 
copies  indeed,  inftead  of  7;;^'  read  time:  this  will  direft  us  to  the  true 
reading,  which  I  am  perfuaded  is  this, 

AffeBion  sTEo'd  IN  coin, 
i.  e.  placed,  feated,  fixed.     This  make^  him  fpeak  to  the  pnrpofe," 
that  his  affeBion  is  all  love  of  money  .     The  expreffion  too  is  proper, 
as  the  metaphor  is  intire — to  remove  affeBionJieg'd  in  (9in% 

6  agkt,  the  tag  of  a  ^eint*         Mr,  Po^e, 

That, 
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That,  were  my  ilate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  gold. 

Pef.  Hortenfto,  peace  i  thou  know'ft  not  gold's  effeftj.- 
Tell  me  her  Father's  name,  and  *tis  enough  : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho*  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  Autumn  crack, 

Hor.  Her  Father  is  Baptijia  Minola, 
An  aiFable  and  courteous  Gentleman ; 
Her  name  is  Catharina  Minola^ 
Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  Father; ~tho'  I  know  not  her; 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well. 
I  will  not  fleep,  Exirtenfio^  'till  T  fee  her. 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you. 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firil  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  wiil  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humou:e 
lafls.  O'  my  word,  an'  fhe  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  fhe 
would  think  fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She 
may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  fcore  knaves,  or  fo :  why, 
that's  nothing  ;  an'^  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope- 
tricks.  I'll  tell  you  what.  Sir,  an'  fhe  fland  him  but  a 
little^  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her  face,  and  fo  disfigure 
her  with  it,  that  fhe  fhall  have  no  more  eyes  to  fee  withal 
than  a  cat :  you  know  him  not.  Sir. 

Hor.  Tarry,  Petntchlo,  I  muft  go  with  thee^^ 
For  in  Baptijia  %  houfe  my  Treafure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold. 
His  youngefl  Daughter,  beautiful  Bianca  ; 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me,  and  others  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  love : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoflible,  » 
(For  thofe  defeds  I  have  before  rehears'd,) 
That  ever  Catharina  will  be  woo'd  ; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptijia  ta'en. 
That  none  fhall  haveaccefs  unto  Bianca,' 
'Till  Catharine  the  curfl  have  got  a  hiifband^ 

Gru.  Catharine  the  curfl  ? 
A  title  for  a  maid  of  all  titles  the  worfl!  ^ 

Hor.  Now  fhall  my  Friend  Pctruchlo  do  me  grace. 
And  ofiX-r  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes 

R5  To- 
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To  old  Baptifta  as  a  fchool-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  mufick,  to  inftrud  Eianca ; 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  leaft. 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her  ; 
And,  unfufpefted,  court  her  by  her  felf. 

SCENE    VI. 

Enf£r-  Gremio,  and  Lucentio  difguis^d, 

Gru,  7  Here's  no  knavery!  fee,  to  beguile  the  old 
folks,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together. 
Mailer,  look  about  you  :  who  goes  there  ?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace,  Grumio,  'tis  the  Rival  of  my  love. 
Petmchio,  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous. 
Gre.  O,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you.  Sir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound. 
All  books  of  love  j  fee  That,  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  leftures  to  her : 
You  underftand  me— — Over  and  beCde 
Signior  Baptijlas  liberality, 
V\\  mend  it  with  a  largefs.     Take  your  papers  too. 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd  j 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  pei  fume  itfelf. 
To  whom  they  go  :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  Til  plead  for  you. 
As  for  my  Patron,  Hand  you  fo  afTured  ; 
As  firmly,  as  your  felf  were  Hill  in  place  ; 
Yea,  and,  perhaps,  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar.  Sir. 
Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is ! 
Gru.  Oh  this  woodcock,  what  an  afs  it  is! 
Pet.  Peace,  Sirrah. 

Hor.   Grumio,  mum  !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Gremio. 
Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Uortenfio.   Trow 
you,  whither  I  am  going  ?  to  Baptijia  Minola  j  I  pro- 
mised to  enquire  carefully  about  a  fchool-mafter  for  the 
fair  Bianca  ;  and  by  good  fortune  I  have  lighted  well 

7  Here's  no  knavery  /]  See  this  phrafe  explain' d  ia  the  fir  ft  part 
titil(nry  iV. 

•a 
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on  this  young  man  5  for  Learning  and  Behaviour  £t  for 
her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry,  and  other  books,  good 
ones,  1  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  *Tis  well ;  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman. 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  inflrudt  our  miilrefs  ; 
So  fhall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianc£i,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre.  Belov'd  of  me,— —and  that  my  deed  fhall 
prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  ihall  prove, 

Hor.  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  lore, 
Liften  to  me  j  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
rU  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met. 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking. 
Will  undertake  to  wooe  curft  Catharine ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well  i  — 

Hortenfio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  I  know,  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  Scold  j 
If  that  be  all,  mailers,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre,  No,  fayeft  me  fo,  friend  ?  what  Countryman  ? 

Pet.  Born  in  Fero7ta,  old  Antonio'^  Son  j 
My  Father's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me. 
And  I  do  hope  good  days  and  long  to  fee. 

Gre.  Ch,  Sir,  fuch  a  life  with  fuch  a  wife  were  {Irang? ; 
But  if  you  have  a  llomach,  to't,  o'  God's  name : 
You  lliall  have  me  affiiling  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  wooe  this  wild  cat  ? 

Pet.   Will  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  wooe  her  ?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 

Pet,  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 

*  Think  you,  a  little  din  can  daunt  my  ears  ? 

*  Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 

'  Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puff 'd  up  with  winds, 

*  Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 

*  Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  f  eld  ? 

*  And  heav'n's  artillery  thunder  in  the  dies  ? 

*  Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battel  heard 

*  Loud  larums,  neighing  fteeds,  and  trumpets  clangue  ? 

*  And 
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*   And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 
'  ^  That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  th'  ear^ 
'  As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  V 
TuQi,  tufli,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none ■ 

Gre  ■  Hortenfio,  hark  : 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd. 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  ours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd,  we  would  be  contributors; 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoe'er. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru,  I  would,  I  v»'ere  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner, 

SCENE     VII. 
^Q  them  Tranio  bra'vely  appareWd,  and  Biondello, 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  Godfaveyou.  If  I  may  be  bold, 
tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readieft  way  to  the 
houfe  of  Signior  Baptijia  Minola? 

Bion.  He,  that  has  the  two  fair  Daughters?  is't  he 
you  mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he,  Biondello. 

Ore.  Hark  you.  Sir,  you  mean  not  her,  to  ■ 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her  ;  what  have  you  to  do  ? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides.  Sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray, 

*rra.  I  love  no  chiders.  Sir :  Biondello^  let's  away, 

Luc.  Well  begun,  Cranio. 

Hot.   Sir,  a  word,  ere  you  go  : 
Are  you  a  fuitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

^ra.  An  if  I  be.  Sir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Gre.  No ;  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you 
hence. 

^ra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ilreets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  ihe. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know : 

8  That  gmes  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear,]'  This  auk- 
wsrd  phrafe  could  never  come  from  Shakefpsar.    He  wrote^  \vitho»t 

fo  gre^t  a  hkiv   to  th'  ear. 

That 
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That  ihe's  the  chaice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  (he's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Hortenfto^ 

Tra.  Softly,  my  mafters ;  if  you  be  Gentlemen, 
Bo  me  this  Right  i  hear  m.e  with  patience. 
Baptijla  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown  ; 
And,  were  his  Daughter  fairer  than  ftie  is. 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Leda^  Daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers  ; 
Then  well  One  m.ore  may  fair  Bianca  have. 
And  fo  flie  (hall.     Liicentio  Ihall  make  one, 
Tho'  'Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre,  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all ! 

Luc.  Sir,  give  hJm  head  ;  I  know,  he'll  prove  a  jade* 

Tet.  Hortenjioy  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  aik  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptijla^  Daughter  ? 

Tra.   No,  Sir ;  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two  : 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue. 
As  the  other  is  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firfl's  for  me  ;  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  ^ 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Jlcides'  tv/elve. 

Fet.  Sir,  underlland  you  this  of  me,  infooth : 
The  youngeft  Daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for^^ 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man. 
Until  the  eldeft  Sifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo.  Sir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Muft  fteed  us  all;  and  me  among  the  reft  ; 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs ;  whofe  hap  Ihall  be  to  have  her. 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive : 
And  fmce  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor. 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  wh-om  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

fr&.  Sir,  I  {hall  not  be  flack  ';  in  fign  whereof, 

5  Fleafe 


574  The  Taming  op  the  Shrew. 

9  Pleafe  ye,  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon. 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs*  health ; 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion?    fellows,  let*s  be 
gone. 

Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  (o, 
Fetruchio^  I  fliall  be  your  hen  'venuto.  \_Exeunt, 

[The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here. 

I  Man.    My  Lord,  you  nod ;  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 

Sly.   Tea,   by  St.  Ann,   do  I :  a  good  matter,  furely  ! 
cones  there  any  more  of  it  ? 

Lady.   My  Lord,  "'tis  but  begun. 

Sly.  "'TIS  a  njery  excellent  piece  of^vjork.  Madam  Lady, 
"*  Would,  ''tnjoere  done  /— — - 


A  C  T     IT.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Baptifta's  HOUSE  in  Padua. 

Enter  Catharina  and  Bianca. 

Bian^i^"^  OOD  Siller,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  your 

VJ         felf,^ 
To  make  a  bond-maid  and  a  Have  of  me ; 
That  I  difdain  ;  but  for  thefe  other  (a)  Gawds, 
Unbind  my  hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  myfelf ; 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat. 
Or,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do  ; 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Cath.  Of  all  thy  Suitors  here,  I  charge  thee,  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'fl:  bell :  fee,  thou  diffemble  not. 

^Pleafe  ye,  'we  may  contrive  this  aftermon,']  Mr.  Theobald  ziks 
Hvhattheyiveretocojitri'vef  and  then  fays,  a fcolijh  corruption  foffejjes 
the  place,  and  fo  alters  it  to  con'vi'ue',  in  which  he  is  followed,  as  he 
pretty  conftantly  is,  when  wrong,  by  the  Oxford  Editor.  But  the 
common  reading  is  right,  and  the  Critic  was  only  ignorant  of  the 
meaning  of  it.  CoHmW  does  not  fignify  hereto projsSf,  but  to fpend 
and  tvear  out.     As  in  this  paflage  of  Spenfer, 

Three  agesfuch  as  mortal  men  contrive. 

Fairy  Queen,  Book  xi.  Chap.  9. 
[  (a)  Caivdst  Mr,  Thenlald — Vulg.  goods.  J 

^ian. 
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Bian.  Believe  me.  Sifter,  of  all  men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face, 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Caih.  Minion,  thou  lieft  ;  is*t  not  Hortenfio  f 

Bian.  If  you  afFed  him,  Sifter,  here  I  fwear, 
V\\  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  ihall  have  him. 

Cath.  Oh,  then,  belike,  you  fancy  riches  more  ; 
You  v/ill  have  Gremio,  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bia7i.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  fo  envy  me  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jeft;  and  nov^,  I  well  perceive. 
You  have  but  jeiled  with  me  all  this  while  > 
I  pr'ythee,  fitter  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Cath.  \i  That  be  jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo. 

\_^trik€i  her. 
Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  dame,  whence  grows  this  in- 
folence  ? 
Bianca,  ftand  aftde  ;  poor  girl,  fhe  weeps; 
Go  ply  thy  needle,  meddle  not  v/ith  her. 
For  ftiame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilifti  fpirit. 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee  ? 
When  did  ftie  crofs  thee  with  a  bi'cter  word  ? 

Cath.  Her  filence  flouts  me  j  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

\Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What,  in  my  fight?  Bianca,  get  thee  in. 

\^Exit  Bianca. 

Cath.  Will  you  not  fuffer  me  ?  nay,  now  I  fee. 
She  is  your  treafure  j  ftie  muft  have  a  hufijand  ; 
I  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day. 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell : 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  ftt  and  weep, 
'Till  I  can  find  occafton  of  revenge.  [Exit  CathO 

Bap.  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd,  as  1 1 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

SCENE    n. 

JEnter  Gremio ;  Lucentio  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man  ; 

Petruchio  ^^^ith  Hortenfio,  like  a  muftcian ;  Tranio  '^ 

and  Biondello  bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Ore,  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptifa, 

Bap, 
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^ap.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave 
you,  Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,    good  Sir;   pray,  have  you    not   a 
daughter  call'd  Catharinay  fair  and  virtuous  ? 

Bap.   I  have  a  daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Catharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt  ,•  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio,  give  me  Ieav€. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir,. 
That,  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit^- 
Her  affability  and  bafhful  modefty. 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, , 
Am  bold  to  fhew  myfelf  a  forward  guefc 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witne{» 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fooft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

\Prefenting  Hor. 
I'do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine. 
Cunning  in  mufick,  and  the  mathematicks. 
To  inftruft  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences. 
Whereof,  I  know,  fhe  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong. 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake,. 
But  for  my  daughter  Catharine,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  grief. 

Pet.  I  fee,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her  ; 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap^.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  find. 
Whence  are  you.  Sir  ?  whatmay  I  call  your  name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,  Antonio'^  fon, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy* 

Bap    I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his  fake, 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray,  let  us,  that 

are  poor  petitioners,  fpeak  too.      *  Baccalare  ! 

you  are  marvellous  forward. 

Pit.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio,  I  would  faia 
be  doing. 

1  Baccare,  yeu  are  maweUouiforivard.']  We  muft  rtad  Baccalare  \ 

'  which  the  Italiani  mean,  rhnii   orrncnnf     nfprnmnfMrtTie  man  I   tho 

f^xd  is  uf 
grajideur* 


1  Baccare,  you  are  maweUouiforivard.']  We  muft  rtad  Baccalare  \ 
by  which  the  Italians  mean,  thou  arrogant,  prefumptadus  man  !  the 
xv^'td  is  ufed  fc^rnfuUy,  upon  any  one  that  woold  afTume  a  port  of 


Gr«». 
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Gre.  *  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  bui;  you  will  curfe  your 

wooing. Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I 

am  fure  of  it.  To  exprefs  the  like  kindnefs  myfelf,  that 
have  been  more  kindly  beholden  to  you  than  any,  free 
leave  give  to  this  young  fcholar,  that  hath  been  long  Un- 
dying at  i^^/wj,  \_Prefentinglu\xc.']2,2,  cunning  in  Greek, 
Latin,  and  other  languages,  as  the  other  in  mufick  and 
mathematicks  j  his  name  is  Camhie ;  pray,  accept  his 
fervice. 

Bap.  A  tho&fand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio  :  welcome,, 
good  Cambio.  But,  gentle  Sir,  methinks,  you  walk 
like  a  ftranger ;  [To  Tranio.]  may  I  be  fo  bold  to  know, 
the  caufe  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra-  Pardon  me.  Sir,  the  boldnefs  is  mine  own. 
That,  being  a  ftranger  in  this  City  here. 
Do  make  my  felf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter. 
Unto  Bianca^  fair  and  virtuous  : 
Nor  is  your  firm-  refolve  unknown  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  filler.    • 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requell ; 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  wooe,. 
And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 
And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument. 
And  this  fmall  packet  ofGr^^iand  Z^//«  books. 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

\l^hey  greet  ■prin^ately. 

^ap.    Luc.entio  is  your  name  ?  of  whence  I  pray  ? 

Tra.   Of  Pz/^,  Sir,  fon  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  oiBifa  ;  by  Report 
I  know  him  well ;  you  are  very  welcome.  Sir. 
Take  You  the  lute,  and  You  the  Set  of  books, 

[To  Hortenfio  ^K</ Lucentio. 
You  Ihall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within ! 

2  r  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  but  you  ivill  curfe  your  ivooing  neighbours, 
This  is  a  giftJi  This  nonfenfe  may  be  reftified  by  only  pointing  it 
thus,  I  doubt  it  ttot.  Sir,  but  you  ivi//  curfe  your  wooing.  Neighbour, 
this  is  a  gift,  Scq,  addreffing  himfelf  to  Bapti/a, 
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Enter  a  Servant. 
Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 
To  my  two  daughters ;  and  then  tell  them  Both, 
Thefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

\^F.xit  Ser'v.  ninth  Horteniio  <zW  Lucent;.,. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner.     You  are  pafling  welcome. 
And  fo,  I  pray  you  all,  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptifia,  my  buiinefs  aflceth  haflc. 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  wooe. 
You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me. 
Left  folely  heir  to  a41  his  lands  and  good?, 
Which  I  have  better'd,  rather  than  decreased ; 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughter's  love. 
What  dowry  ihall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Baf,  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands: 
And,  in  pofleflion,  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  I'll  rJTure  her  of 
Her  widowhood,  be  it  that  ilie  furvive  me. 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever ; 
Let  fpecialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  U5, 
That  covenants  ir^ay  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtain'd. 
That  is,  her  love ;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why,  that  is  nothing :  for  f  tell  you,  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  Ihe  proud-mmded. 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together. 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury  ; 
Tho'  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind. 
Yet  extream  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  aH : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yields  to  me. 
For  I  am  rough,  and  wooe  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Weil  may'ft  thou  wooe,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeedf 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  kyy  to  the  proof,  as  mountains  are  for  wind* : 
That  fhak^  not,  tho*  they  blov/  perpetually. 

SCENE    in. 

Enter  Hortenfio  mjith  his  Head  hroks. 
Bap.  How  BOW,  my  friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fo  pale  r 
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Hor.   For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  muflcian  ? 

Hor.  I  think,  fhe'll  fooner  prove  a  foldier  ; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.  Why,  then  thou  canft  not  break  her  to  the  lute  ? 

Hor.  Why,  no  ;  for  fhe  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her  fhe  miilook  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering. 
When,  with  a  moit  impatient  deviliihfpirit. 
Frets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  fhe ;  I'll  fume  with  thena : 
And  with  that  word  Ihe  ftruck  me  on  the  head. 
And  through  the  inftrument  my  Pate  made  way. 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute  j 
While  fhe  did  call  me  rafcal,  fidler. 
And  twangling  Jack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 
As  fhe  had  fludied  to  mifafe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  hifty  wench ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did  ; 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  have  fome  chat  with  her  ? 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcom£ted. 
Proceed  in  pradlice  with  my  younger  daughter. 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns  ^ 
Signior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  u?. 
Or  ihall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Fet.  I  pray  you,  do.     I  will  attend  her  here, 

[  Ex.  Bap.  ijoith  Grem .  Horten.  and  Tranio. 
And  wooe  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 
Say,  that  fhe  rail ;  why,  then  I'll  tell  her  plain. 
She  fings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale  : 
Say,  that  (he  frowns ;  I'll  fay,  fhe  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafh'd  with  dew ; 
Say,  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word ; 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility ; 
And  fay,  fl-^e  uttereth  piercing  eloquence : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,   I'll  give  her  thanks. 
As  tho'  fl)e  bid  me  flay  by  her  a  week  j 
If  file  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  ihall  aflt  the  banes,  and  when  be  married. 
Bttt  here  fhe  comes,  and  now,  Petruchlo,  fpeak. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Catharina. 
Good  morrow,  Kate  j  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 

Cath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of 
hearing. 
They  call  me  Catharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie,  in  faith,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate^, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  curll  ; 
But  Kate^  the  prettieft  Kaie  in  chrillendom, 
Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  fuper-dainty  Kate  ; 
(For  dainties  are  all  Gates)  and  therefore  Kate', 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation  I 
Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town,. 
Thy  virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs : 
My  felf  am  mov'd  to  wooe  thee  for  my  wife* 

Cath.  Mov'd  ?  in  good  time ;  let  him  that  mov'd  you. 
hither. 
Remove  you  hence ;  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  vvhat's  a  moveable  T 

Cath.  Ajoin'd-Hool. 

Pet.  Thou  hafl  hit  it :  come,  iit  on  me. 

Cath.  AfTes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  youi 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Cath.  No  fuchjade,  Sir,  as  you  ;  if  me  you  mean.. 

Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee  ; , 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light —  ■ 

Caths.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch  » 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  Ihould  be. 

Pet.  Should  hee ; fhould  huz. 

Cath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh,  llow-wing'd  turtle,  fhalla  buzzard  take  thee  ? 

Cath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Come,  come,  you  wafp,  i'faith,  you  are  too  angry, 

Cath.  If  I  be  wafpiih,  'beft  beware  my  fting. 

Pet.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 

C^th'  Ah,  if  the  fool  could  find  it,  where  it  lie?. 

Pet.. 
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Pet.  Who  knows  not,  where  a  wafp  doth  wear  his  fiing? 
In  his  tail.  ■ 

Cath.  In  his  tongue* 

Fet.  Whofe  tongue  ? 

Cath.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails  j  and  fo  farewel. 

Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail  ?  nay,  come 
again, 
Good  Kate,  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Cath.  That  Til  try.  \BheJlr ikes  him. 

Pet.  I  fvvear,  I'll  cufFyou,  if  you  flrike  again. 

Cath    So  may  you  lofe  your  arms. 
If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  Gentleman  ; 
And  if  no  Gentleman,  why  then,  no  arms. 

Pet.  A  herald,  Kate?  oh,  put  me  in  thy  books. 

Cath.  What  is  your  creft,  a  coxcomb  ? 

Pet.  A  comblefs  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Cath.   No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 

Pet,   Nay,  come,  Kate  \  come,  you  mull:  not  look  fo 
.  fower. 

Cath.  It  is  my  fafhion  when  I  fee  a  crab. 

Pet,  Why,  here's  no  crab,  and  therefore  look  not  fo 
fower, 

Cath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then,  fliew  it  me. 

Caih.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mer^n  my  face  ? 

Cath.  Well  aim'd  q>\  fuch  a  young  one. 

Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George^  I  am  too  young  for  you. 

Cath.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  Cares. 

Cath.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate  ?  in  footh  you  Ycape  not  fo. 

Cath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry  ;  let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit;  I  find  you  paffing  gentle  : 
'Twas  told  me,  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fuUen, 
And  now  I  find  Report  a  very  liar  ; 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  paffing  courteous. 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  flowers. 
Thou  canfl:  not  frown,  thou  canft  not  look  afcance, 
^or  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will. 
Nor  hail  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  talk : 

But 
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But  thou  with  mi;dnefs.eRtertain'fl  thy  Vv'Ooers, 

With  gentle  conf  rence,  foft  and  p^fFable. 

Why  doth  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 

Oh  fland'rous  world !  Kate,  like  the  hazle-twig. 

Is  i^raight  and  ilender  j  and  as  brown  in  hue 

As  hazle-nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels. 

O,  let  me  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  doll  not  halt. 

Cach.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'll  command* 
Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove, 

As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait  ? 

O5  be  thou  Dian^  and  let  her  be  K<^te, 

And  then  let  Kate  be  chail,  and  Dian  fportful!. 


Cfth.  Where  did  you  ^^x^y  all  this  goodly  fpeech  ? 

Fet-,  It  is  extempore^  from  m)'  mother-wit. 

Cath.  A  witty  riiOther,  witlefs  elfe  her  fon. 

Pet.   Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Cath.  Yes  j  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.   Why,  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Catharine,  in  thy  bed : 
And  therefore  fetting  ah  this  chat  afide* 
Thus  in  plain  terms :  your  father  hath  confented. 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife  j  your  dowTy  'greed  on ; 
And,  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Nov/,  Kate,  I  am  a  hufband  for  your  tJrn^ 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beaut}%  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well ,) 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 
For  I  am  he,  am  born  to  tame  you,  Kate  i 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  houfhold  Kates ; 
Here  comes  your  father,  never  make  denial, 
I  muil  and  will  have  Catharine  to  my  Wife. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

f  Af/fr  Baptifta,  Gremio,  ^«^Tranio. 
Bap.  Kovy ,  figi.ior  Petruchio,  how  fpeed  you  with  my 

daughter  ? 
Pet.  How  but  well,  Sir  ?  how  but  well  ? 
It  were  impolTible,  I  fhould  fpeed  amifs. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Catharine,  in  your 
dumps  ? 

Cath. 
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Cath.  Call  you  me  daughter  ?  now,  I  proniife  you. 
You've  ih^w'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  vvifh  mc  wed  to  one  half  lunatick ; 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  fv/earing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  tiie  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  *tis  thus  j  yourfelf  and  all  the  World, 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talkM  amifs  of  her  j 
If  (he  be  curll,  it  is  for  poUcy, 
For  Ihe's  not  froward,  but-modeft  as  the  dove: 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn  ; 
For  patience,  (he  will  prove  a  fecond  Grijfeli 
And  Roman  hucrece  for  her  challity. 
And  to  conclude,  weVe  'greed  fo  well  together. 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 

Cath.  I'll  fee  thee  hangM  on  Sunday  firft. 

Gre.  Hark:     Fetriichiol    fhe  fays,    Ihe'U  fee  thee 

hang'd  firll. 
Ira.  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay,  then,  good  night, 

our  part ! 
Vet.  Be  patient,  Sirs,  I  chufe  her  for  my  feffi 
If  ilie  and  1  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  u/ain,  being  alone,  * 

That  fhe  fhall  flill  be  curfl:  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'cis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  {he  loves  me  ;  oh,  the  kindell  Kat3  ! 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifs  on  kifs 
She  \y''A  fo  fall,  protefting  oath  on  oath. 
That  in  a  twink  (he  won  me  to  her  love . 
Oh,  you  are  novices ;  'tis  a  world  to  fee. 
How  tame  (when  men  and  women  are  alone) 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  {hrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainll  the  wedding-day  ; 
Father,  provide  the  feaft,  and  bid  the  guefts  j 
I  will  be  fure,  my  Catharine  ihall  be  fine. 

Bap.    I   know   not   what   to   fay,    but    give   your 
hands  j 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio  !  'tis  a  match, 
Gre.  Tra.  Amen,  fay  we;  we  will  be  witneffes. 
Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu ; 
I  will  to  Fenice,  SmJaj  comes  apace. 

We 
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We  will  have  rings  and  things,  and  fine  array ; 
And  Idfs  me,  Kate,  we  will  be  married  o'  Sunday. 

{Exeunt  Petruchio,  and  Q2X!![i2,x\tit  fe'ver ally, 

SCENE    VI. 

Gre.  Was  ever  match  clapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  play  a  merchant's  part. 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  mart. 

7ra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  ; 
'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perifli  on  the  Teas. 

Bap.  The  gain  I  feek  is  quiet  in  the  match. 

Gre.  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch  : 
But  now,  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter  : 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for  : 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuitor  firft. 

^ra.  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witnefs,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Gre.  Youngling  '  thou  can'it  not  love  fo  dear  as  I, 

Tra.  Grey-beard  !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Gre    But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  iland  back;  'tis  age  that  nouriflieth. 

^ra.  But  youth,  in  ladies'  eyes  that  flourilheth. 

Bap.  Content  you.  Gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this 
ftrifej 
^Tis  deeds  mull  win  the  prize  ;  and  he,  of  Both, 
That  can  afTure  my  daughter  greateft  dower. 

Shall  have  Biama^  love.  - 

Say,  Signior  Gremio^  what  can  you  affure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 
Is  richly  furnilhed  with  plate  and  gold, 
Bafons  and  ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands  : 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapeilry  i 
In  ivory  coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  crowns ; 
In  cyprcfs  chells  my  arras,  counterpanes, 
Coftly  apparel,  tents  and  canopies. 
Fine  linen,  Turkey  cufhions  bofs'd  with  pearl ; 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work  ; 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  or  Koufe-keeping :  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pail. 

Six- 
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Sixfcore  fat  oxen  ftanding  in  my  flails ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 
My  felf  am  flruck  in  years,  I  mull:  confefs. 
And  if  I  die  to  morrow,  this  is  hers ; 
If,  whilft  I  live,  Ihe  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  only  came  well  in— Sir,  lift  to  me  ; 
I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fon ; 
Jf  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
ril  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good. 
Within  rich  Pi/a  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua  i 
Befides  g^^houfand  ducats  by  the  year 
Of  fruit|a|Band ;  all  which  ihall  be  her  jointure. 
What,  have  I  pinch'd  you,  Signior  Gremio? 

3  Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land ! 
My  land  amounts  but  to  fo  much  in  all : 
That  Ihe  fhall  have,  befides  an  Argofte 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilles\  road. 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Argofie  ? 

Tra.   GremiOy  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  Argofte s,  befides  two  galjiaffes 
And  twelve  tight  galiies  -,  thefe  I  will  affure  her. 
And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  oiFer'ft  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  ofFer'd  all ;  I  have  no  more  i 
And  {he  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have ; 
If  you  like  me,  Ihe  (hall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why,  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world. 
By  your  firm  promife  ;  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

3  Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land  I 

My  land  ifmounti  not  to  Jo  much  in  all  i 

Tihat pe  Jhallha'uey  and ] 

Tho*  all  the  copies  concar  in  this  reading,  furcly,  if*  we  examine  tht 
,  reafoning,  fomething  will  be  found  wrong.  Gremio  is  ftartled  at  the 
high  fettlement  Tranio  propofas  j  fays,  his  whole  eftate  in  land  can't 
match  it,  yet  he'll  fettle  fo  much  a  year  ufion  her,  fife.  This  is 
playing  at  crofs-purpofes.  The  change  of  the  negati-vt  in  the  fecond 
line  falves  the  abfurdity,  and  fets  the  pa^fage  right.  Gremio  and 
Tranio  are  vying  in  their  offers  to  carry  Bianca :  The  latter  boldly 
propofes  to  fettle  land  to  the  amount  of  two  thouiand  ducats  per  an- 
Kum,  My  whole  eftate,  fayj  the  other,  in  land,  amounts  but  to 
that  value  j  yet  Ihe  fliall  have  that:  FU  endow  her  with  the  'i»b»le  j 
and  confign  a  rich  veflel  to  her  ufe,  over  and  abovct  Thus  afl  is  in- 
telligible, and  he  goes  on  to  out-bid  hit  rival. 

Vol.  IL  S  Bap, 
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Bap.  I  muft  confefs,  your  offer  is  the  bail ; 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  affurance. 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me: 
li  you  fiiould  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower  ? 
Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil  j  he  is  old,  I  young. 
Cre.  And  may  not  young  men  die,  as  well  as  old  ? 
Bap.  Well,  gentlemen,  then  I  am  thus  refolv'd  : 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  daughter  Catharine  is  to  be  married : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  fhall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  affurance  ; 
If  not,  to  Signior  Gremio: 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.        \ExiU 
Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour — Now  I  fear  thee  not : 
Sirrah,  young  gamefter,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all ;  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  under  thy  table :  tut !  a  toy ! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  [Exit, 

Tra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide  ! 
*  Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten  : 
"Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mailer  good: 
I  fee  no  reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
May  get  a  father,  calFd,  fuppos'd  Vincentio ; 
And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers  commonly 
Do  get  their  children  ;  but,  in  this  cafe  of  wooing, 
A  child  fhall  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning. 

\^Exit, 
[The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here. 
Sly^  Sim,  mjhen  fivill  the  fool  come  again? 
Sim.   Jnon,  my  Lord. 

Sly.  Gioje'' s  fame  more  drink  here  — — 'where'' s  the 

tapfter?  here,  Sim,  eat  fame  ofthefe  things. 

4  Yet  I  ha-ve  fac'd  it  'zvith  a  card  of  ten :]  That  is,  with  the 
higheft  card,  in  the  old  fimple  games  of  oivr  an^eftors.  So  that  this 
became  a  proverbial  expreffion.     So  Ske/tott, 

Fyrjie  pycke  a  quarrel,  am  fall  out  luith  him  then. 
And  jo  outface  him  ivitb  a  card  of  ten* 
And  Ben  Johnjunirx  hh  Sad  Shepherd, 

' — " ' —  <J  Hart  of  ten 

/  trcnv  he  be,  -— — 
L  e-.  ?n  gxtraoi'tiinary  good  one. 

Sim. 
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Sim.  So  I  do,  my  Lord. 

Sly.  Here,  Sim,  /  drink  to  thee, 

ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

BaptlftaV  Houfe. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

Luc.  TJ  Idler,  forbear ;  you  grow  too  forward,  iir : 
Xj    Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  filler  Catharine  welcomed  you  withal  ? 

Hor,   Wrangling  Pedant,  this  is 
The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony  j 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative ; 
And  when  in  mufick  we  have  fpent  an  hour, 
Your  ledure  Ihall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prepofterous  afs !  that  never  read  {o  fir 
To  know  the  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain'd : 
Was  it  not  to  refrelh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy, 
And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Braves  of  thine. 
Bian.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong, 
To  ftrive  for  That  which  refteth  in  my  choice  : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools ; 
I'll  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times. 
But  learn  my  lelTons  as  I  pleafe  my  felf  j 
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  v/hile  5 
His  ledure  will  be  done,  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  You'll  leave  his  lefture,  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

[Hortenfio  retires. 
Luc.  That  will  be  never :  tune  your  inftrument. 
Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc,  Here,  Madam ;  Hac  ihat  Simoisi  hie  eji  Sigcia 
tellus. 
Hie  Jleterat  Priami  regia  celfafenis^ 
Bian,  Conftrue  them. 

S  z  Luc. 
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Luc.  Hac  that,  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  I  am 
Lucentio,  hie  eji»  fon  unto  Vincentio  of  Tifa,  Sigeia  teJ- 
Jusy  difguifed  thus  to  get  your  love,  hie  Jieterat,  and 
that  Lucentio  that  comes  a  wooing,  Priami,  is  my  m.an 
Tranio,  regia,  bearing  my  port,  celfa  feriis,  that  we 
might  beguile  the  old  Pantaloon. 

Hor,  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune.     {Returning. 
Bian.  Let's  hear.     O  fie  the  treble  jars. 
Luc.   Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 
Bian.   Now  let  me  fee,  if  I  can  conftrue  it :  Bac  ihai 
Simois,  I  know  you  not,  hie  eft  Sigeia  tellus,  I  trull  you 
not,  hie  Jieterat  Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,   re- 
gia,  prefume  not,  eelfa  fenis,  defpairnot. 
Bor.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 
Luc,  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor.  The  bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jai^. 
How  fiery  and  how  froward  is  our  Pedant  \ 
Mow,  for  my  life,  that  knave  doth  court  my  love  % 
'  Pedafeale,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet. 

Bian,   In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 
Luc.  Miftruft  it  not,  — -for,  fure,  ^aeides  . 
Was  Ajax,  call'd  To  from  his  grandfather, 

Bian.  I  mull  believe  my  mafter,  elfe  I  promife  you, 
I  fhould  be  arguing  ftill  upon  that  doubt  -, 
But  let  it  reft.     Now,  Licio^  to  you  : 
Good  matters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while ; 
My  ViSkni'i  make  no  mufck  in  ':liree  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal.  Sir?  well,  Imuft  wait. 
And  w?tch  withal;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd. 
Our  fine  mufician  gro^vech  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument. 
To  learn  the  order  of  Xvvj  fingering, 
I  muft  begia  with  rudiment?  of  art ; 
To  teach  ycj  Gamut  ia  a  briefer  fort. 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual. 


1  Pcdafcafe,  ■  ■  ■  ]  hs  v^'ouU  hzvt  hid  DiJafcak,  but  thinking 
thie  too  honourable,  he  coins  the  word  Pedafcak  In  imitatiun  of  it, 
from  PsdjnS;  ' 

Than 
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Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade; 
And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  Gamut  long  ago. 
Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Hortenjio, 
Bian.  [reading.]  Gamut  I  am,  the  ground  of  all  a(X 
cord, 
^  re^  to  Tp\e2id  jiorfen/io*&  paiTibn  y 
B  mz,  Bianca,  take  him  for  thy  lord, 

Cfa  ut,  that  loves  with  all  affedliori'c. 
D  fol  re,  one  cliff,  but  two  notes  have  I. 
E  la  7ni\  Ihow  pity,  or  I  die. 

Call  you  this  Gamut?  tut,  I  like  it  not  ;^ 
Old  faihions  pleafe  me  bell ;  I'm  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  rales  for  new  inventions. 

Enter  a  Ser'vant. 
Serv.  Miftrefs,,    your  father  prays  you  leave  your 
books. 
And  help  to  drefs  your  filler's  chamber  up  j 
You  knowj  to  morrow  is  the  weddmg-day. 

Bmn.  Farewel,  fweet  mafterSj  both;  J-mufl:  be  gone; 

\^Exit. 
tnc.  Faith,  miftrefsj  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  fiay. 

{Exit, 
Hor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  tho'  he  were  in  love  : 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble. 
To  call  thy  wandring  eyes  on  every  Stale  ; 
Seize  thee,  who  lift ;  if  once  1  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortfnfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.       [^Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E    ir. 

Enter  Baptifla,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Catharina,   Lucentio, 
Bianca,  and  attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Lticentio,  this  is.the  'pointed  day 
That  CatFrine  and  Petriichio  fhould  be  married  i. 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  v/ant  the  Bridegroom,  when  the  Prieft  attends 
To  fpcak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marTiage  ? 

S  3  What 
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What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Cath.  No  fhame,   but  mine  j  I  muft,   forfooth,   b^ 
forc'd 
To  give  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  heart, 
Um©  a  mad-brain  Rudefby,  full  of  fpleen  ; 
Who  woo'd  in  hafle,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantick  fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  jells  in  blunt  behaviour : 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man. 
He'll  wooe  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage. 
Make  friends,  invite,  ye?,  and  proclaim  the  banes  j 
Yet  nev^er  means  to  wed,  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  mufl  the  world  point  at  poor  Catharine, 
And  fay,  lo  !  there  is  mad  Fetruchio\  wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Catharine^  and  Baptijia  too  5 
Upon  my  life,  Petnichio  micans  but  well  -, 
What  ever  fortune  ilays  him  from  his  word. 
Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  paiTmg  wife  : 
Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honefl. 

Cash.  Would  Catharine  had  never  feen  him  tho' ! 

\_Exit  nveeping, 

Fap.  Go,  girl  i  I  cannot  blamis  thee  now  to  weep ; 
For  fuch  an  irjury  would  vex  a  faint. 
Much  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

SCENE    III. 

Ent^r  Biondello. 
Eton.  Mafler,  Mailer i  old  news,  and  fuch  news  as 
you  never  heard  of. 

Bap.   Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 
Bion-  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  hear  of  Petruchio'^  com- 
ing ? 
Bap,  Is  he  come? 
Bion.   Why,  no.  Sir. 
Bap.  What  then? 
Bion.  He  is  coming. 
Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

Bion.  When  he  Hands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you 
there, 

7>«. 
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Tra.  But,  fay,  what  to  thine  old  news? 

Bion.  *  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and= 

*  an  old  jerkin;  a  pair  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn'd ;  a 
'  pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle-cafes,  one  buck- 

*  led,  another  lacM;  an  old  rufty  fwoidta'en  out  of  the. 

*  town  armory,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chapelefs,  with 

*  two  broken  points;  his  horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy 

*  faddle,  the  itirrups  of  no  kindred ;  befides  pofTell  with 

*  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in  the  chine,  troubled 

*  with  the  lampafie,  infedled  with  the  faihions,  full  of 

*  windgalls,  fped  with  fpavins,  raied  with  the  yellows, 

*  pall  cure  of  the  fives.  Hark  fpoiled  with  the  daggers, 
'  begnawn  with  the  bots,  waid  in  the  back  and  fhoulder- 

*  fhotten,   near-legg'd  before^  and  with  a  half-check't 

*  bit,  and  aheadilall  of  iheep's  leather,  which  being  re-. 

*  llrain'd,  to  keep  him  from  ftumbling,  hath  been  often 

*  burft,  and  now  repair'd  with  knots;  one  girt  fix  times 

*  piec'd,  and  a  woman's  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath 

*  two  letters  for  her  name,  fairly  fet  down  in  iluds,  and 

*  here  and  there  picc'd  with  packthread/ 
Bap,  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bion.  *  Oh,  Sir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  v/orld  capari- 

*  fon'd  like  the  horfe,  with  a  linen  flock  on  one  leg, 

*  and  a  kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a 

*  red  and  blue  lift,  ^  an  old  hat,  and  tbe  humour  of  forty 

*  fancies  prickt  up  in't  for  a  feather  :  a  monller,  a  very 

a  An  old  hat,  and  the  humour  of  forty  fancies  prickt  up  in'' t  for  a 
feather  .•]  This  was  fome  ballad  or  drollery  of  that  time,  which 
the  poet  here  ridieales,  by  snaking  Petruchio  prick  it  up  in  his  foot- 
boy's  old  hat  for  a  feather.  His  fpeakers  are  perpetually  quoting 
fcraps  and  ftanzas  of  old  Ballads,  and  often  very  obfcurely  ;  for,  fo 
well  are  they  adapted  to  the  occafion,  that  they  feem  of  a  piece  with 
the  reft.  In  Sbakefpear''s  time,  the  kingdom  was  over- run  with 
thefe  doggrel  compofitions.  And  he  feems  to  have  borne  them  a  ve- 
ry particular  grudge.  He  frequently  ridicules  both  them  and  their 
makers  with  exquiiite  humour.  In  Much  ado  about  nothing,  he 
makes  Binedi£i  fay,  Pro^e  that  enjtr  I  loje  mere  blood  ivith  lo've  than  I 
get  again  with  drinking ^  pick  out  my  eyes  ivlth  a  bc-Uad-maker'' i  pen. 
As  the  bluntnefi  ot  it  would  make  the  execution  extremely  painful. 
And  again  in  Trcilus  and  Crejfida,  Pandarus  in  his  diftrefs  having  re- 
peated a  very  ftupid  ftanza  from  an  old  ballad,  fays,  with  the  high- 
eft  humour.  There  never  ivas  a  truer  rhyme  j  let  us  caji  aivay  nothing, 
for  ive  may  live  tc  ha'iJf  needof  fuch  a  %'erfe,     Ws  fee  it,  ivefce  it. 

S  4  '  monllcr 
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*  monfter  in  apparel,  and  not  like  a  chrillian  footboy,  or 

*  a  gentleman's  lackey/ 

^ra.  'Tis  fome    odd  humour   pricks  him  to    this 
fafhion  ; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparell'd. 

Bap.   I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 

Bion.  Why,  Sir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap.  Didil  thou  not  fay,  he  comes  ? 

Bion.  Who  ?    that  Fetruchio  came  not  ? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Fetruchio  came. 

Bion.  No,  Sir  J   I  fay,  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on 
his  back. 

Bap.  Why,  that's  all  one. 

Bion    Nay,  by  St.  Jamy,   I  hold  you  a  penny, 
-A  horfe  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

SCENE    IV. 

"Enter  Fetruchio  and  Gramio  fantajlically  hahited. 

Tet.  Come,   where  be  thefe  gallants  ?    who  is  at 
home  ? 

Bap.   You'fe  welcome.  Sir. 

Bet.   And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tr«.  Not  fo  well  'parell'd,  as  I  wifli  you  were. 

Vet.  Were  it  better,  I  fhould  rulh  in  thus. 
Bat  where  is  Kate?  where  is  my  lovely  bride? 
Kow  does  my  Father?  Gentles,  methinks,  you  frown : 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company. 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument, 
/Some  comet,  or  unufual  prodigy  ? 
■   Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know,  this  is  your  wedding-day : 
Firft,  were  v/e  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come. 
Now,  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided, 
pie,  doff  this  habit,  Ihame  to  your  eftate. 
An  eye-fore  to  our  folemn  fellival. 

^ra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detain'd  you  from  your  v/ife. 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfelf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear  ; 
SuiHceth,  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word. 
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Tho*  in  fome  part  enforced  to  digref<5, 

Which  at  more  leifure  I  will  fo  excufe. 

As  you  fiiall  well  be  (iitisfied  withal. 

But,  where  is  Kate?  I  flay  too  long  from  her ; 

The  morning  wears ;  'tis  time,  we  were  at  church. 

Tra.   See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreverent  robes ; 
Go  to  my  chamber,- put  on  cloaths  of  mine. 

Pet,  Not  I ;  believe  me,  thus  FU  vilit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet,  Good  footh,  even  thus ;  therefore  ha'  done  with 
words ; 
To  me  fhe's  married,  not  unto  my  cloaths: 
Could  I  repair  what  ihe  will  wear  in  me, 
A^  I  could  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
'Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  fhould  bid  good-morrow  to  my  Bride, 
And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ?  \_ExiL 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poflible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap.  I'll  after  him  and  fee  the  event  of  this.       \Exit» 

SCENE      V. 

Tra.  But,  Sir,  our  love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking  j  which  to  bring  to  pafs. 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  Worftiip, 
I  am  to  get  a  man,  (whate'er  he  be, 
It  ikills  not  much ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn ;} 
And  he  fhall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa^ 
And  make  alTurance  here  in  Padua 
Of  greater  fums  than  I  have  promifed : 
So  fhall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hqpe, 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not,  that  my  fellow  fchobl-mAfler 
Doth  watch  Bianca"^  fteps  fo  narrowly, 
*Tvvere  good,  methinks,  to  fleal  our  marriage  ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  let  all  the  world  fay,  no, 
I'll  keep  my  own,  defpight  of  all  the  world. 

^ra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 

S  5  Aud 
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And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bulinefs : 
"We'll  over- reach  the  grey-beard  Gretnio, 
The  narrow-prying  Father  Minola, 
The  quaint  mulician  amorous  Licio  j 
All  for  my  matter's  fake,  Lucentio, 

SCENE    VI; 

Enter  Gremio. 
Nov%  Signior  Gremio,  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre,  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  fchool. 

^ra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegoom  coming  home  I 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom,  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  than  fhe  ?  why, 'tis  impofiible. 

Gre.  Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fend. 

Tra.  Why,  file's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 

Gre.  Tut,  (he's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him. 
I'll  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio ;  when  the  Prieft 
Shou'd  aik,  if  Catharine  ihould  be  his  wife? 
Ay,  by  gogs-woons,  quoth  he  ;  and  fwore  fo  loud. 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  book ; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up. 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  cufF, 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  book  and  prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift.  o 

^Tra.  What  faid  the  wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again  ? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  fiiook ;  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and 
fwore, 
A-s  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
*'  He  calls  for  wine :  a  health,  quoth  he  ;  as  if 
"  H'ad  been  aboard  Carowftng  to  his  Mates 
"  After  a  ftorm  ;  quafft  off*  the  mufcadel, 
**  And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexton's  face  % 
*'  Having  no  other  caufe,  but  that  his  beard 
"  Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  afk 
**  His  fops  as  he  was  drinking.     This  done,,  he  took 
**  The  Bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips 
"  With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 
♦*  Ail  the  church  echo'd  5"  and  I  feeing  this. 

Came 
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Came  thence  for  very  fhame  -,  and  after  me, 

I  know,  the  rout  is  coming  :   Such  a  mad  marriage 

Ne'er  was  before. Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  minflrek. 

iMuJick  plays, 

SCENE    VII. 

Efiter  Petruchio,    Catharina,  Bianca,    Hortenfio,    a^d 
Baptiila. 

Pft.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 
pains : 
I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  day. 
And  have  prepar'd  great  ilore  of  wedding  cheer ; 
But  fo  it  i  V^iiy  hafie  doth  call  me  hence  ; 
And  therefore  nere  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  Is*t  poffible,  you  will  away  to  night  ? 

Pet.    I  muft  away  to  day,  before  night  come. 
Make  it  no  wonder ;  if  you  knew  my  bufmefs, 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  ftay. 
And,  honcft  Company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  v/ife. 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me. 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.'  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  'till  after  dinner. 

Pet:  It  may  not  be. 

Gre.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet.  Jt  cannot  be. 

Cat/y.   Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content 

Catf>.   Are  you  content  to  flay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content,  you  Ihall  intreat  me,  Hay  ; 
B;Ut  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 

Gath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay ; 

Pet.  Gru7mo,  my  horfes. 

Gru.   Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready;  5  the -oats  have  eatcr^r 
the  horfes. 

Cat/b.  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  day  j 

3  the  &ats  have  eaten  the  hsrisi.'^    That  h  llie  dil^cmner  fo  c.ille^^. 
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No,  nor  to  morrow,  nor  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf : 
The  door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way. 
You  may  be  jogging,  while  your  boots  are  green  j 
For  me,  I'll  not  go,  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf : 
'Tis  like,  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom. 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O,  Kate,  content  thee,  pr'ythee,  be  not  angry, 

Cath.  I  will  be  angry  \  what  haft  thou  to  do  ? 
Father,  be  quiet ;  he  fhall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry,  Sir  ;  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Cath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner. 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool. 
If  ihe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet.  They  fhall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  command. 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her : 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer  ; 
Carowfe  full  meafure  to  her  maiden-head ; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves  v 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  ihe  muft  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 
I  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own  j 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  Ihe  is  my  houfe> 
My  houftiold-ftufF,  my  field,  my  bam. 
My  horle,  my  ox,  my  afs,  my  any  thing ; 
And  here  fhe  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare. 
I'll  bring  my  adlion  on  the  proudeft  he. 
That  ftops  my  way  in  Padua :  Grumio, 
Draw  forth  thy  weapon ;  we're  befet  with  thieves  ; 
Refcue  thy  miftrefs,  if  thou  be  a  man : 
Fear  not,  fweet  wench,  they  fhall  not  touch  thee,  Kate ; 
ril  buckler  thee  againft  a  million. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  and  Cath. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Ore.  Went  they  not   quickly,    I  fhould  die    with 
laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  fifter  ? 

Bia».  That,  being  mad  her  felf,  Ihe's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him,  Petruchio  is  Kated, 

Bap,  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho'  Bride  and  Bride- 
groom want 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table ;  You 
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You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft : 
Lucentioy  you  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  place  ; 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.   Shall  fweet  Bianca  pradife  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  ihall,  Lucentio:  Gentlemen,  let's  go- 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    I 

Petruchio'/  Country  Houfe- 

Enter  Grumio- 
Gru.  TP^IE,  fie  on  all  tired  jades,  and  all  mad  ma- 
JO  fters,  and  all  foul  ways !  was  ever  man  fo 
beaten  ?  was  ever  man  fo  raide  ?  was  ever  man  fo  weary  ? 
I  am  fent  before  to  make  a  fire ;  and  they  are  coming 
after,  to  warm  them  :  now  were  I  not  a  little  pot,  and 
foon  hot,  my  very  lips  might  freeze  to  my  teeth,  my 
tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly, 
ere  I  Ihould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  me  j  but  J  with 
blowing  the  fire  fhall  warm  my  felf  j  for,  confidering 
the  weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold  : 
holla,  ho,  Curtis  ! 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gr«.  A  piece  of  ice.  If  thou  doubt  it>  thou  may'fl 
Aide  from  my  flioulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a 
run  but  my  head  and  my  neck.     A  fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.  Is  my  matter  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio? 

Gru.  Oh,  ay,  Curtis,  &y  i  and  therefore,  fire,  fire  5 
caft  on  no  water. 

Curt.  Is  flie  fo  hot  a  Shrew,  as  ftie's  reported  ? 

Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  froft ;  but 
thou  know'ft,  *  winter  tames  man,  woman  and  beaft  ; 

for 


3  Gru.  -—ivinter  tames  man,  ivoman  and  beaft  ;  for  it  hath  tam'd 
my  old  tnafter^  and  my  new  mijlrefs,  and  my  felf,  fellcno  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away,  you  three-inched  fool ;  lam  no  beaft."]  Why,  had 
Crumio  called  him   one  ?  to  give  his  refentment  any  colour.     We 

mail 
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for  it  hath  tam'd  my  old  mafler,  and  my  new  miftrefs, 
and  thy  felf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.    ^  Away,  you  three  inch'd  fool ;  I  am  no  beaft. 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  inches  ?  3  why,  thy  horn  is 
a  foot,  and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou 
make  a  fire,  or  Ihall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  miftrefs, 
whofe  hand,  Ihe  being  now  at  hand,  thou  {halt  foon- 
feel  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  flow  in  thy  hot 
office. 

Ciirt.  I  prithee,  good  Grumio^  tell  me,  how  goes 
the  world  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but  thine  ;- 
and,  therefore^  fire:  do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy 
duty  ;  for  my  mafterand  miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to 
death. 

Curt.  There's  fire  ready;  and  therefore,  good  Grw 
niioy  the  news. 

Gru,  Why,  4-  Jack  hoy,  ho  hoy,  and  as  much  ne^s^ 
as  thou  nA)ilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  cony  catching. 

Gru.  Why,  therefore,  fire;  for  I  have  caught  ex-- 
tream  co!d.     Where's  the  cook  ?  is  fupper  ready,  the 
houfe  trimm'd,    rufnes    ftrcw'd,    cobwebs  fwept,    the 
fervingmen  in  their  new  fuftian^  their  white  ftockingj-v- 
and  every  officer  his  wedding  garment  on?  5  be  the 

aauft  read  as,  without  queftion,  Shakejpear  wrote, 

— and  THY  Jelf,  felloio  Curtis. 

Why  Grumio  faid  that  winter  had  tamed  Curtii  was  for  his  flownef* 
in  Ihewing  Grumio  to  a  good  fire.  Befides,  ail  the  joke  confifts  in 
the  fenfe  of  this  alteration, 

2  Aivay,  you  three- inched  fool -^"^  i.e.  with  a  fcull  three  inches 
thick,  a  phrafe  taken  from  the  thicker  fort  of  planks. 

3  JVby  thy  horn  is  a  fooi,  and  fo  long  am  I  at  kaji.']  Tbo'  all 
the  copies  agree  in  this  reading,  Mr.  Theobald  fays,  yet  he  cannot  find 
ivhat  horn  Curtis  bad 'j  therefore  he  alters  it  to  my  born.  But  the 
common  reading  is  right,  and  th€  meaning  is  that  he  had  made  C«r- 
Ms  a  cuckold. 

4  Jack  %,  &c.]  fragment  of  fome  old  ballad. 

5  Be  the  Jzcks  fair  •within,  the  JAlsfair  without  f  ]  l,  e.  Are  the 
drinking  veflels  clean,  and  the  maid-fcrvants  drefs'd  ?  But  the  Ox' 
fsrJ  Editor  alters  it  thus. 

Are  the  JsLcks  fair  ivithout,  the  Jills  fair  ivitti/t, 
What  k-'s  concit  is  Li  this^  I  coj;>isrs  I  know  oot. 
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Jach  fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without,  carpets  lai^, 
and  every  thing  in  order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready :  and  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  what 
news  ? 

Gru.  Firft,  know,  my  horfe  is  tired,  my  mafler  and- 
miftrefs  fall'n  out 

Curt.  How? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt  f  and  thereby 
hangs  a  tale. 

Curf.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumiot 

Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There^  [^Strikes  him), 

Curt,    This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  call'd  a  fenfible  tale:  and 
this  cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech 
liftning.  Now  I  begin:  ifnprimisy  we  came  down  a 
foul  hiil,  my  matter  riding  behind  my  miilrefs. 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  I 

Curt.  Why,  a  horfe. 

Gru.  "  Te'lthou  the  ta^e But  hadil  thou  not 

"  croft  me,  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  how  her  horfe 
**  fell,  and  fhe  under  her  horfe :  thou  fhould'ft  have 
**  heard  in  how  miry  a  place,^  how  (he  was  bemoil'd, 
**  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  upon  her,  how  he 
**  beat  me  becaufe  her  horfe  ftumbled,  how  flie  waded 
"  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me ;  how  he  fwore, 
**  how  Ihe  pray'd  that  never  pray'd  before;  how  I 
"  cry'd ;  how  the  horfes  ran  away  j  how  her  bridle  was 
"  burft;  howl  loft  my  crupper;  with  many  things  of 
*'*  worthy  memory,  which  now  Ihall  die  in  oblivion,  and 
*^  thou  return  unexperienc'd  to  thy  grave.'" 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  fhrew  than  ihe. 

Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you 
all  fhali  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  v/hat  talk 
I  of  this?  call  forth  Nathaniel,  Jofe^hj  Nicholas, 
Philip,  Walter,  Sugar/op,  and  the  reft:  let  their  heads 
be  ileekly  comb'd,  their  blue  coats  brulh'd,and  their  gar- 
ters of  an  indifferent  knit ;  let  them  curt'fie  with  their 
lefc  legs,,and  not  prefume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  matter's 

horfe- 
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harfc-tail,  *till  they  kifs  their  hands.  Are  they  all 
ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curf.  Do  you  hear,  ho  ?  you  mufl  meet  my  aiaJer  to 
countenance  my  miftrefs, 

Gru.  Why,  (he  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 

Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  ThoH,  it  feems,  that  calPil  for  company  to 
countenance  her. 

Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  fi've  Ser^ving-men. 

Gru.  Why,  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them^ 

Nath.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 

Phil.  How  now,  Grumio? 

J  of.  What,  Grumio! 

Nich.  Fellow  Grumio  ! 

NatK  How  now,  old  lad. 

Gru.  "  Welcome,  you ;  how  now,  you :  what,  yon ; 
**  fellow,  you ;  and  thus  much  for  greeting.'*  Now, 
my  fpruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things 
neat  ? 

Nath.  All  things  are  ready  5  how  near  is  our  matter^? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this  ,•  and  therefore 
be  not  '  cock's  pafiion,  filencf^!  ■«  I  hear 

my  ma:^er. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Tet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  what,  no  man  at  door 
to  hold  my  ftirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ?  where  is 
Nathaniely  Gregory,  Philip? 

All  Ser'v.  Here,  here.  Sir ;  here.  Sir. 

Pet.  Here,  Sir,  here.  Sir,  here.  Sir,  here,  Sir  ? 
You  loggerheaded  and  unpolifli'd  grooms : 
What  ?  no  attendance  .'  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  fent  before  ? 

Gm.  Here,  Sir,  as  foolilh  as  I  was  before^ 

P^t. 
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Pet.  You  peafant  fwain,  you  whorefon,  malt-horfe 
drudge. 
Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park. 
And  bring  along  thefe  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru,  Nathaniers  coat.  Sir,  was  not  fully  made: 
And  Gahriel\  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'th'  heel: 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter  z  hat. 
And  Walter  ?>  dagger  was  not  come  from  fheathing: 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adaniy  Ralph,  and  Gregory  j 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old  and  beggarly. 
Yet  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in. 

\Exeunt  Ser^vanti. 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  lied?  [Singing, 

Where  are  thofe  —     ■  fit  down,  Kate, 

And  welcome.     Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud ! 

Enter  Ser'vants  ivith  Supper, 
Why,  when,  I  fay?,  nay,  good  fweet  Kate,  be  merry.' 
OS  with  my  boots,  you  rogue  :  you  villains,  when  ? 

//  ivas  the  Friar  of  Orders  grey,  [Sings* 

As  he  forth  ^walked  on  his  ^ujay. 
Out,  out,  you  rogue !  you  pluck  my  foot  awry. 
Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  off  the  other. 

[Strikes  him^ 
Be  merry,  Kate :  fome  water,  here ;  what  hoa  ! 

Enter  one  luith  nxjater. 
Where's  my  fpaniel  Troilus?  firrah,  get  you  hence^, 
And  bid  my  coufm  Ferdinand  comt  hither  : 
One,  Kate,  that  you  muft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  are  my  flippers  ?  fliall  I  have  fome  water  ? 
Come,  Kate,  and  walh,  and  welcome  heartily : 
You,  whorefon  villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Cath.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 

Pet,  A  whorefon,  beatle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave : 
Come,  Kate,  fit  down  ;  I  know,  you  have  a  llomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  Ihall  I  ? 
What's  this,  mutton  .?^ 

I  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet,  Who  brought  it  J 

Ser.  I. 

Pet, 
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Fet.  n^'is  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  cook  ? 
How  durft  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  drefler. 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups  and  all : 

[Throixjs  the  meat,  &c.  ahout  the  Stage, 
You  heedlefs  jolt-heads,  and  unmanner'd  flaves ! 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  1*11  be  with  you  Uraight. 

Cath.  I  pray  you,  hufband,  be  not  fo  difquiet  \ 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate^  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away. 
And  1  expreily  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger; 
And  better  'twere,  that  Both  of  us  did  faft,. 
Since,  of  ouif elves,  ourfeives  are  cholerick. 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafted  flelh : 
Be  patient,  for  to  morrow't  Ihall  be  mended. 
And  for  this  night  we'll  fall  for  company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber.     \Exe, 

Tnter  Ser<vants  fe<verally, 
Nath.  Peter,  didll  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Pet.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant. 
Curt.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  continent 
cy  to  her, 
And  rails  and  i wears,  and  rates ;  that  (he,  poor  foul. 
Knows  not  which  way  to  fland,  to  look,  tofpeak. 
And  fits  as  one  new-rifen  from  a  dream» 
Away,  away,  for  he  is  coming  hither.  {Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    HL 

Enter  Petruchio. 
Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  ray  reign. 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully  : 
My  faulcon  now  is  Iharp,  and  palEng  empty, 
And  'till  fhe  Hoop,  (he  muH  not  be  full-gorg'd. 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard. 

To 
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To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  Call: 

That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites. 

That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 

She  eat  no  meat  to  day,  nor  none  ihall  eat. 

Lafl:  night  fhe  flept  not,  lior  to  night  Ihall  not : 

As  with  the  meat,  fome  undeierved  fault 

I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 

And  here  Til  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolder. 

This  way  the  coverlet,  that  way  the  Iheets ; 

Ay;  and,  amid  this  hurly,  FU  pretend. 

That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her. 

And,  in  conclufion,  ihe  fhall  watch  all  night : 

And,  if  Ihe  chance  to  nod,  I'll  rail  and  brawl,. 

And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  ftill  awake. 

This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindnefs ;  ■' 

And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  humour* 

He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 

Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  charity  to  ihew,^  [;Exiti 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 
Before  Baptifta'j  Houfe^ 

"Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenlio, 

?>^."TS't  poffible,  friend  Lido,  that  Bianca 
X  Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio  ? 
I  tell  you.  Sir,  ihe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  To  fatisfy  you.  Sir,  in  what  I  faid. 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  mamier  of  his  teaching. 

[They  ft  and  Bp 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 
Lttc.  Now,  mlflrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 
Bian.  What,    mailer,    read  you?  firfr,   refolve  me 

that. 
Luc.  1  read  That  I  profefs,  the  art  of  Love. 
Bian.   And  may  you  prove.  Sir,  mafler  of  your  art  f 
Luc.  While  you,  fweet  dear,  prove  miftrefs  of  my 
heart.  {fThey  retire  backtvard, 

Hor.  Quick  proceeders !  marry !  now,  tell  me,  I 
pray,  you  that  durll  fwear  that  your  miftrefs  Bianca 
lov'd  none  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra, 
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Tra.  Defpightful  love,  unconllant  womankind  \ 
I  tell  thee,  Lido,  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Mfftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Lido, 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be  ; 
But  One  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife 
For  fuch  a  One  as  leaves  a  gentleman. 
And  makes  a  God  of  fueh  a  cullion  -, 
Know,- Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 

fra.   Signior  Hortenfio,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  afFedlion  to  Bianca  ; 
And  fmce  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightnefs,. 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor,  See,  how  they  kifs  and  court !  Signior 

Lucentio, 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  wooe  her  more ;  but  do  forfwear  her^ 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours,. 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 

7ra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath. 
Never  to  marry  her,  tho'  fhe  intreat. 
Fie  on  her  f  fee,  how  beaflly  Ihe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.   'Would  all  the  World,  but  he,  had  quite  for- 
fworn  her ! 
For  me,  th^t  I  may  furely  keep  mine  oath,. 
I  will  be  married  to  a' v/ealthy  widow. 
Ere  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me. 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard. 
And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks. 
Shall  win  my  love  :  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [Jf  ArzV-Hor. 

Tra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace. 
As  longeth  to  a  lover's  blelTed  cafe : 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio. 

[Lucentio  and  Bianca  come  fornuard, 

Bian.  Tranio,  you  jell :  but  have  you  both  ferfworn 
me? 

^ra^  Miftrefs,  we  have. 

Luc,  Then  we  are  rid  of  Lido, 

7r^. 
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^ra.  r  faith,  he^ll  have  a  lufty  widow  now, 
That  fhall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

B^an.  God  give  him  joy  ! 

^ra.  Ay,  and  hell  tame  her. 

Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith,  he's  gone  into  the  Taming  fchool. 

Btan.  The  Taming  fchool  ?   what,  is  there  fuch  a 
place  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  mafler ; 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long. 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

jE"/?/^r  Biondello,  running. 

Bion.  Oh  mailer,  matter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long. 
That  I'm  dog-weary  j  hut  at  laft  I  fpied 
An  ancient  (a  J  Engle,  going  down  the  hill. 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra,   WiiJtishe,  Biondello? 

Bion,  Mafter,  ajnercantant,  or  elfe  a  pedant^ 
I  knew  not  what ;  but  formal  in  apparel  i 
In  gait  and  countenance    furely  like  a  father, 

Luc    And  what  of  him,   Tranio  ? 

ft  a.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trull  my  tale, 
I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio, 
And  give  affurance  to  Baptifta  Minola^ 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio  : 
Take  in  your  love,  aad  then  let  me  alone. 

[Exeunt  Luc.  and  Bian. 
Enter  a  Pedant, 

Ped.  God  fave  you.  Sir. 

Tra.  And  you.  Sir ;  you  are  welcome : 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fartheft  ? 

Ped.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  week  or  two : 
But  then  up  faither,  and  as  far  ai  Rome ; 

5  Surely  like  a  fsither. ]   I  know  not  what  he  is,  f?.ys 

the  fpeaker,  however  this  is  certain,  he  has  the  gAi  and  countuiance 
of  a  fatherly  man. 

[  (aj  Engk,     Mr,  rhtohald. Vulg..^;f^,r/.  ] 

And 


4o6   The  Tamtng  of  the  Shrew, 

And  fo  to  Tripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 
Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray ! 
Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua,  Sir?  God  forbid f 
And  come  to  Padua^  carelefs  of  your  life  ? 

Ped.  My  life,  Sir!  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 
Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua  j  know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  fnips  areftaid  at  Venue,  and  the  Duke, 
(For  private  quarrel  'twixtyo'JirDuke  and  him,) 
Hath  publifhM  and  proclaim'd  it  openly  : 
'Tis  marvel,  but  that  youVe  but  newly  come. 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir  -,  it  is  v/orfe  for  me  than  fo  5 
For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  mull  here  de'iver  them. 

Tra,  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  courtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advife  you  j 
Firft,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa  ? 
Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been; 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 
Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him  5 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father.  Sir;  and,  footh  to  fay. 
In  count'nance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Bion.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfler,  and  all 
one.  [^Afide, 

Tra.   To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake  r 
And  think  it  not  the  worfl  of  all  your  fortunes. 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio : 
His  name  and  credit  fhall  you  undertake. 
And  in  my  houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  lodg'd  ; 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  You  as  you  fhould. 
You  underiland  me.  Sir :  fo  (hall  you  ftay, 
'Till  you  have  done  your  bufmefs  in  the  city. 
If  this  be  court'fie,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do  ;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good : 

This 
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This  Ijy  the  way  I  let  you  underftand. 

My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day. 

To  pafs  affurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 

'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptijia's  daughter  here: 

In  all  thefe  Circumflances  I'll  inftruft  you  : 

Go  with  Me,  Sir,  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you. 

S  C  :E  N  E    VI. 

Enter  Catharina  and  Grumio. 

Gftt.  No,  no,  forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Cath.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite  ap- 
pears : 
What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ? 
Beggars,  that  come  unto  my  faiher's  door. 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms ; 
If  not,  eifewhere  they  meet  with  charity.* 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat. 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  (hould  intreat. 
Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep  j 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed  j 
And  that,  which  fpites  me  m.ore  than  all  thefe  wants. 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfed  love : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  fhould  fleep  or  eat 
'Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  death  : 
I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  get  me  fome  repaft; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefome  food.         ^ 

GfU.   What  fay  you  to  a  neat's  foot  ? 

Cath.  'Tis  paffing  good ;  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  have  it. 

Gru.  I  fear,  it  is  too  fiegmatick  a  meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe  finely  broil'd  ? 

Cath.  I  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell ;  —J  fear,  it's  cholerick  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef  and  muftard  ? 

Cath.  A  difh,  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Cath.  Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard  reft.. 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not  j  you  fhill  .h^^ve  the  muf- 
tard. 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumk, 

Cath. 
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Cath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Grii.  Why,  then  the  muilard  without  the  beef. 

Cath,  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave, 

[Beats  him. 
That  feed' ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you,  a 

That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery  !  T 

Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio,  luith  meat. 

Pet.  How    fares  my    KateP   what,    fweeting,    all 
amort  ? 

Bor.  Miflrefs,  what  cheer  ? 

Cath.   'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirits ;  look  cheerfully  upon  me  i 
Here,  love,  thou  feefl  how  diligent  I  am. 
To  drefs  thy  meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee  : 
I'm  fure,  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefs  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word  ?  nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not : 
And  all  my  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here,  take  away  the  dilh. 

Cath.  I  pray  you,  let  it  ftand. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  ferviceis  repaid  with  thanks. 
And  fo  ihall  mine,  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Cath.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petritthio^  fie,  you  are  to  blame: 
Come,  miftrefs  Kate^  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio^  if  thou  loveft  me;  -^— 

lAftde, 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart  j 
Kate,  eat  apace..     And  now,  my  honey-love. 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe. 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  belt. 
With  fil  ken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings. 
With  ruffs,  and  cuffs,  and  fardingals,  and  things: 
With  fcarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  brav'ry. 
With  ambeJC.bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knav'ry- 
What,  hall  thou  din'd  ?  the  taylor  ftays  thy  leifure. 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruftling  treafure. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Taylor, 

Come,  taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments. 
Enter  Haberda^er. 

Lay  forth  tlie  gown.     What  news  with  you.  Sir  ? 

Hah.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeak. 

Pet.  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  difti  j  fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  : 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut-(hell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Oath,  I'll  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time ; 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Ptt.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  Ihall  have  one  too, 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafle. 

Cath.  ^  Why,  Sir,  I  truft,  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
And  fpeak  I  will.     I  am  no  child,  no  babe  ; 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind  ; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  bell  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart. 
Or  elfe  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break : 
And  rather  than  it  Ihall,  I  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  utmoll  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  cuilard-coffin,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pie ; 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'll  it  not. 

Cath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap  ; 
And  I  will  have  it,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown?  why,  ay;  come,  taylor,  let  us  fee't. 
O  mercy,  heav'n,  what  mafking  fluff  is  here  ? 

6  Whyy  Sir,  Itruftj  I  may  have  have  to  fpeak ,  Sec.']  Shakefpear 
has  here  copied  nature  with  great  fkill.  Petruchio,  by  frightening, 
ilarving  and  overwatching  his  wife,  had  tamed  her  into  gcntlenefs 
and  fubmiflion.  And  the  audience.expe6ls  to  hear  no  more  of  the 
Shrezv :  When  on  her  beiag  crofled,  in  the  article  of  fafliion  a.-id  fi- 
nery, the  moft  inveterate  folly  of  the  fex,  Ihe  flies  cur  .igzin,  though 
for  the  laft  time,  into  all  the  intemperate  rage  of  her  nature. 

Vol,  IL  T  Wliat? 
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What  ?  this  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon  j 
What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  apple- tart  ? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifli^  and  flalh. 
Like  to  a  cenfer  in  a  barber's  fl.op : 
Why,  what  a  devil's  name,  taylor,  caH'ft  thou  this? 
Jior.  I  fee,  fhe's  like  to've  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

*Tay,  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well. 
According  to  the  fafhion  of  the  time. 

Pet.  Marry,  and  did :  but  if  you  be  remertibred, 
I  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  m^  over  every  kennel  home. 
For  you  Ihall  hop  without  my  cuilom.  Sir: 
I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Cath.  I  never  faw  a  better  falhion'd  gown. 
More  quaint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable  i 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.   Why,  true,  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee, 

tay.  She  fays,  yourWorlhip  means  to  make  a  puppet 
of  her. 

Pet.  O  moft  monftrous  arrogance  f 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  thread,  thou  thimbk. 
Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter-cricket,  thou  t 
Brav'd  In  mine  own  houfe  with  a  fkein  of  thead  ! 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant. 
Or  I  Ihall  io  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard. 
As  thou  ihalt  think  on  prating  whilft  thou  liv'fl : 
I  tell  thee,  I,  that  thou  haft  inarrM  her  go'w  n. 

^ay.  Your  Worihip  is  deceiv'd,  the  gown  is  made 
}uft  as  my  mailer  had  direftion. 
Crumio  gave  order  how  it  fhou^d  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  fluff, 

^ay.  But  how  did  vc  ■  ^.ti\'.t  it  fhonld  be  mader? 

Gru.  Marry,  Sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Tay    But  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  cut  I 

Gru.  Thou  hail  fac'd  many  things. 

*Tay.  I  have. 

Gru  Face  not  me  :  thou  hail  bi-av'd  many  men, 
lirave  not  mei  I  will  neither  be  fac'd,  nor  brav'd.  I 
hy  unto  thee,  I  bid  thy  mailer  cut  out  the  gown,  but  I 

did 
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idid  not  bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces.     Ergo^  thou  lieft, 

'Tay.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  teflify. 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.     The  note  lies  in's  throat,  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo. 

^Tay.  ImfrimiSi  a  loofe- bodied  gown. 

Gru.  "  Mailer,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gown,  fow 
**  me  up  in  the  Ikirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with 
^'  a  bottom  of  brown  thread:  I  faid  a  gown." 

Pet.  Proceed. 

*ray.   With  a  fmall  compaft  cape. 

Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 

Tay.  With  a  trunk-ileeve. 

Gru,  I  confeis  two  fleeves. 

7ay.  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Pet.  Ay,  there*s  the  villany. 

Gru.  Error  i'th'  bill,  Sir,  error  i'th'  bill :  I  com- 
manded, the  fleeves  fliould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  a- 
gain  ;  and  that  I'll  prove  upon  thee,  tho''  thy  little  fin- 
ger be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tay.  This  is  true,  that  I  fay  j  an  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  fliou'dft  know  it. 

Gru,  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give 
me  thy  meet-yard,  and  Ipare  not  me. 

Hor.  God-a-mercy,  Grumio,   then  he  fliall  have  no 
odds. 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'  th'  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  miflrefs. 

Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  mafter's  ufe. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life :  take  up  my  miilrefs's 
gown  for  thy  mafter's  ufe! 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think 
for; 
Take  up  my  miftrefs's  gown  unto  his  mafter's  ufe^ 
Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Pet.  Bortenfio,  fay,  thou  wilt  fee  the  taylor  paid. 

Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor,  Taylor,  FU  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to  morrow, 
T<ike  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  words  : 
Away,  I  fay ;  commend  me  to  thy  mailer.  \JExit  fa-ilor, 
T  z  Pet: 
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Pet.  Well,  come,  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  father's. 
Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments : 
Our  purfes  ftiall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor  : 
For  'tis  the  mind,  that  makes  the  body  rich  : 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkeil  clouds. 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  fkin  contents  the  eye  ? 
Oh,  no,  good  Kate»  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account'ft  it  Ihame,  lay  it  on  me  i 
And  therefore  frolick  -,  we  will  hence  forthwith. 
To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  father's  hcufe. 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  us  (iraight  to  him. 
And  bring  our  hories  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. 
Let's  fee,  I  think,  'tis  now  fome  leven  o'clock. 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Cath.  I  dare  affareyou.  Sir,  'tis  almoll  two ; 
And  'twill  be  fupper-time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet,  It  ihall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horfe. 
Look,  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  frill  croffing  it  j  Sirs,  let't  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  ere  I  do. 
It  Ihall  be  ^^hat  o'clock  I  lay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why,  fo:  this  GaLant  will  command  the  Sun. 
\_Exeunt  Pet.  Catli.  and  Hot. 
[The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here.] 

Lord.   Wha's  'vjithin  there  P  \J>\yJIeeps, 

Enter  Servants. 
AJleep  again  !  go  take  him  eajily  upy  and  put  him  in  his 
Q^ijn  apparel  again.      But  fee,  you  <wake  him  not  in  any 
cafe, 

Sery.  //  fhall  he  done,  my  Lord ;  come  help  to  bear 
kim  heme.-  [X^^J  ^^^^  '^ff  SI/. 


SCENE 
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S  e  E  N  E   IX. 

Re/ore  Bapti^Si' s  Houfe, 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  dreji  like  Vincentio. 
^ra.  O  I R,  this  is  the  houle  ;  pleafe  it  you,  tliat  I  call  ? 
^5     Fed.  Ay,  what  elfe  !  and  (but  I  be  deceived,) 
Signior  Baptijia  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  years  ago  in  Gen&a-, 
Where  we  were  lodgers,  at  the  Fegafus. 

^ra.  'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe^ 
With  fuch  aullerity  as  longeth  to  a  father. 
Enter  Biondello. 

Fed.  I  warrant  you     but.  Sir,  here  comes  your  boy  y 
'Twere  good,  he  were  fchooPd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him;  lirrah,  Biondelloy 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  I  advife  you  : 
Imagine,  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 

Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

7ra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand'  to  Baptijia? 

Bion.  I  told  him,  that  your  father  was  in  Venice  % 
And  that  you  lookM  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Th'  art  a  tall  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink  ; 
Here  comes  Baptijia  j  fet  your  countenance,  Sir, 

SCENE     X.. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.   Signior  Baptijia,  you  are  happily  met ; 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now. 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Fed,  Soft,  fon:  Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  tt 
Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you. 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  ihe  to  him  j  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 

T  3  lam 
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I  am  content  in  a  good  father's  care 

To  have  him  match'd ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 

No  worfe  than  I,  Sir,  upon  fome  agreement. 

Me  ihall  you  find  mofl  ready  and  moft  willing 

With  one  confent  to  have  her  {o  beftowed : 

For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 

Signior  Bapti^a,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

E&p.  Sir,  pardon  nie  in  what  I  have  to  fay  : 
Your  plainneis  and  your  fhortncfs  pleafe  me  well. 
-Right  true  it  is,  your  fen  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  ihe  loveth  him. 
Or  both  diilemble  deeply  their  afFeftions  j 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this. 
That  like  a  father  3CU  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  daughter  a  fufccient  dowry. 
The  match  is  made,  and  all  is  done. 
Your  fon  ihall  have  my  daughter  with  confent. 

T^ra.  I  thank  you.  Sir.     Where  then  do  you  know. 
•     befl-. 
Be  we  aificd  ;  i.nd  uich  rrfliirance  ta'en, 
As  ihall  with  either  part's  agreement  Hand  ? 

Bap.   Not  in  my  houfe,  Lucentio  ',  for,  you  know; 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants  5 
Befides,  old  Gremio  is  hearkning  Hill  j 
And,  haply,  then  we  might  be  interrupted, 

Tta.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you,  Sir, 
There  doth  my  Father  \y^ ;  and  there  this  night 
We'll  pafs  the  bufmefs  privately  and  well  : 
Sead  for  your  daughter  by  your  fervant  here. 
My  boy  fliall  feich  the  fcrivener  prefently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  flender  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  flender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well      Go,  Camhh,  hie  you  home. 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  llraight : 
And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen'd  here  : 
Lucentio"* s  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  fhe's  like  to  be  Lucentio' s  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  Gods  fhe  may,  with  all  my  heart  f 

[Exit. 

Tra.  Dally  not,  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Bn^tifiay  fliall  I  lead  the  way .? 

Welcome  I 
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Welcome !  one  mefs  Is  like  to  be  your  cheer. 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bap.  I'll  follow  you.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     XI. 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Biondello. 

JBion.  Cambia. 

Luc.  Wliat  fay'ft  thou,  Biondello  P 

JBion.  You  iaw  my  mailer  wink  and  laugh  i^on  yoa. 

Luc.   Biondello f  what  of  that  ? 

Bion.  Faith,  nothing  ;  But  has  left  me  here  behind 
t^  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  of  his  figns  and 
tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 

B^on.  Then  thus.  Bapti/a  is  fafe,  talking  with  the 
deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 

Z<«r.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
fupper. 

Luc.  And  then? 

Bion.  The  old  Prieft  at  St.  Luh':^  Church  is  at  your 
comnyand  at  aii  hours. 

I^uc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell ;  except,  they  are  bufied  about  a 
eounterfeit  afTurance ;  take  you  afluranTe  of  her,  C>//* 
pri'vikgio  ad  imprimendum  folhmi  to  th'  Church  take 
the  Priefl,  CbrK,  and  fome  fufficient  honelt  witneiTes; 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
but  bid  Biatica  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Luc.  Hear'ft  thou,  Biondello? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  j  i  knew  a  wench  married  in  an 
afternoon  as  Ihe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfly  to  fluff  a 
rabbet  j  and  fo  may  you.  Sir,  and  fo,  adieu.  Sir ;  my 
Mailer  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  St.  Lzci^'s,  to  bid  the 
Pneft  be  ready  to  come  againfl  you  come  with  your 
Appendix.  [t?cit. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  flic  be  fo  contented : 
She  will  be  pleased,  then  wherefore  fhould  I  doubt  ? 
Hap  what  hap  may,  I'll  roundly  go  about  her : 
It  Aall  go  hard^  if  Camhio  go  without  her,  [Exit. 

T4  SCENE 
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SCENE    XII. 
ji  green  Lane. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  and  Hortenfio. 

Pet.  /^  OME  on,  o'God*s  name,  once  more  tow'rds 

V^^  our  Father's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  fhlnes  the  Moon- ! 

Cath.  The  Moon!  the  Sun:  it  is  not  Moon-light 
now. 

Tet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Catb,  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Fet.  Now  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  my  fel^ 
It  fhall  be  Moon,  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift. 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houfe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft  f 

Hor.  Say,  as  he  fays,  or  we  ftiall  never  go. 

C^th.  Forward  I  pray,  fmce  we  are  come  fo  far. 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafe : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufti  candle. 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  ftiall  be  fo  for  me. 

Fet.   I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon. 

Cath.  I  know,  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay,  then  you  lye;  it  is  the  blefted  Sun. 

Cath.  Then,  Godbe  bleft,  it  is  the  blefled  Suh* 
But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not;. 
And  the  Moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is. 
And  fo  it  ftiall  be  fo  for  Catharine. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  way,  the  field  is  won. 

Fet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  bowl  ftiould  run^ 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias  : 
But  foft,  fome  company  is  coming  here. 

SCENE    XIII. 

Enter  Vincentio. 
Oood  morrow^  geiuk  miftrefs,  where  away  ? 

\i'o  Vincentio. 
Tell 
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Tell  me,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too. 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  frefher  Gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks  I 
What  ftars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty. 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heav'nly  face  ? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a  woman 
of  him. 

Cath.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frelh,    and 
fweet. 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child ; 
Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow  ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,   iT/x/^,  I  hope,  thou  art  not 
mad  ! 
This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered. 
And  not  a  maiden,  as,  thou  fay'ft  he  is. 

Cath.  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miftaken  eyes  j 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  fun. 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  greeil. 
Now  I  perceive)  thou  art  a  reverend  Father : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,   good  old  Grandfire,    and   withiil    make 
known 
Which  way  thou  travelleft  y  if  along  with  us, 
We  (hall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vin.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftrefs, 
That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amaz*d  me  ; 
My  name  is  call'd  Vincentio,  my  dwelling  Pifa  \ 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua,  there  to  viftt 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.   What  is  his  name  ? 

Vin,  Lucentio,  gentle  Sir. 

Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fon  j 
And  now  by  law,  as  Avell  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  Father : 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath,  married »    Wonder  not,, 
Kor  be  not  grievM,  Ihe  is  of  good  efteem> . 

T  5  Hcv 
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Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentioy 
'  And  wander  v;e  to  fee  thy  honeft  Son, 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure,. 
Li  .epleafant  travellers,  to  break  a  jell 
Qpon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 
Hor    I  do  affure  thee.  Father,  fo  it  is. 
Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof: 
For  our  firlt  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

\_Exeunt  Pet.  Cath.  andY'm. 
Hor.  Well,  Petruchio^  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow;  and  if  fhe  be  froward, 
Tiien  haft  thou  taught  Hortenjio  to  be  untoward. 


ACT    V.     SCEN  E    I. 

Before  Lucentio'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Bianca,  Gremio  talking 

on  one  fide. 
Bion.  QOFTLY  and  fwiftly.  Sir,  for  the  Prieft  is 

Luc.  I  fly,  Biondello ;  but  they  may  chanee  to  need 
thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Blon.  Nay,  faith,  I'll  fee  the  church  o'your  back,  and 
then  come  bacK  to  my  Mafter  as  foon  as  I  can.      \Exit, 

Gre.  I  marvel,  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Bnter  Petruchio,  Catharina,   Vincentio  a?^  Grumio, 
nvitb  Attendants. 
Pet.  3ir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio'^'s  houfe. 
My  Father's  bears  more  towards  the  Marketplace; 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you.  Sir. 

Fin.  Yo  J  fhall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go  ; 
1  think,  J  fhall  command  your  welcome  here; 
And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheer  is  toward.       [^KnQcks. 

Gre, 
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Ore,  They're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knock 
louder.  [Pedant  looks  out  of  the  'windonjj<, 

Fed.  What's  he,  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down 
the  gate  ? 

Vin.  Is  STignior  Lucentio  "^itKm,  Sir  ?  , 

Ped.  He's  within.  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Vin.  What  ii  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 
two,  to  make  merry  withal  ? 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf,  he  fiiall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  Son  was  beloved  in  Pa- 
dua. Do  you  hear.  Sir  ^  to  leave  frivolous  circum- 
fiances,  I  pray  you,  tell  Signior  Lucentio  that  his  Father 
is  come  from  P//2?,  and  is  here  at  the  door  to  fpeak 
with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  Hell  f  his  Father  is  come  to  Padua,  and 
here  looking  out  of  the  window. 

rin.  Art  thou  his  Father  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  his  Mother  fays,  If  Fmay  believe  hef. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now.  Gentleman !  why,  this  is  flat 
knavery  to  take  upon  you  another  man's  name. 

Ped.  hd-Y  hands  on  the  villain.  I  believe,  he  means 
to  C02xn  fomebody  in  this  city  under  my  countenance. 

SCENE    ir. 

Enter  Bionrfello. 

IBion.  I  have  ieen  them  in  the  Church  together. 
God  fend  'em  good  fhipping!  but  who  is  here!  mine 
©Id  Mafler  Vimentie?  now  we  are  undone^and  brought 
to  nothing. 

Vin.  Come  hither,  crackhemp.      [Seeing  Biondellae 

Bion.  I  hope,  I  may  chufe,  Sir^ 

Fin.  Come  hither,  you  rogue  j  what^have  you  for* 
got  me  ? 

Biva.  Forgot  you  ?  no.  Sir :  I  could  not  forget  you,, 
for  I  never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Fin.  What,  you  notorioas  villain,  didft  thou  never 
fee  thy  Mailer's  Father  Fincentio  ? 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worfhipful  old  mailer.?  yti^ 
aurry.  Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Vim 
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Ftn.  Is't  fo  indeed  ?  [He  beats  Biondelldi 

Bion.  Help>  helpj  help,  here's  a  madman  will  mur- 
ther  me. 

Ped,  Helpi  Son  J  help,  Signior  Baptijla. 

Pet.  Pr'ythee,  iT^/^,  let's  Hand  afide,  and  fee  the  end' 
of  this  controverile.  [^^sy  retire. 

Enter  Tcdaxit  nvith  Ser'vanfs,  Baptifta  and  Tr^nio. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my  fervant  ?: 

Fin.  What  am  I,  Sir;  nay  what  are  you.  Sir?  oh, 
immortal  Gods !  oh,  fine  villain !  a  filken  doublet,  a 
velvet  hofe,  a  fcarlet  cloak  and  a ^  copatain  hat :  oh,  I 
am  undone!  I  am  undone  !  while  I  play  the  good  huf- 
band  at  home,  my  fon  and  my  fervants  fpend  all  at  the 
Univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  f 

Bap.  What,  is  this  man  lunatick  ? 

Tra.  Sir  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  ihew  a  mad-man  j  why.  Sir, 
what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and  gold  ?  I 
thank  my  good  Bather,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it, 

F/;?.  Thy  father !  oh  villain,  he  is  a  fail -maker  in 
Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake.  Sir,  you  miftake.  Sir ;  prayv 
^hat  do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Fitt.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  fmce  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is  Tranio. 

Ped.  Away,  away,  mad  afs !  his  n^me  is  Lucentio : 
and  he  is  mine  on-ly  fon^  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me 
Signior  Vincentio. 

Vin.  Lucentio!  oh,  he  hath  murthered  his  mafler; 
lay  hold  of  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the  Duke's  name  j 
oh,  my  fon,  my  fon,  tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is  my 
fon  Lucentio  P 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  Officer;  carry  this  mad  knave  to 
the  jail;  Father  ^^////f«,  I  charge  you,  fee,  that  he  be 
forth-coming. 

Vin.  Carry  me  to  jail  ? 


-coppidf  or  pmt€4,  R2Br,  P»pe, 

Gre. 
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Gre,  Stay,  OfRcer,  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap.  Talk  not,  Signior  Gremio :  I  fay,  he  fhall  go  t6 
prifon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifta,  left  you  be  cony- 
catch'din  this  bufinefs;  I  dare  fwear,  this  is  the  right 
Vincentio. 

Fed.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lw 
cent  to. 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  jail  with  him  ! 

E72ter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 
Vin.  Thus  ftrangers  maybe  haPd  and  abus'd;  oh? 
monllrous  villain ! 

Bion.  Oh,  we  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him, 
Ibrfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

[Exeunt  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant. 

SCENE    III. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father.  [Kneefhg, 

Fin.  Lives  my  fweet  Son  ? 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  hall  thou  offended  ?  where  is  Lucentio  P 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  Son  to  the  right  Vin^ 
centio. 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine : 
While  counterfeit  fuppofers  bleer'd  thine  eyne. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefs  to  deceive  us  all» 

Vin.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Camhio? 

Bian.   Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles,     BianccC%  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town : 
And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft 
Unto  the  wiftied  haven  of  my  blifs  ; 
What  Tranio  did,  myfelf  enforc'd  him  to  j 

Theii 
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Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  fake. 

Fin.  I'll  flit  the  villain's  nofe,.  that  would  have  lent 
me  to  the  jail. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear.  Sir,  have  yon  married  my 
Daughter  without  alking  my  good-will  ? 

Vi»^  Fear  not,  Baptiifa,  we  will  content  you,  go  to  : 
but  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  en  this  villain.  [Exit, 

■~    Bap,  And  T,  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery 

[Exit. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale,    Bianca,  thy  Father  will  not 

frown.  ,  Exeunt. 

Gre.  Mj  cake  is  dough,  but  I'll  in  among  the  reft. 

Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  fnare  of  the  feaft.  [Exit, 

[Petruchio  af^d  Catharina,  Mdvaneing, 

Cath.  Huiband,  let's  follow,-  to  fee  the  end  of  this 

ado. 
Pet.  Firfi  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Cath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet  I 
Pet.  What,  art  thou  afham'd  of  me  ? 
Gath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid  I   but  alham*d  to  kifs. 
Pet.  Why,  then  let's  home  again:    come,   firrah, 

let's  av/ay. 
Cath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kifs  5  now  pray  thee,: 

love,  ftay. 
Pet.  Is  not  this  well?  come,  my  (west  Kafe  i 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.         \_Exemt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to.  Lucentio'j  Apartments, 

Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio,, 

Bianca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Petruchio,  Catharina, 

Grumio,  Hortenfio,  and  Wido^-w.     Tranio'i 

fer<vants   bringing  in  a   banquet. 

Lnc.    A   T  la  ft,  tho' long,  our  jarring  notes  agree} 
l\   And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done. 
To  fmile  at  'fcapes  and  perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  Father  welcome. 
While  I  with  felf-fame  kindnefs  welcome  thjflf  i 

'UxQthci Faruchi(7,Si^QX  Cathari»ft<  ^n.. 

■  <uid 
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And  thou,  Hortenjlo,  with  thy  loving  Widow  i 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe  : 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftcmachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  pray  you^  fit  down* 
For  now  we  fit  to  ehat,  as  well  as  eat. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  lit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 

Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  Son  Petruchio. 

Pet,  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Hor.  For  both  our  fakes^,  I  would  that  v/ord  were 
true. 

Pet.  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortenfto  fears  his  Widow. 

Wid.  Then  never  truft  me,  if  I  be  afeard. 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,,  and  yet  you  mifs  my 
fenfe: 
I  mean,  Hortenfio  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wid.  He,  that  is  giddy,   thinks,   the  world  tussis 
round. 

Pet.   Roundty  replied. 

Cath.  Miilrefs,  how  mean  you  that?, 

Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  hy  me,  how  likes  Hortenfio  that  \ 

Boy.  My  widow  fays,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 

Pet.  Very  well  mended  j  kifs  him  for  "that,  good 
Widow'.. 

Cath.  He,    that  is  giddy,  thinks,   the  world  turns 

round — 

i  pray  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  Hjfbind,  being  troubled  with  a  Shrew^^ 
Meafures  my  Huiband's  forrow  by  his  woe.. 
And  now  you  know  my  meaniiig. 

Cath.   A  Ytfy  mean  meaning. 

Wid.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Cath-  And  I  am  mean,  indeed,  refpefling  you. 

Pet    To  her,  Kafe. 

Hor.  To  her.  Widow, 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  down* 

Hor.  That's  my  office. 

Pet.  Spoke  iike  an  Officer  |:  ha*  to  thee,  lad. 

\^D rinks  ^o  Hortenfio. 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  tliefe  quick-witted  folks  ? 
^Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  heads  together  well. 

Biatk, 
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Bian.  Head  and  butt  ?  an  hafly-wltted  body 
Would  fay,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 

Fin.  Ay,  miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 

Bian.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  TU  fleep" 
again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  thou  (halt  not,  fince  you  have  begun  : 
Hare  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  fhift  my  bufli : 
And  then  purfue  me,  as  you  draw  your  bow. 
You  are  welcome  all. 

\^Exeunt  Bianca,  Catharine,  andWidonv. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me.      Here,  Signior  Tranioy 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not ; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  fliot  and  mifs'd. 

^ra.  Oh,  Sir,  Lucentio  llip'd  me  like  his  grey-hound. 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mafter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomething  curriih. 

^ra.  'Tis  well.  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourfelf : 
'Tis  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh,  Petriichio,  Cranio  hits  you  now, 

Luc  I  thank  thee  for  that  g,iid,  good  Tranio* 

Hor.   Confefs,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there  ?. 

Pet,  He  has  a  little  gall'd  me,  I  confefs  i 
And  as  the  jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadnefs.  Son  Petruchio, 
I  think,  thou  haft  the  veneft  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay,  no ;  and  therefore  for  affurance. 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  Wife,  and  he 
Whofe  Wife  is  moft  obedient  to  come  firft, 
Wlien  he  doth  fend  for  her,  ftiall  win  the  wager. 

Hor.   Content  j what  wager  ? 

laic^  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns  f 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk  or  hound. 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Hor.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 

fi<?r.  Who  ftiail  begin? 

Luc.  That  will  h 
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1G0,  Biondello,  bid  your  miftrefs  come  to  me. 

Bion,  I  go.  [ExiU 

Bap,  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes.  ' 

Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves :  I'll  hear  it  all  my  felf. 

Re-enter  Biondello. 
How  now,  what  news  ? 

Bion.  Sir  my  Miftrefs  fends  you  word 
That  fhe  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Bet.  How?  ftie's  bufie  and  cannot  come,  is  that  an 

anfwer  ? 
Gre.  Ay,  and  a  ^ind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 
Bet.  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah,  Biondello,    go  and   intreat  my  wife  to 

come  to  me  forthwith.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Bet.  Oh,  oh!  intreat  her !  nay,  then  Ihe  needs  muft 

come. 
Hor.  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  do  you  what  you  can. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Yours  will  not  be  intreated  :  now,  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She  fays,  you  have  fome  goodly  jeft  in  hand  % 
She  will  not  come  :  flie  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Bet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  fhe  will  not  come ! 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd  : 
Sirrah,  Grumio,  go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say,  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.         [Exit  Grumio. 

flor.  I  know  her  anfwer. 

Bet.  What? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Bet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  end, 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

'  Enter  Catharina. 

Bap.  Now,  by  myhollidam,  here  comes  Catharine! 
Catb    What  is  your  will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 
Bet.  Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Uortenfio" s  Wife  ? 
Cath.   They  fit  conferring  by  the  parlour  fre. 
Bet.  Go  fetch  them  hither ;  if  they  deny  to  come. 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  huibands : 
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Away,  I  lay,  and  bring  them  hither  flraight. 

\_Ex4t  Cathariha. 

Lu€.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Her.  And  fo  it  is :  I  wondei",  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  boads,  and  lov€,  and  quiet  life. 
And  aw  fill  rule,  and  right  lupremacy  : 
And,  to  be  ihcrt,  what  not,  th-  t's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.   Now  fair  befal  thee,  good  Petruchio  ! 
The  wager  thou  haft  won  ;  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  loiTes  twent_>'  thoufand  crowns. 
Another  dowry  to  another  Daughter  i 
For  fhe  is  chang'd,  as  fte  had  never  been. 

Pet    Nay,  1  will  win  my  wager  better  yet. 
And  fnow  more  fign  of  her  obedience. 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Catharine,  Eianca  and  Widonv. 

See,  where  (he  corrces,  ai.d  brings  your  froward  wives 
As  pricners  to  her  womanly  perfuafion  : 
Catharine^  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

\S he  pulls  off  her  cap,  and  thro<w5  it  dotvn. 

Wld,  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  ligh, 
'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs. 

Bian.  Fie,  what  a  foolifh  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would,  your  duty  were  as  fooliili  too  I 
The  wifdom  of  your  duty,  i-iix  Bianca, 
Cofl  me  an  hundred  crowns  fmce  fupper-time. 

JBian    The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Catharine,  I  charge  thee,  tell  thefe  headftrong 
Women, 
What  duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Hufbands. 

V/id.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking ;  we  will  have 
no  telling 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Wid.  She  fhi.ll  not. 

Pet.   I  fay,  (he  ihall ;  and  iirft  begin  v/ith  her. 

Cath.   Fie  !  f  e  !  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  brow, 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thofe  eyes. 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy- King,  thy  Governor. 
"  It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frcfts  bite  the  meads  j 

«  Con- 
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"  Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  fhake  fair  buds  5 

*•  And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet  or  amiab'e. 

*'  A  Woman  mov'd  is  like  a  Fountain  troubled, 

'*  Muddy-j  ill-feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty^ 

"  And  while  it  is  io,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 

"  Will  dain  to  lip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it, 

"  Thy  Hufband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 

**  Thy  Head,  thy  Sovereign ;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 

'*  And  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 

"  To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land ; 

**  To  watch  the  night  in  iiorms,  the  day  in  cold, 

**  While  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  feciire  and  fafe, 

■**  And  craves  no  otiier  tribute  at  thy  hands, 

"  But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience; 

**  Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 

^*  Such  duty  iS  -he  Subjede  owes  the  Prince, 

"  Even  fuch  a  woman  owerh  to  her  hufband : 

"  And  when  (he's  froward,  peevifh,  fullen,  fower, 

"  And  not  obedient  to  his  honeil  will  ,• 

"  Wha'  is  ihe  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 

"  And  g'-acelefs  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord  ? 

"  I  am  aiham'd,  <-hat  Women  are  fo  fimple 

"  To  ofFer  war  where  they  Ihould  kneel  for  peace ; 

^*  Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway, 

**  When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 

*'  Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  v.^eak  and  fmooth, 

**  Unapt  to  toil  and  ^rouble  in  the  world, 

**  But  that  our  foft  conditio'";s  and  oar  hearts 

"  Should  well  agree  with  our  exterrial  parts  ?" 

Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms,  ^■ 

My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 

My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  h:iply  more. 

To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown  ; 

But,  now  I  fee,  our  launces  are  but  ftraws, 

Qur  Ilrength  as  weak,  our  weaknefs  paft  compare ; 

That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 

Then  vale  your  flomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot. 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  Hufband*s  foot: 

In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe. 

My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 
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Pst.  Why,  there's  a  wench :  come  on,  and  kifs  ine> 

Kate. 
Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad,  for  thou  !halt  ha't. 
Vin.  ^Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 
Luc.  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  fro  ward. 
Pit.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  bed  ; 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  tho'  you  hit  the  white ; 
And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night. 

\_Exeunt  Petruchio  and  Catharlna, 
Hor.  Now  go   thy  ways,   thou  haft  tam'd  a  curft 

Shrew. 
Luc,  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd 
fo.  \_Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  tnvo  fern) ants  hearing  Sly  in  his  onvn  apparel,  and 
^  halving  him  on  the  Stage.      Then  enter  a  Tapfter. 

Sly  anxiakingr^  Sim,  gi've^s  fame  more  njjine — <what* 
all  the  Players  gone?  am  not  I  a  Lord? 

Tap.  A  Lord,  nfjith  a  murrain  !  come,  art  thou  drunk 
fill? 

Sly.  Who's  this?  Tapfler  !  oh,  I  ha^ve  had  the  bra'vefl 
dream  that  ever  thou  heardjl  in  all  thy  life. 

Tap.  Tea,  marry,  hut  thou  hadft  heft  get  thee  home, 
for  your  Wife  nxjill  courfe  you  for  dreaming  here  all 
night. 

Sly.  Will  Jhe?  I  knonx)  honv  to  tame  a  Shrew.  / 
dreamt  upon  it  all  this  Night,  and  thou  haft  nvalC  d  me  out 
of  the  heft  dream  that  enjer  I  had.  But  Til  to  my  Wife 
and  tame  her  too,  iffl^e  aftger  me. 


the  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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